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NOVALISi 

[1829] 

A  NimBER  of  years  ago,  Jean  Paul's  copy  of  NovaKt  led  him 
to  infer  that  the  German  reading-world  was  of  a  quick  dis- 
position ;  inasmuch  as,  with  respect  to  books  that  required 
more  than  one  perusal,  it  declined  pemsing  them  at  all. 
Paul's  NovaUs,  we  suppose,  was  of  the  first  Editioo,  uncut, 
dusty,  and  lent  him  from  the  Public  Library  with  willingness, 
nay,  with  joy.  But  times,  it  would  appear,  must  be  con- 
siderably chajiged  since  then ;  indeed,  were  we  to  judge  of 
German  reading  habits  from  these  Volumes  of  ours,  we  should 
draw  quite  a  different  conclusion  from  Paul's ;  for  they  are 
of  the  fourth  Edition,  perhaps  therefore  the  ten-thousandth 
copy,  and  that  of  a  Book  demanding,  whether  deserving  or 
not,  to  be  oftener  read  than  almost  any  other  it  has  ever  been 
our  lot  to  examine. 

Without  at  all  entering  into  the  merits  of  Novalis,  we  may 
observe  that  we  should  reckon  it  a  happy  sign  of  Literature, 
were  so  solid  a  fashion  of  study  here  and  there  established  in 
all  countries:  for  directly  in  the  teeth  of  most  'intellectual 
tea-cirdes,'  it  may  be  asserted  that  no  good  Book,  or  good 
thing  of  any  sort,  shows  its  best  face  at  first ;  nay,  that  the 
commonest  quality  in  a  true  work  of  Art,  if  its  excellence 
have  any  depth  and  compass,  is  that  at  first  sight  it  occasions 
a  certain  disappointment ;  perhaps  even,  mingled  with  its  un- 
deniable beauty,  a  certain  feeling  of  aversion.     Not  as  if  we 

>  FOKBIGN  ReVIBW,  No.  •J.—Novalis  Sckrifitn.  Herausgcge&cn  wti  Liulwig 
Tittk  tmd  FritdrUk  Stklegtl  (Novalis'  Writings.  Edited  by  Lndwig  Tieck  and 
Friedricb  Scbl^el).    Fonrlh  Edition,    i  voli.    Berlin,  1836. 
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meant,  by  this  remark,  to  cast  a  stone  at  the  old  guild  of 
literary  Improvisators,  or  any  of  that  diligent  brotherhood, 
whose  trade  it  is  to  blow  soap-bubbles  for  their  fellow- 
creatures  ;  which  bubbles,  of  course,  if  they  are  not  seen  and 
admired  this  moment,  will  be  altogether  lost  to  men^s  eyes 
the  next.  Considering  the  use  of  these  blowers,  in  civilised 
communities,  we  rather  wish  them  strong  lungs,  and  all 
mfimner  of  prosperity :  but  simply  we  would  contend  that  such 
soap-bubble  guild  should  not  become  the  sole  one  in  Litera- 
ture ;  that  being  undisputably  the  strongest,  it  should  content 
itself  with  this  preeminence,  and  not  tyrannically  annihilate 
its  less  prosperous  neighbours.  For  it  should  be  recollected 
that  Literature  positively  has  other  aims  than  this  of  amuse- 
ment from  hour  to  hour ;  nay,  perhaps  that  this,  glorious  as 
it  may  be,  is  not  its  highest  or  true  £iim.  We  do  say,  there- 
fore, that  the  Improvisator  corporation  should  be  kept  within 
limits ;  and  readers,  at  least  a  certain  small  class  of  readers, 
should  understand  that  some  few  departments  of  human 
inquiry  have  still  their  depths  and  difficulties;  that  the 
abstruse  is  not  precisely  synonymous  with  the  absurd ;  nay, 
that  light  itself  may  be  darkness,  in  a  certain  state  of  the 
eyesight;  that,  in  short,  cases  may  occur  when  a  little 
patience  and  some  attempt  at  thought  would  not  be  alto- 
gether superfluous  in  reading.  Let  the  mob  of  gentlemen 
keep  their  own  ground,  and  be  happy  and  applauded  there :  • 
if  they  overstep  that  ground,  they  indeed  may  flourish  the 
better  for  it,  but  the  reader  will  sufler  damage.  For  in  this 
way,  a  reader,  accustomed  to  see  through  everjrthing  in  one 
second  of  time,  comes  to  forget  that  his  wisdom  and  critical 
penetration  are  finite  and  not  mfinite ;  and  so  commits  more 
than  one  mistake  in  his  conclusions.  The  Reviewer  too,  who 
indeed  is  only  a  preparatory  reader,  as  it  were  a  sort  of  sieve 
and  drainer  for  the  use  of  more  luxurious  readers,  soon  follows 
his  example :  these  two  react  still  farther  on  the  mob  of 
gentlemen ;  and  so  among  them  all,  with  this  action  and 
reaction,  matters  grow  worse  and  worse. 
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It  rather  seems  to  us  as  if,  in  this  respect  of  faithfulness  in 
reading,  the  GermanB  were  somewhat  ahead  of  us  English ;  at 
least  we  have  no  such  proof  to  show  of  it  as  that  fourth 
Edition  of  NovaHa.  Our  Coleridge's  Frimd,  for  example, 
and  Biograpkia  IMeraria  are  but  a  slight  business  compared 
with  these  Schrifien ;  little  more  than  the  Alphabet,  and  that 
in  gilt  letters,  of  such  I^losophy  and  Art  as  is  here  taught 
in  the  form  of  Grammar  and  Rhetorical  Compend ;  yet  Cole- 
ridge's works  were  triumphantly  condemned  by  the  whole 
reviewing  world,  as  clearly  unintelligible ;  and  among  readers 
they  have  still  but  an  unseen  circulation ;  like  living  brooks, 
hidden  for  the  present  under  moimtaina  of  froth  and  theatri- 
cal snow-paper,  and  which  only  at  a  distant  day,  when  these 
monntuns  shall  have  decomposed  themselves  into  gas  and 
earthy  residuum,  may  roll  forth  in  their  true  limpid  shape,  to 
gladden  the  general  eye  with  what  beauty  and  everlasting 
freshness  does  reside  in  them.  It  is  admitted  too,  on  all 
bands,  that  Mr.  Coleridge  is  a  man  of  <  genius,'  that  is,  a  man 
having  more  intellectual  insight  than  other  men ;  and  strangely 
enough,  it  is  taken  for  granted,  at  the  same  time,  that  he  has 
less  intellectual  insight  than  any  other.  For  why  else  are  his 
doctrines  to  be  thrown  out  of  doors,  without  examination,  as 
false  and  worthless,  nmply  because  they  are  obscure  ?  Or 
how  is  their  so  palpable  faJsehood  to  be  accounted  for  to  our 
minds,  except  on  this  extraordinary  ground :  that  a  man  able 
to  originate  deep  thoughts  (such  is  the  meaning  of  genius)  is 
unable  to  tee  them  when  originated ;  that  the  creative  intellect 
of  a  I^ilosopher  is  destitute  of  that  mere  faculty  of  logic 
which  belongs  to  *  all  Attorneys,  and  men  educated  in  Edin- 
burgh'? The  Cambridge  carrier,  when  asked  whether  his 
horse  could  "  draw  inferences,"  readily  replied,  "  Yes,  anything 
in  reason  " ;  but  here,  it  seems,  is  a  man  of  genius  who  has  no 
similar  gift. 

We  ourselves,  we  confess,  are  too  young  in  the  study  of 
human  nature  to  have  met  with  any  such  anomaly.  Never 
yet  has  it  been  our  fortune  to  fall  in  with  any  man  of  genius 
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whose  conclusions  did  not  correspond  better  with  his  premises, 
fiuid  not  worse,  than  those  of  other  men ;  whose  genius,  when 
it  once  came  to  be  understood,  did  not  manifest  itself  in  a 
deeper,  fuller,  truer  view  of  all  things  human  and  divine,  than 
the  clearest  of  your  so  laudable  ^  practical  men '  had  claim  to. 
Such,  we  say,  has  been  our  uniform  experience ;  so  uniform, 
that  we  now  hardly  ever  expect  to  see  it  contradicted.  True 
it  is,  the  old  Pythagorean  argument  of  ^  the  master  said  it,^ 
has  long  since  ceased  to  be  available :  in  these  days,  no  man, 
except  the  Pope  of  Rome,  is  altogether  exempt  from  error  of 
judgment;  doubtless  a  man  of  genius  may  chance  to  adopt 
false  opinions ;  nay,  rather,  like  all  other  sons  of  Adam,  ex- 
cept that  same  enviable  Pope,  must  occasionally  adopt  such. 
Nevertheless,  we  reckon  it  a  good  maxim,  That  no  error  is 
fiilly  confuted  till  we  have  seen  not  only  that  it  is  an  error, 
but  how  it  became  one ;  till  finding  that  it  clashes  with  the 
principles  of  truth  established  in  our  own  mind,  we  find  also 
in  what  way  it  had  seemed  to  harmonise  with  the  principles 
of  truth  established  in  that  other  mind,  perhaps  so  unspeak- 
ably superior  to  ours.  Treated  by  this  method,  it  still 
appears  to  us,  according  to  the  old  saying,  that  the  errors 
of  a  wise  man  are  literally  more  instructive  than  the  truths 
of  a  fool.  For  the  wise  man  travels  in  lofty,  far-seeing 
regions ;  the  fool,  in  low-lying,  high-fenced  lanes :  retracing 
the  footsteps  of  the  former,  to  discover  where  he  deviated, 
whole  provinces  of  the  Universe  are  laid  open  to  us ;  in  the 
path  of  the  latter,  granting  even  that  he  have  not  deviated 
at  all,  little  is  laid  open  to  us  but  two  wheel-ruts  and  two 
hedges. 

On  these  grounds  we  reckon  it  more  profitable,  in  almost 
any  case,  to  have  to  do  with  men  of  depth  than  with  men  of 
shallowness :  and  were  it  possible,  we  would  read  no  book 
that  was  not  written  by  one  of  the  former  class ;  all  members 
of  which  we  would  love  and  venerate,  how  perverse  soever 
they  might  seem  to  us  at  first ;  nay,  though,  after  the  fullest 
investigation,  we  still  found  many  things  to  pardon  in  them. 
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Such  of  our  readers  as  at  all  participate  in  this  predilection 
will  not  btome  us  for  bringing  them  acquainted  with  Novalis, 
a  man  of  the  most  indisputable  talent,  poetical  and  philo- 
sophical ;  whose  opinions,  eztraordinaiy,  nay,  altc^ther  wild 
and  baseless  as  they  often  appear,  are  not  without  a  strict 
coherence  in  bis  own  mind,  and  will  lead  any  other  mind,  that 
examines  them  faithfully,  into  endless  considerations ;  opening 
the  strangest  inquiries,  new  truths,  or  new  possibilities  of 
truth,  a  whole  unexpected  world  of  thought,  where,  whether 
for  belief  or  denial,  the  deepest  questions  await  us. 

In  what  is  called  reviewing  such  a  book  as  this,  we  are 
aware  that  to  the  judicious  craftsman  two  methods  present 
themselves.  The  first  and  most  convenient  is,  for  the  Re- 
viewer to  perch  himself  resolutely,  as  it  were,  on  the  shoulder 
of  his  Author,  and  there^m  to  show  as  if  he  commanded 
him  and  looked  down  on  him  by  natural  superiority  of  stature. 
Whatsoever  the  great  man  says  or  does,  tiie  little  man  shall 
treat  with  an  air  of  knowingness  and  light  condescending 
mockery ;  professing,  with  much  covert  sarcasm,  that  this  and 
that  otha*  is  beyond  hit  comprehension,  and  cunningly  asking 
bis  readers  if  they  comprehend  it !  Herein  it  will  help  him 
mightily,  if,  besides  description,  he  can  quote  a  few  passages, 
which,  in  th«r  detached  state,  and  taken  most  probably  in 
quite  a  wrong  acceptation  of  the  words,  shall  sound  strange, 
and,  to  certain  hearers,  even  absurd ;  all  which  will  be  easy 
enough,  if  he  have  any  handiness  in  the  business,  and  address 
the  right  audience ;  truths,  as  this  world  goes,  being  true  only 
for  those  that  have  tonu  anderstanding  of  them ;  as,  for 
instance,  in  the  Yorkshire  Wolds,  and  Thames  Coal-ships, 
Christian  men  enough  might  be  found,  at  this  day,  who,  if 
you  read  them  the  Thirty-ninth  of  the  Principia,  would  '  grin 
intelligence  from  ear  to  ear.'  On  the  other  hand,  should  our 
Reviewer  meet  with  any  passage,  the  wisdom  of  which,  deep, 
plain  and  palpable  to  the  simplest,  might  cause  misgivings  in 
the  reader,  as  if  here  were  a  man  of  half-unknown  endowment, 
whom  pofaaps  it  were  better  to  wonder  at  than  laugh  at,  our 
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Reviewer  either  suppresses  it,  or  citing  it  with  an  air  of  men- 
torious  candour,  calls  upon  his  Author,  in  a  tone  of  command 
and  encouragement,  to  lay  aside  his  transcendental  crotchets, 
and  write  always  thus,  and  he  will  admire  him.  Whereby  the 
reader  again  feels  comforted;  proceeds  swimmingly  to  the 
conclusion  of  the  ^Article,**  and  shuts  it  with  a  victorious 
feeling,  not  only  that  he  and  the  Reviewer  understand  this 
man,  but  also  that,  with  some  rays  of  fancy  and  the  like,  the 
man  is  little  better  than  a  living  mass  of  darkness. 

In  this  way  does  the  small  Reviewer  triumph  over  great 
Authors ;  but  it  is  the  triumph  of  a  fool.  In  this  way  too 
does  he  recommend  himself  to  certain  readers,  but  it  is  the 
recommendation  of  a  parasite,  and  of  no  true  servant.  The 
servant  would  have  spoken  truth,  in  this  case ;  truth,  that  it 
might  have  profited,  however  harsh :  the  parasite  glozes  his 
master  with  sweet  speeches,  that  he  may  filch  applause,  and 
certain  '  guineas  per  shet,^  from  him ;  substituting  for  ignor- 
ance which  was  harmless,  error  which  is  not  so.  And  yet  to 
the  vulgar  reader,  naturally  enough,  that  flattering  unction 
is  full  of  solacement.  In  fact,  to  a  reader  of  this  sort  few 
things  can  be  more  alarming  than  to  find  that  his  own  little 
Parish,  where  he  lived  so  snug  and  absolute,  is,  after  all,  fwt 
the  whole  Universe ;  that  beyond  the  hill  which  screened  his 
house  from  the  east  wind,  and  grew  his  kitchen-vegetables  so 
sweetly,  there  are  other  hills  and  other  hamlets,  nay,  moun- 
tains and  towered  cities;  with  all  which,  if  he  would  con- 
tinue to  pass  for  a  geographer,  he  must  forthwith  make 
himself  acquainted.  Now  this  Reviewer,  often  his  fellow 
Parishioner,  is  a  safe  man ;  leads  him  pleasantly  to  the  hill- 
top ;  shows  him  that  indeed  there  are,  or  seem  to  be,  other 
expanses,  these  too  of  boundless  extent :  but  with  only  cloud 
mountains,  and  Jbiamorgana  cities ;  the  true  character  of 
that  region  being  Vacuity,  or  at  best  a  stony  desert  tenanted 
by  Gryphons  and  Chimeras. 

Surely,  if  printing  is  not,  like  courtier  speech,  *  the  art  of 
concealing  thought,^  all  this  must  be  blamable  enough.     Is  it 
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the  Reviewer^a  real  trade  to  be  a  pander  of  laaness,  self- 
conceit  and  all  manner  of  contemptuous  stupidity  on  the 
part  of  his  reader;  carefully  ministering  to  these  propensi- 
ties ;  carefully  fendng-oS'  whatever  might  invade  that  foolV 
paradise  with  news  of  disturbance?  Is  he  the  priest  of 
Literature  and  Philosophy,  to  interpret  their  mysteries  to  the 
common  man ;  as  a  faithful  preacher,  teaching  him  to  under- 
stand what  is  adapted  for  his  undeistanding,  to  reverence 
what  is  adi4>ted  for  higher  understandings  than  his?  Or 
merely  the  lai^ey  of  Dulness,  striving  for  certain  wages,  of 
jHidding  or  praise,  by  the  month  or  quarto:,  to  perpetuate 
the  reign  of  preaumptdon  and  triviality  on  earth  ?  If  the 
latter,  will  he  not  be  counselled  to  pause  for  an  instant,  and 
reflect  seriously,  whether  starvation  were  worse  or  were  better 
than  sudi  a  dogVexistence  ? 

Our  reader  perceives  that  we  are  for  adopting  the  second 
method  with  r^ard  to  Novalis ;  that  we  wi^  leas  to  insult 
over  this  highly-gifted  man,  than  to  gun  some  insist  into 
him ;  that  we  look  upon  his  mode  of  being  and  thinkiug  as 
very  singular,  but  not  therefore  necessarily  very  contemptible ; 
as  a  matter,  in  fact,  worthy  of  examination,  and  difficult 
beyond  most  othere  to  examine  wisely  and  with  profit.  Let 
no  man  expect  that,  in  this  case,  a  Samson  is  to  be  led  forth, 
blinded  and  manacled,  to  make  him  sport.  Nay,  might  it 
not,  in  a  spiritual  sense,  be  death,  as  surely  it  would  be 
damage,  to  the  small  man  himself?  For  is  not  this  habit  of 
sneering  at  all  greatness,  of  forcibly  bringing  down  all  great* 
ness  to  his  own  height,  one  chief  cause  which  keeps  that 
height  so  very  iuconsida»ble  ?  Come  of  it  what  may,  we 
have  no  refrnhing  dew  for  the  small  man's  vanity  in  this 
place ;  nay,  rather,  as  charitable  brethren,  and  fellow-sufierers 
from  that  same  evil,  we  would  gladly  lay  the  sickle  to  that 
reed-grove  of  self-conceit,  which  has  grown  round  him,  and 
reap  it  altogether  away,  that  so  the  true  figure  of  the  world* 
and  his  own  true  figure,  might  no  longer  be  utterly  hidden 
from  him.     Does  this  our  toother,  then,  refuse  to  accompany 
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us,  without  snch  allurements?  He  must  even  retain  our 
best  wishes,  and  abide  by  his  own  hearth. 

Farther,  to  the  honest  few  who  still  go  along  with  us  on 
this  occasion,  we  are  bound  in  justice  to  say  that,  far  from 
looking  down  on  Novalis,  we  cannot  place  either  them  or 
ourselves  on  a  level  with  him.  To  explain  so  strange  an 
individuality,  to  exhibit  a  mind  of  this  depth  and  singularity 
before  the  minds  of  readers  so  foreign  to  him  in  every  sense, 
would  be  a  vain  pretension  in  us.  With  the  best  will,  and 
after  repeated  trials,  we  have  gained  but  a  feeble  notion  of 
Novalis  for  ourselves :  his  Volumes  come  before  us  with  every 
disadvantage ;  they  are  the  posthumous  works  of  a  man  cut 
off  in  early  life,  while  his  opinions,  far  from  being  matiu^d 
for  the  public  eye,  were  still  lying  crude  and  disjointed  before 
his  own;  for  most  part  written  down  in  the  shape  of 
detached  aphorisms,  'none  of  them,**  as  he  says  himself, 
'  untrue  or  unimportant  to  his  own  mind,^  but  naturally 
requiring  to  be  remodelled,  expanded,  compressed,  as  the 
matter  cleared  up  more  and  more  into  logical  unity ;  at  best 
but  fragments  of  a  great  scheme  which  he  did  not  live  to 
realise.  If  his  Editors,  Friedrich  Schlegel  and  Ludwig 
Tieck,  declined  commenting  on  these  Writings,  we  may  well 
be  excused  for  declining  to  do  so.  '  It  cannot  be  our  pur- 
pose here,^  says  Tieck,  *  to  recommend  the  following  Works, 
or  to  judge  them  ;  probable  as  it  must  be  that  any  judgment 
delivered  at  this  stage  of  the  matter  would  be  a  premature 
and  unripe  one :  for  a  spirit  of  such  originality  must  first  be 
comprehended,  his  will  understood,  and  his  loving  intention 
felt  and  replied  to ;  so  that  not  till  his  ideas  have  taken  root 
in  other  minds,  and  brought  forth  new  ideas,  shall  we  see 
rightly,  from  the  historiceJ  sequence,  what  place  he  himself 
occupied,  and  what  relation  to  his  country  he  truly  bore.' 

Meanwhile,  Novalis  is  a  figure  of  such  importance  in  Grer- 
man  Literature,  that  no  student  of  it  can  pass  him  by  without 
attention.  If  we  must  not  attempt  interpreting  this  Work 
for  our  readers,  we  are  bound  at  least  to  point  out  its  exist- 
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ence,  and  according  to  our  best  knowledge  direct  such  of 
them  as  take  an  interest  in  the  matter  how  to  investigate  it 
farther  for  their  own  benefit.  For  this  purpose,  it  may  be 
well  that  we  leave  our  Author  to  speak  chiefly  for  himself; 
subjoining  only  such  expositions  as  cannot  be  dispensed  with 
for  even  verbal  intelligibility,  and  as  we  can  offer  on  our  own 
surety  with  some  degree  of  confidence.  By  way  of  basis  to 
the  whole  inquiry,  we  prefix  some  particulars  of  his  short 
life;  a  part  of  our  task  which  Tieck^s  dear  and  graceful 
Narrative,  given  as  ^Preface  to  the  Third  Edition,^  renders 
easy  for  us. 

Friedrich  von  Hardenberg,  better  known  in  Literature  by 
the  pseudonym  *Novalis,^  was  bom  on  the  2nd  of  May  1772, 
at  a  country  residence  of  his  family  in  the  Grafschaft  of 
Mansfeld,  in  Saxony.  His  father,  who  had  been  a  soldier  in 
youth,  and  still  retained  a  liking  for  that  profession,  was  at 
this  time  Director  of  the  Saxon  Salt-works ;  an  office  of  some 
considerable  trust  and  dignity.  Tieck  says,  ^  he  was  a  vigor- 
ous, unweariedly  active  man,  of  open,  resolute  character,  a 
true  Grerman.  His  religious  feelings  made  him  a  member  of 
the  Hermhut  Communion  ;  yet  his  disposition  continued  gay, 
frank,  rugged  and  downright/  The  mother  also  was  distin- 
guished for  her  worth;  ^a  pattern  of  noble  piety  and 
Qiristian  mildness  ^ ;  virtues  which  her  subsequent  life  gave 
opportunity  enough  for  exercising. 

On  the  young  Friedrich,  whom  we  may  continue  to  call 
Novalis,  the  qualities  of  his  parents  must  have  exercised  more 
than  usual  influence;  for  he  was  brought  up  in  the  most 
retired  manner,  with  scarcely  any  associate  but  a  sister  one 
year  older  than  himself,  and  the  two  brothers  that  were  next 
to  him  in  age.  A  decidedly  religious  temper  seems  to  have 
infused  itself,  under  many  benignant  aspects,  over  the  whole 
family :  in  Novalis  especially  it  continued  the  ruling  principle 
through  life ;  manifested  no  less  in  his  scientific  speculations 
than  in  his  feelings  and  conduct.     In  childhood  he  is  said  to 
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have  been  remarkable  chiefly  for  the  entire,  enthusiastic 
afiection  with  which  he  loved  his  mother ;  and  for  a  certain 
still,  secluded  disposition,  such  that  he  took  no  pleasure  m 
boyish  sports,  and  rather  shunned  the  society  of  other 
children.  Tieck  mentions  that,  till  his  ninth  year,  he  was 
reckoned  nowise  quick  of  apprehension ;  but  at  this  period, 
strangely  enough,  some  violent  biliary  disease,  which  had 
almost  cut  him  ofi^,  seemed  to  awaken  his  faculties  into 
proper  life,  and  he  became  the  readiest,  eagerest  learner  in 
all  branches  of  his  scholarship. 

In  his  eighteenth  year,  after  a  few  months  of  preparation 
in  some  Gymnasium^  the  only  instruction  he  appears  to  have 
received  in  any  public  school,  he  repaired  to  Jena ;  and  con- 
tinued there  for  three  years ;  after  which  he  spent  one  season 
in  the  Leipzig  University,  and  another,  ^to  complete  his 
studies,^  in  that  of  Wittenberg.  It  seems  to  have  been  at 
Jena  that  he  became  acquainted  with  Friedrich  Schlegd; 
where  also,  we  suppose,  he  studied  under  Fichte.  For  both 
of  these  men  he  conceived  a  high  admiration  and  afiection ; 
and  both  of  them  had,  clearly  enough,  ^  a  great  and  abiding 
efiect  on  his  whole  life.^  fichte,  in  particular,  whose  lofty 
eloquence  and  clear  calm  enthusiasm  are  said  to  have  made 
him  irresistible  as  a  teacher,^  had  quite  gained  Novalis  to  his 
doctrines;  indeed  the  Wissenachqfislehrey  which,  as  we  are 
told  of  the  latter,  ^  he  studied  with  unwearied  zeal,^  appears 
to  have  been  the  groundwork  of  all  his  future  speculations 
in  Philosophy.  Besides  these  metaphysical  inquiries,  and  the 
usual  attainments  in  classical  literature,  Novalis  seems  Ho 
have  devoted  himself  with  ardour  to  the  Physical  Sciences, 
and  to  Mathematics  the  basis  of  them  ^ :  at  an  early  period 
of  his  life  he  had  read  much  of  History  ^  with  extraordinary 
eagerness  ^ ;  Poems  had  from  of  old  been  ^  the  delight  of  his 

^  Schelliog,  we  have  been  informed,  gives  account  of  Fichte  and  his  WiS' 
semchaftsUhre  to  the  following  effect:  'The  Philosophy  of  Fichte  was  like 
lightning ;  it  appeared  only  for  a  moment,  but  it  kindled  a  fire  which  will  bum 
forercff.' 
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leisure*;  particularly  that  species  denominated  Mahrchen 
(Traditionary  Tale),  which  continued  a  favourite  with  him 
to  the  last,  as  almost  from  infancy  it  had  been  a  chosen 
amusement  of  his  to  read  these  compositions,  and  even  to 
recite  such,  of  his  own  invention.  One  remarkable  piece  of 
that  sort  he  has  himself  left  us,  inserted  in  Hemrich  van 
OfierdingeHj  his  chief  literary  performance. 

But  the  time  had  now  arrived  when  study  must  become 
subordinate  to  action,  and  what  is  called  a  profession  be  fixed 
upoiL  At  the  breaking-out  of  the  French  War,  Novalis  had 
been  seized  with  a  strong  and  altogether  unexpected  taste 
for  a  military  life:  however,  the  arguments  and  pressing 
entreaties  of  his  friends  ultimately  prevailed  over  this  whim ; 
it  seems  to  have  been  settled  that  he  should  follow  his  father^s 
line  of  occupation;  and  so,  about  the  end  of  1794,  he 
removed  to  Amstadt  in  Thuringia,  ^to  train  himself  in 
practical  affairs  under  the  Kreis-Amtmann  Just.*  In  this 
KreU-AnUmanfh  (Manager  of  a  Circle)  he  found  a  wise  and 
kind  friend;  applied  himself  honestly  to  business;  and  in 
all  his  serious  calculations  may  have  looked  forward  to  a 
life  as  smooth  and  commonplace  as  his  past  years  had  been. 
One  incident,  and  that  too  of  no  unusual  sort,  appears, 
in  Tieck^s  opinion,  to  have  altered  the  whole  form  of  his 
existence. 

*  It  was  not  very  long  after  his  arrival  at  Arnstadt^  when  in  a  country 
mansion  of  the  neighbourhood^  he  became  acquainted  with  Sophie  von 

K ,    The  first  glance  of  this  fair  and  wonderfully  lovely  form  was 

decisive  for  his  whole  life ;  nay,  we  may  say  that  the  feeling,  which  now 
penetrated  and  inspired  him,  was  the  substance  and  essence  of  his  whole 
life.  Sometimes,  in  the  look  and  figure  of  a  child,  there  will  stamp 
itself  an  expression,  which,  as  it  is  too  angelic  and  ethereally  beautiful, 
we  are  forced  to  call  unearthly  or  celestial ;  and  commonly,  at  sight  of 
such  purified  and  almost  transparent  faces,  there  comes  on  us  a  fear  that 
they  are  too  tender  and  delicately  fashioned  for  this  life;  that  it  is 
Death,  or  Immortality,  which  looks  forth  so  expressively  on  us  from 
these  glancing  eyes ;  and  too  often  a  quick  decay  converts  our  mournful 
foreboding  into  certainty.  Still  more  affecting  are  such  figures  when 
their  first  period  is  happily  passed  over,  and  they  come  before  us  bloom- 
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ing  ou  the  eve  of  maidhood.  All  persons  that  have  known  this  wondrous 
loved  one  of  our  Friend^  agree  in  testifying  that  no  description  can 
express  in  what  grace  and  celestial  harmony  the  fair  being  moved^  what 
beauty  shone  in  her^  what  softness  and  majesty  encircled  her.  Novalis 
became  a  poet  every  time  he  chanced  to  speak  of  it.  She  had  concluded 
her  thirteenth  year  when  he  first  saw  her :  the  spring  and  summer  of 
1796  were  the  blooming  time  of  his  life ;  every  hour  that  he  could  spare 
from  business  he  spent  in  Gruningen :  and  in  the  &11  of  that  same  year 
he  obtained  the  wished-for  promise  from  Sophie's  parents.' 

Unhappily,  however,  these  halcyon  days  were  of  too  short 
continuance.  Soon  after  this,  Sophie  fell  dangerously  sick 
^  of  a  fever,  attended  with  pains  in  the  side  ** ;  and  her  lover 
had  the  worst  consequences  to  fear.  By  and  by,  indeed,  the 
fever  left  her ;  but  not  the  pain,  ^  which  by  its  violence  still 
spoiled  for  her  many  a  fair  hour,"*  and  gave  rise  to  various 
apprehensions,  though  the  I%ysician  asserted  that  it  was  of 
no  importance.  Partly  satisfied  with  this  favourable  prog- 
nostication, Novalis  had  gone  to  Weissenfels,  to  his  parents ; 
and  was  full  of  business ;  being  now  appointed  Auditor  in 
the  department  of  which  his  father  was  Director:  through 
winter  the  news  from  Griiningen  were  of  a  favourable  sort ; 
in  spring  he  visited  the  family  himself,  and  found  his  Sophie 
to  all  appearance  well.  But  suddenly,  in  summer,  his  hopes 
and  occupations  were  interrupted  by  tidings  that  ^  she  was  in 
Jena,  and  had  undergone  a  surgical  operation.*^  Her  disease 
was  an  abscess  in  the  liver :  it  had  been  her  wish  that  he 
should  not  hear  of  her  danger  till  the  worst  were  over.  The 
Jena  Surgeon  gave  hopes  of  recovery,  though  a  slow  one ; 
but  ere  long  the  operation  had  to  be  repeated,  and  now  it 
was  feared  that  his  patient^s  strength  was  too  far  exhausted. 
The  young  maiden  bore  all  this  with  inflexible  courage  and 
the  cheerfulest  resignation:  her  Mother  and  Sister,  Novalis, 
with  his  Parents  and  two  of  his  Brothers,  all  deeply  interested 
in  the  event,  did  their  utmost  to  comfort  her.  In  December, 
by  her  own  wish,  she  returned  home ;  but  it  was  evident  that 
she  grew  weaker  and  weaker.  Novalis  went  and  came  between 
Griiningen  and  Weissenfels,  where  also  he  found  a  house  of 
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mourning ;  for  Erasmus,  one  of  these  two  Brothers,  had  long 
been  sickly,  and  was  now  believed  to  be  dying. 

'The  17th  of  March/  says  Tieck,  'was  the  fifteenth  birthday  of  his 
Sophie ;  and  on  the  19th^  about  noon^  she  departed.  No  one  durst  tell 
Novalis  these  tidings ;  at  last  his  Brother  Carl  undertook  it  The  poor 
youth  shut  himself  up,  and  after  three  days  and  three  nights  of  weepings 
set  out  for  Amstadt,  that  there^  with  his  true  friend,  he  might  be  near 
the  spotj  which  now  hid  the  remains  of  wliat  was  dearest  to  him.  On 
the  14th  of  April,  his  Brother  Erasmus  also  left  this  world.  Novalis 
wrote  to  inform  his  Brother  Carl  of  the  event^^  who  had  been  obliged  to 
make  a  journey  into  Lower  Saxony :  "  Be  of  good  courage,"  said  he, 
'^  Erasmus  has  prevailed ;  the  flowers  of  our  hit  garland  are  dropping 
off  Here,  one  by  one,  that  they  may  be  united  Yonder,  lovelier  and 
forever."' 

Among  the  papers  published  in  these  Volumes  are  three 
lettoB,  written  about  this  time,  which  mournfully  indicate  the 
author^s  mood.  ^  It  has  grown  Evening  around  me,^  says  he, 
^  while  I  was  looking  into  the  red  of  Morning.  My  grief  is 
boundless  as  my  love.  For  three  years  she  has  been  my 
hourly  thought.  She  alone  bound  me  to  life,  to  the  country, 
to  my  occupations.  With  her  I  am  parted  from  all;  for 
now  I  scarcely  have  myself  any  more.  But  it  has  grown 
Evening;  and  I  feel  as  if  I  had  to  travel  early;  and  so 
I  would  fain  be  at  rest,  and  see  nothing  but  kind  faces 
about  me ; — all  in  her  spirit  would  I  live,  be  soft  and  mild- 
hearted  as  she  was.*^  And  again,  some  weeks  later :  ^  I  live 
over  the  old,  bygone  life  here,  in  still  meditation.  Yesterday 
I  was  twenty-five  years  old.  I  was  in  Gruningen,  and  stood 
beside  her  grave.  It  is  a  friendly  spot ;  enclosed  with  simple 
white  railing ;  lies  apart,  and  high.  There  is  still  room  in 
it.  The  village,  with  its  blooming  gardens,  leans  up  round 
the  hill ;  and  at  this  point  and  that  the  eye  loses  itself  in 
blue  distances,  I  know  you  would  have  liked  to  stand  by  me, 
and  stick  the  flowers,  my  birthday  gifts,  one  by  one  into  her 
hillock.  This  time  two  years,  she  n^ade  me  a  gay  present, 
with  a  flag  and  national  cockade  on  it.  Today  her  parents 
gave  me  the  little  things  which  she,  still  joyfully,  had  received 
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on  her  last  birthday.  Friend, — it  continues  Evening,  and 
will  soon  be  Night.  If  you  go  away,  think  of  me  kindly, 
and  visit,  when  you  return,  the  still  house,  where  your  Friend 
rests  forever,  with  the  ashes  of  his  beloved.  Fare  you  well ! ' 
— ^Nevertheless,  a  singular  composure  came  over  him ;  from 
the  very  depths  of  his  grief  arose  a  peace  and  pure  joy,  such 
as  till  then  he  had  never  known. 

'In  this  season^'  observes  Tieck^  'Novalis  lived  only  to  his  sorrow: 
it  was  natural  for  him  to  regard  the  visible  and  the  invisible  world  as 
one;  and  to  distinguish  Life  and  Death  only  by  his  longing  for  the 
latter.  At  the  same  time  too^  Life  became  for  him  a  glorified  Life ;  and 
his  whole  being  melted  away  as  into  a  bright^  conscious  vision  of  a 
higher  Existence.  From  the  sacredness  of  Sorrow,  from  heartfelt  love 
and  the  pious  wish  for  death,  his  temper  and  all  his  conceptions  are  to 
be  explained  :  and  it  seems  possible  that  this  time,  with  its  deep  griefs, 
planted  in  him  the  germ  of  death,  if  it  was  not,  in  any  case^  his  appointed 
lot  to  be  so  soon  snatched  away  from  us. 

'  He  remained  many  weeks  in  Thuringia ;  and  came  back  comforted 
and  truly  purified,  to  his  engagements ;  which  he  pursued  more  zealously 
than  ever,  though  he  now  regarded  himself  as  a  stranger  on  the  earth. 
In  this  period,  some  earlier,  many  later,  especially  in  the  Autumn  of 
this  year,  occur  most  of  those  compositions,  which,  in  the  way  of  extract 
and  selection,  we  have  here  given  to  the  Public,  under  the  title  of 
Fragments ;  so  likewise  the  Hymns  to  the  Night/ 

Such  is  our  Biographer's  account  of  this  matter,  and  of  the 
weighty  inference  it  has  led  him  to.  We  have  detailed  it 
the  more  minutely,  and  almost  in  the  very  words  of  the  text, 
the  better  to  put  our  readers  in  a  condition  for  judging  on 
what  grounds  Tieck  rests  his  opinion,  That  herein  lies  the 
key  to  the  whole  spiritual  history  of  Novalis,  that  ^  the  feeling 
which  now  penetrated  and  inspired  him  may  be  said  to  have 
been  the  substance  of  his  Life.^  It  would  ill  become  us  to 
contradict  one  so  well  qualified  to  judge  of  all  subjects,  and 
who  enjoyed  such  peculiar  opportunities  for  forming  a  right 
judgment  of  this :  meanwhile  we  may  say  that,  to  our  own 
minds,  after  all  consideration,  the  certainty  of  this  hypothesis 
will  nowise  become  clear.  Or  rather,  perhaps,  it  is  to  the 
expression,  to  the  too  determinate  and  exclusive  language  in 
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which  the  hypothesis  is  worded,  that  we  should  object ;  for  so 
plain  does  tiie  truth  of  the  case  seem  to  us,  we  cannot  but 
believe  that  Tieck  himself  would  consent  to  modify  his  state- 
ment. That  the  whole  philosophical  and  moral  existence  of 
such  a  man  as  Novalis  should  have  been  shaped  and  deter- 
mined by  the  death  of  a  young  girl,  almost  a  child,  specially 
distinguished,  so  far  as  is  shown,  by  nothing  save  her  beauty, 
which  at  any  rate  must  have  been  very  short-lived, — will 
doubtless  seem  to  every  one  a  singular  concatenation.  We 
cannot  but  think  that  some  result  precisely  similar  in  moral 
efiect  might  have  been  attained  by  many  different  means; 
nay,  that  by  one  means  or  another,  it  would  not  have  failed 
to  be  attained.  For  spirits  like  Novalis,  earthly  fortune  is 
in  no  instance  so  sweet  and  smooth,  that  it  does  not  by  and 
by  teach  the  great  doctrine  of  ErUsageUy  of  ^  Renunciation,** 
by  which  alone,  as  a  wise  man  well  known  to  Herr  Tieck  has 
observed,  *  can  the  real  entrance  on  Life  be  properly  said  to 
b^in.**  Experience,  the  grand  Schoolmaster,  seems  to  have 
taught  Novalis  this  doctrine  very  early,  by  the  wreck  of  his 
first  passionate  wish;  and  herein  lies  the  real  influence  of 
Sophie  von  K.  on  his  character ;  an  influence  which,  as  we 
imagine,  many  other  things  might  and  would  have  equally 
exerted :  for  it  is  less  the  severity  of  the  Teacher  than  the 
aptness  of  the  Pupil  that  secures  the  lesson;  nor  do  the 
purifying  effects  of  frustrated  Hope,  and  Affection  which  in 
this  world  will  ever  be  homeless,  depend  on  the  worth  or 
loveliness  of  its  objects,  but  on  that  of  the  heart  which 
cherished  it,  and  can  draw  mild  wisdom  from  so  stem  a 
disappointment.  We  do  not  say  that  Novalis  continued  the 
same  as  if  this  young  maiden  had  not  been;  causes  and 
effects  connecting  every  man  and  thing  with  every  other 
extend  through  all  Time  and  Space ;  but  surely  it  appears 
unjust  to  represent  him  as  so  altogether  pliant  in  the  hands 
of  Accident ;  a  mere  pipe  for  Fortune  to  play  tunes  on ;  and 
which  sounded  a  mystic,  deep,  almost  unearthly  melody,  simply 
because  a  young  woman  was  beautiful  and  mortal. 
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We  feel  the  more  justified  in  these  hard-hearted  and  so 
unroinantic  strictmes,  on  reading  the  very  next  paragraph  of 
Tieck^s  Narrative.  Directly  on  the  back  of  this  occurrence, 
Novalis  goes  to  Freyberg;  and  there  in  1798,  it  may  be 
therefore  somewhat  more  or  somewhat  less  than  a  year  after 
the  death  of  his  first  love,  forms  an  acquaintance,  and  an 

engagement  to  marry,  with  a  *  Julie  von  Ch ** !     Indeed, 

ever  afterwards,  to  the  end,  his  life  appears  to  have  been 
more  than  usually  cheerful  and  happy.  Tieck  knows  not 
well  what  to  say  of  this  betrothment,  which  in  the  eyes  of 
most  Novelreaders  will  have  so  shocking  an  appearance :  he 
admits  that  ^  perhaps  to  any  but  his  intimate  friends  it  may 
seem  singular^;  asserts,  notwithstanding,  that  ^Sophie,  as 
may  be  seen  also  in  his  writings,  continued  the  centre  of  his 
thoughts;  nay,  as  one  departed,  she  stood  in  higher  rever- 
ence with  him  than  when  visible  and  near  ^ ;  and  hurrying  on, 
almost  as  over  an  unsafe  subject,  declares  that  Novalis  felt 
nevertheless  ^  as  if  loveliness  of  mind  and  person  might,  in 
some  measure,  replace  his  loss  '* ;  and  so  leaves  us  to  our  own 
reflections  on  the  matter.  We  consider  it  as  throwing  light 
on  the  above  criticism ;  and  greatly  restricting  our  acceptance 
of  Tieck's  theory. 

Yet  perhaps,  after  all,  it  is  only  in  a  Minerva-Press  Novel, 
or  to  the  more  tender  Imagmation,  that  such  a  proceedmg 
would  seem  very  blamable.  Constancy,  in  its  true  sense,  may 
be  called  the  root  of  all  excellence;  especially  excellent  is 
constancy  in  active  well-doing,  in  friendly  helpfulness  to  those 
that  love  us,  and  to  those  that  hate  us :  but  constancy  in 
passive  sufiering,  again,  in  spite  of  the  high  value  put  upon 
it  in  Circulating  Libraries,  is  a  distinctly  inferior  virtue, 
rather  an  accident  than  a  virtue,  and  at  all  events  is  of 
extreme  rarity  in  this  world.  To  Novalis,  his  Sophie  might 
still  be  as  a  saintly  presence,  mournful  and  unspeakably  mild, 
to  be  worshipped  in  the  inmost  shrine  of  his  memory :  but 
worship  of  this  sort  is  not  man^s  sole  business  ;  neither  should 
we  censure  Novalis  that  he  dries  his  tears,  and  once   more 
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looks  abroad  with  hope  on  the  earth,  which  is  still,  as  it  was 
before,  the  strangest  complex  of  mjstery  and  li^t,  of  joy 
as  well  as  sorrow.  <  life  belongs  to  the  living ;  and  he 
that  lives  must  be  prepared  for  vicissitudes/  The  question- 
able circnmstance  with  Novalis  is  his  perhaps  too  great 
rapidity  in  that  second  courtship;  a  fault  or  misfortune 
the  more  to  be  r^retted,  as  this  marriage  also  was  to  remun 
a  project,  and  only  the  anticipation  of  it  to  be  enjoyed  by 
him. 

It  was  for  the  purpose  of  studying  mineralogy,  under  the 
famous  Werner,  that  Novalis  had  gone  to  Freyberg.  For  this 
sdeuce  he  had  great  fondness,  as  indeed  for  all  the  physical 
sciences ;  which,  if  we  may  judge  from  his  writings,  be  seems 
to  have  prosecuted  on  a  great  and  original  principle,  very 
different  both  from  that  of  our  idle  theorisers  and  generaliserv, 
and  that  of  the  still  more  melancholy  dass  who  merely  *  col- 
lect facts,*  and  for  the  torpor  or  total  extinction  of  the 
thinking  faculty,  strive  to  make  up  by  the  more  assiduous 
use  of  the  blowpipe  and  goniometer.  The  commencement 
of  a  work,  entitled  the  DiadpUa  at  Sait,  intended,  as  Tieck 
informs  us,  to  be  a  *  Physical  Romance,'  was  written  in  Frey- 
berg, at  this  time ;  but  it  lay  unfinished,  unprosecuted ;  and 
now  comes  before  as  as  a  very  mysterious  fragment,  disclosing 
scientific  depths,  which  we  have  not  li^t  to  see  into,  much 
leas  means  to  fathom  and  accurately  measure.  Hie  various 
hypothetic  views  of  '  Nature,'  that  is,  of  the  visible  Creation, 
which  are  here  given  out  in  the  words  of  the  several  '  Pupils,' 
differ,  almost  all  of  them,  more  or  less,  from  any  that  we 
have  ever  elsewhere  met  with.  To  this  work  we  shall  have 
occasion  to  refer  more  particularly  in  the  sequel. 

The  acquaintance  which  Novalis  formed,  soon  after  this, 
with  the  elder  Schlegel  (August  Wilhelm),  and  still  more  that 
of  Heck,  whom  also  he  first  met  in  Jena,  seems  to  have 
operated  a  considerable  diversion  in  his  line  of  study.  Tieck 
and  tbe  Schlegels,  with  some  less  active  assodates,  among 
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whom  are  now  mentioned  Wackenroder  and  Novalis,  were  at 
this  time  engaged  in  their  far-famed  campcdgn  against  Dunce- 
dom,  or  what  called  itself  the  <  Old  School  ^  of  Literature ; 
which  old  and  rather  despicable  < School^  they  had  already, 
both  by  regular  and  guerrilla  warfare,  reduced  to  great  straits  ; 
as  ultimately,  they  are  reckoned  to  have  succeeded  in  utterly 
extirpating  it,  or  at  least  driving  it  back  to  the  very  confines 
of  its  native  Cimmeria.^  It  seems  to  have  been  in  connexion 
with  these  men,  that  Novalis  first  came  before  the  world  as  a 
writer :  certain  of  his  Fragments  under  the  title  of  Bluthen- 
staub  (Pollen  of  Flowers),  his  Hymns  to  the  Nighty  and  various 
poetical  compositions,  were  sent  forth  in  F.  SchlegePs  Musen- 
Almanack  and  other  periodicals  under  the  same  or  kindred 
management.  Novalis  himself  seems  to  profess  that  it  was 
Tieck's  influence  wluch  chiefly  *  reawakened  Poetry  in  him/ 
As  to  what  reception  these  pieces  met  with,  we  have  no 
information  :  however,  Novalis  seems  to  have  been  ardent  and 
diligent  in  his  new  pursuit,  as  in  his  old  ones ;  and  no  less 
happy  than  diligent. 

'  In  the  summer  of  1800^'  says  Heck^  '  I  saw  him  for  the  first  time^ 
while  visiting  my  friend  Wilhelm  Schlegel ;  and  our  acquaintance  soon 
became  the  most  confidential  friendship.  They  were  bright  days  those, 
which  we  passed  with  Schlegel^  Schelling  and  some  other  friends.  On 
my  return  homewards^  I  visited  him  in  his  house^  and  made  acquaint- 
ance with  his  fistmily.  Here  he  read  me  the  Disciples  at  8ais,  and  many 
of  his  Fragments.  He  escorted  me  as  &r  as  Halle ;  and  we  enjoyed  in 
Giebichenstein^  in  the  Riechardts'  house^  some  other  delightful  hours. 
About  this  time^  the  first  thought  of  his  Ofterdingen  had  occurred.  At 
an  earlier  period^  certain  of  his  Spiritual  Songs  had  been  composed  :  they 
were  to  form  part  of  a  Christian  H3rmnbook^  which  he  meant  to  accom- 
pany with  a  collection  of  Sermons.  For  the  rest,  he  was  very  diligent 
in  his  professional  labours ;  whatever  lie  did  was  done  with  the  heart ; 
the  smallest  concern  was  not  insignificant  to  him.' 

The  professional  labours  here  alluded  to,  seem  to  have  left 
much  leisure  on  his  hands ;  room  for  frequent  change  of 
place,  and  even  of  residence.     Not  long  afterwards,  we  find 

^  See  German  Romance  (Cent.  Ed.)f  vol.  i.  p.  26a 


NOVALIS  19 

him  ^  living  for  a  long  while  in  a  solitary  spot  of  the  Giildne 
Ane  in  Thuringia,  at  the  foot  of  the  Kyffhauser  Mountain  ^ ; 
his  chief  society  two  military  men,  subsequently  Generals; 
*  in  which  solitude  great  part  of  his  Ofterdingen  was  written.'^ 
The  first  volume  of  this  Hemrich  von  0/ierdingeny  a  sort  of 
Art-Romance,  intended,  as  he  himself  said,  to  be  an  ^  Apo- 
theosis of  Poetry,^  was  erelong  published  ;  under  what  circum- 
stances, or  with  what  result,  we  have,  as  before,  no  notice. 
Tieck  had  for  some  time  been  resident  in  Jena,  and  at 
intervals  saw  much  of  Novalis.  On  preparing  to  quit  that 
abode,  he  went  to  pay  him  a  farewell  visit  at  Weissenfels ; 
found  him  ^  somewhat  paler,^  but  full  of  gladness  and  hope ; 
^  quite  inspired  with  plans  of  his  future  happiness ;  his  house 
was  already  fitted  up ;  in  a  few  months  he  was  to  be  wedded  : 
no  less  zealously  did  he  speak  of  the  speedy  conclusion  of 
Ofierdingenj  and  other  books ;  his  life  seemed  expanding  in 
the  richest  activity  and  love.^  This  was  in  1800  :  four  years 
ago  Novalis  had  longed  and  looked  for  death,  and  it  was  not 
appointed  him ;  now  life  is  again  rich  and  far-extending  in 
his  eyes,  and  its  dose  is  at  hand.  Tieck  parted  with  him, 
and  it  proved  to  be  forever. 

In  the  month  of  August,  Novalis,  preparing  for  his  journey 
to  Freyberg  on  so  joyful  an  occasion,  was  alarmed  with 
an  appearance  of  blood  proceeding  from  the  lungs.  The 
Physician  treated  it  as  a  slight  matter;  nevertheless,  the 
marriage  was  postponed.  He  went  to  Dresden  with  his 
Parents,  for  medical  advice  ;  abode  there  for  some  time  in  no 
improving  state ;  on  learning  the  accidental  death  of  a  young 
brother  at  home,  he  ruptured  a  blood-vessel ;  and  the  Doctor 
then  declared  his  malady  incurable.  This,  as  usual  in  such 
maladies,  was  nowise  the  patient^s  own  opinion ;  he  wished  to 
try  a  warmer  climate,  but  was  thought  too  weak  for  the 
journey.  In  January  (1801)  he  returned  home,  visibly,  to 
all  but  himself,  in  rapid  decline.  His  bride  had  already 
been  to  see  him,  in  Dresden.  We  may  give  the  rest  in 
Tieck^s  words  * 


death,  he  said  on  one  occasion,  ''Never  till  now 
etry  was ;  innumerable  Songs  and  Poems,  and  of  qui 
m  any  of  my  former  ones,  have  arisen  in  me."     Froi 
March,  the  deatli-day  of  his  Sopliie,  he  became  visib 
liis  friends  visited  liim  ;  and  he  felt  ^roat  joy  when 
it,  his  true  and  oldest  friend,  Friedrich  Schlegel,  ci 
la.     With  him  he  conversed  at  great  length ;  espe 
eral  literary  operations.     During  these  days  he  wac 
;his  too  were  quiet;   and  he  enjoyed  pretty  sound 
Bnty-fifth^  about  six  in  the  mornings  he  made  his  b 
"tain  books^  that  he  might  look   for  something; 
sakfast^  and  talked  cheerfully  till  eight;  towards  i 
}ther  play  a  little  to  him  on  the  harpsichord,  and  in  1 
isic  fell  asleep.     Friedrich  Schlegel  soon  afterward 
>m,  and  found  him  quietly  sleeping :  this  sleep  lasted 
len  without  the  smallest  motion  he  passed  away,  an 
nth,  retained  his  common  friendly  look  as  if  he  yet  lii 
^  So  died,'  continues  the  affectionate  Biographer,  '  baf 
sted  his  twenty-ninth  year,  this  our  Friend ;  in  whi 
luirements,  his  philosophical  talent  and  his  poetic  g 
tain  our  love  and  admiration.     As  he  had  so  fiir  outr 
antry  might  have  expected  extraordinary  things  fron 
is  early  death  not  overtaken  him :  as  it  is,  the  unfi 
left  behind  him  have  already  had  a  wide  influence ; 
Bat  thoughts  will  yet,  in  time  coming,  lend  their  inspi: 
nds  and  deep  thinkers  will  be  enlightened  and  enkind 
his  genius. 
'Novalis  was  tall,  slender  and  of  noble  proportionf 
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Ab  U^  Doble  Paintinff  bf  Albrecht  Dtirer,  prtoarved  at  NQrnbei^  and 
Muncheii. 

■  In  speaking,  he  waa  ]irely  and  loud,  hia  geatuiea  strong.  I  never 
■aw  him  tired :  tliough  we  had  talked  till  iar  iu  the  nigbt,  it  waa  still 
onlj  on  purpose  tbat  he  stopped,  for  the  sake  of  rest,  and  even  then  he 
awd  to  read  before  sleeping.  Tedinm  be  never  felt,  even  in  oppreedve 
company,  among  mediocre  men ;  for  be  was  sure  to  find  out  one  or 
other,  who  could  give  him  yet  some  new  piece  of  knowledge,  such  as  he 
could  turn  to  use,  insignifica:it  as  it  might  seem.  Hia  kindliness,  his 
tiank  bearing,  made  bim  a  universal  favourite :  bis  skill  in  the  art  of 
■ocial  intercourse  wu  so  great,  that  smaller  minds  did  not  perceive  how 
high  he  stood  above  them.  Though  ia  conversation  he  delighted  most 
to  unfold  the  deeps  of  the  soul,  and  spoke  as  inspired  of  the  rc^ns  of 
invisible  worlds,  jet  waa  be  mirthfnl  as  a  child ;  would  jest  in  free 
artloM  g^ety,  and  heartily  give-in  to  the  jestinga  of  his  companj'. 
Without  vanity,  without  learned  haogbtiness,  far  from  every  affectation 
and  hypoOTJsy,  he  was  a  genuine,  true  man,  the  purest  and  loveliest 
embodiment  of  a  high  immortal  spirit.' 

So  much  for  the  outward  figure  and  history  of  Novalis. 
Respecting  his  inward  structure  and  significance,  which  our 
readers  are  here  principally  interested  to  understand,  we  have 
already  admowledged  that  we  had  no  complete  insight  to 
boast  of.  The  slightest  perusal  of  his  WritingB  indicates 
to  us  a  mind  of  wonderful  depth  and  originality ;  but  at  the 
same  time,  of  a  nature  or  habit  so  abstruse,  and  altogether 
different  from  anything  we  ourselves  have  notice  or  experience 
of,  that  to  penetrate  fairly  into  its  essential  character,  much 
more  to  picture  it  forth  in  visual  distinctness,  would  be  an 
extremely  difficult  task.  Nay,  perhaps,  if  attempted  by  the 
means  familiar  to  us,  an  impossible  task  :  for  Novalis  belongs 
to  that  doss  of  persona  who  do  not  recognise  the  '  syllogistic 
method'  as  the  chief  oi^an  for  investigating  truth,  or  feel 
themselves  bound  at  all  times  to  stop  short  where  its  light 
fidb  them.  Many  of  his  opinions  be  would  despair  of  proving 
in  the  most  patient  Court  of  Law ;  and  would  remain  well 
content  that  they  should  be  disbelieved  there.  He  much 
loved,  and  had  assiduously  studied,  Jacob  Bohme  and  other 
mystical  writers;   and  was,  openly  enough,  in  good  port  a 
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Mystic  himself.  Not  indeed  what  we  Engltfib,  in  i 
speech,  call  a  Mystic ;  which  means  only  a  man  whom  we 
do  not  understand,  and,  in  aelf-defence,  reckon  or  would  fain 
reckon  a  Buncc.  Novalis  was  a  Mystic,  or  had  an  aflinity 
with  Mysticism,  in  the  primary  and  true  meaning  of  that 
word,  exemplified  in  some  shape  among  our  own  Puritan 
Divines,  and  which  at  this  day  carries  no  opprobrium  with 
it  in  Germany,  or,  except  among  certain  more  unimportant 
classes,  in  any  other  country.  Nay,  in  this  sense,  great 
honours  are  recoi-ded  of  Mysticism :  Tasso,  as  may  be  seen 
in  several  of  his  prose  writings,  was  professedly  a  Mystic; 
Dante  is  regarded  as  a  chief  man  of  that  class. 

Nevertheless,  with  all  due  tolerance  or  reverence  for  Nt>- 
valis's  Mysticism,  the  question  still  returns  on  us  :  How  shall 
we  understand  it,  and  in  any  measure  shadow  it  forth? 
How  may  that  spiritual  condition,  which  by  its  own  account 
is  like  pure  light,  colourless,  formless,  infinite,  be  represented 
by  mere  Logic-Painters,  mere  Engravers  we  might  say,  who, 
except  copper  and  burin,  producing  the  most  finite  black-on- 
white,  have  no  means  of  representing  anything  P  Novalis 
himself  has  a  line  or  two,  and  no  more,  expressly  on  Mys- 
ticism :  '  What  is  Mysticism  t  ^  asks  he.  '  What  is  it  that 
should  come  to  be  treated  mystically  P  Religion,  Love, 
Nature,  Polity. — All  select  things  {alUs  Auaerwdhlte)  have  a 
reference  to  Mysticism.  If  all  men  were  but  one  pair  of 
lovers,  the  difference  between  Mysticism  and  Non-Mystidsm 
were  at  an  end.'  In  which  little  sentence,  unhappily,  our 
reader  obtains  no  cleamess ;  feels  rather  as  if  he  were  looking 
into  darkness  visible.  We  must  entreat  him,  nevertheless, 
to  keep  up  his  spirits  in  this  business ;  and  above  all,  to 
assist  us  with  his  friendliest,  cheerfulest  endeavour :  perhaps 
some  faint  far-off  view  of  that  same  mysterious  Mysticism 
may  at  length  rise  upon  ua. 

To  ourselves  it  somewhat  illustrates  the  nature  of  Novalis's 
opinions,  when  we  consider  the  then  and  present  state  of 
German  metaphysical  science  generally ;  and  the  fact,  stated 
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above,  that  he  g&ined  bis  first  notions  on  this  subject  from 
Fichte's  Wusenscht^lthre.  It  is  trae,  as  Tieck  remaiks, 
'  he  sought  to  open  for  himself  a  new  path  in  Philosophy ; 
to  unite  Hiilosophy  with  Religion ' ;  and  so  diverged  in  some 
dtfpree  from  his  first  instructor;  or,  as  it  more  probably 
seemed  to  himself,  prosecuted  ^chte*8  sdentific  inquiry  into 
its  highest  practical  results.  At  all  events,  his  metaphysical 
creed,  so  Car  as  we  can  gather  it  from  these  Writings,  appears 
everywhere  in  its  essential  lineaments  synonymous  with  what 
little  we  understand  of  Fichte*s,  and  mi^t  indeed,  sa&Iy 
enough  for  our  present  purpose,  be  classed  under  the  head  (^ 
Kantism,  or  German  metaphysics  generally. 

Now,  without  entering  into  the  intricacies  of  German 
Philosophy,  we  need  here  only  advert  to  the  character  of 
Idealism,  on  which  it  is  everywhere  founded,  and  whidi  uni- 
veisaUy  pervades  it.  In  all  German  systems,  since  the  time 
of  Kant,  it  is  the  fundamental  principle  to  deny  the  existence 
<d  Matter ;  or  rather  we  should  say,  to  believe  it  in  a  radi- 
caUy  different  sense  from  that  in  which  the  Scotch  philosopher 
strives  to  demonstrate  it,  and  the  English  Unphilosopher 
believes  it  without  demonstration.  To  any  of  our  readers, 
who  has  dipped  never  so  slightly  into  metaphysical  reading 
this  Idealism  will  be  no  inconceivable  thing.  Indeed  it  is 
■ingiilar  how  widely  diffused,  and  under  what  different  aspects, 
we  meet  with  it  among  the  most  dissimilar  classes  of 
mankind.  Our  Bishop  Berkeley  seems  to  have  adopted  it 
bma  religious  inducements :  Father  Boecovich  was  le)  to  a 
veiy  cognate  result,  in  his  T^heoria  Philomphke  Natwalit, 
from  merely  mathematical  considerations.  Of  the  andent 
Pyrrfao,  or  the  modem  Hume,  we  do  not  speak  :  but  in  the 
opposite  end  of  the  Earth,  as  Sir  W.  Jones  infbrms  us,  a 
similar  theory,  of  immemorial  age,  prevails  among  the  theo- 
l<^;ians  of  Hindostan.  Nay,  Professor  Stewart  has  dedared 
his  opinion,  that  whoever  at  some  time  of  his  life  has  not 
oitertained  this  theory,  may  reckon  that  he  has  yet  shown 
no  talent  for  metaphysical  research. 
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Neither  is  it  any  argument  against  the  Idealist  to  say  that, 
since  he  denies  the  absolute  existence  of  Matter,  he  ought  in 
conscience  to  deny  its  relative  existence ;  €ind  plunge  over 
precipices,  and  run  himself  through  with  swords,  by  way  of 
recreation,  since  these,  like  all  other  material  things,  are  only 
ph€mtasms  and  spectra,  and  therefore  of  no  consequence.  If 
a  man,  corporeally  taken,  is  but  a  phantasm  and  spectrum 
himself,  all  this  will  ultimately  amount  to  much  the  same  as 
it  did  before.  Yet  herein  lies  Dr.  Reid^s  grand  triumph  over 
the  Sceptics  ;  which  is  as  good  as  no  triumph  whatever.  For 
as  to  the  argument  which  he  and  his  followers  insist  on,  under 
all  possible  variety  of  figures,  it  amounts  only  to  this  very 
plain  consideration,  that  ^  men  naturally,  and  without  reason- 
ing, believe  in  the  existence  of  Matter^;  and  seems,  philo- 
sophically speaking,  not  to  have  any  value ;  nay,  the  intro- 
duction of  it  into  Philosophy  may  be  considered  as  an  act  of 
suicide  on  the  part  of  that  science,  the  life  and  business  of 
which,  that  of  ^interpreting  Appearances,^  is  hereby  at  an 
end.  Curious  it  is,  moreover,  to  observe  how  these  Common- 
sense  Philosophers,  men  who  brag  chiefly  of  their  irrefragable 
logic,  and  keep  watch  and  ward,  as  if  this  were  their  special 
trade,  against  *  Mysticism  ^  and  *  Visionary  Theories,^  are 
themselves  obliged  to  base  their  whole  system  on  Mysticism, 
and  a  Theory ;  on  Faith,  in  short,  and  that  of  a  very  com- 
prehensive khid ;  the  Faith,  namely,  either  that  man^s  Senses 
are  themselves  Divine,  or  that  they  afiPord  not  only  an  honest, 
but  a  literal  representation  of  the  workings  of  some  Divinity. 
So  true  is  it  that  for  these  men  also,  all  knowledge  of  the 
visible  rests  on  belief  of  the  invisible,  and  derives  its  first 
meaning  and  certainty  therefrom ! 

The  Idealist,  again,  boasts  that  his  Philosophy  is  Tran- 
scendental, that  is,  *  ascending  beyond  the  senses  ^ ;  which,  he 
asserts,  all  Philosophy,  properly  so  called,  by  its  nature  is  and 
must  be :  €md  in  this  way  he  is  led  to  various  unexpected  con- 
clusions. To  a  Transcendentalist,  Matter  has  an  existence, 
but  only  as  a  Phenomenon  :  were  we  not  there,  neither  would 
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it  be  there ;  it  is  a  mere  Relation,  or  rather  the  result  of  a 
Relation  between  our  living  Souls  and  the  great  First  Cause ; 
and  depends  for  its  apparent  qualities  on  our  bodily  and 
mental  organs ;  having  itself  no  intrinsic  qualities ;  being,  in 
the  common  sense  of  that  word,  Nothing.  The  tree  is  green 
and  hard,  not  of  its  own  natural  virtue,  but  simply  because 
my  eye  and  my  hand  are  fashioned  so  as  to  discern  such  and 
such  appearances  under  such  and  such  conditions.  Nay,  as  an 
Idealist  might  say,  even  on  the  most  popular  grounds,  mugt 
it  not  be  so?  Bring  a  sentient  Being,  with  eyes  a  little 
different,  with  fingers  ten  times  harder  than  mine ;  and  to 
him  that  Thing  which  I  call  Tree  shall  be  yellow  and  soft, 
as  truly  as  to  me  it  is  green  and  hard.  Form  his  Nervous- 
structure  in  all  points  the  revere  of  mine,  and  this  same  Tree 
shall  not  be  combustible  or  heat-producing,  but  dissoluble  and 
cold-producing,  not  high  and  convex,  but  deep  and  concave ; 
shall  simply  have  all  properties  exactly  the  reverse  of  those  I 
attribute  to  it.  There  is,  in  fact,  says  Fichte,  no  Tree  there ; 
but  only  a  Manifestation  of  Power  from  something  which  is 
noi  I.  The  same  is  true  of  material  Nature  at  large,  of  the 
whole  visible  Universe,  with  all  its  movements,  figures,  ac- 
cidents and  qualities ;  all  are  Impressions  produced  on  me  by 
something  different  from  me.  This,  we  suppose,  may  be  the 
foundation  of  what  Fichte  means  by  his  fieur-famed  Ich  and 
Nicht-Ich  (I  €md  Not-I) ;  words  which,  taking  lodging  (to  use 
the  Hudibrastic  phrase)  in  certain  *  heads  that  were  to  be  let 
unfurnished,^  occasioned  a  hollow  echo,  as  of  Laughter,  from 
the  empty  Apartments ;  though  the  words  are  in  themselves 
quite  harmless,  and  may  represent  the  basis  of  a  metaphysical 
Philosophy  as  fitly  as  any  other  words. 

But  farther,  and  what  is  still  str€mger  than  such  Idealism, 
according  to  these  Kantean  systems,  the  organs  of  the  Mind 
too,  what  is  called  the  Understanding,  are  of  no  less  arbitrary, 
and,  as  it  were  accidental  character  than  those  of  the  Body. 
Time  and  Space  themselves  are  not  external  but  internal 
entities :  they  have  no  outward  existence,  there  is  no  Time 
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and  no  Space  out  of  the  niiDd ;  they  are  mere  forjna  of  manV 
spiritual  heiiig,  laws  under  which  his  thinking  nature  is  con- 
stituted to  act.  This  seems  the  hardest  conclusion  of  all ; 
but  it  is  an  important  one  with  Kant ;  and  is  not  given  forth 
as  a  dogma;  but  carefully  deduced  in  his  Criiik  der  reuten 
Ventuiifl  with  great  precision,  and  the  strictest  form  of 
argument. 

The  reader  would  err  widely  who  supposed  that  this  Ti-an- 
scendental  system  of  Metaphysics  was  a  mere  intellectual  caixl- 
castle,  or  logical  hocus-pocus,  contrived  from  sheer  idleness 
and  for  sheer  idleness,  being  without  any  bearing  on  the  prac- 
tical interests  of  men.  On  the  contrary,  however  false,  or 
however  true,  it  is  the  most  serious  in  its  purport  of  all 
Philosophies  propounded  in  these  latter  centuries;  has  been 
taught  chiefly  by  men  of  the  loftiest  and  most  earnest  charac- 
ter; and  does  bear,  with  a  direct  and  highly  comprehensive 
influence,  on  the  most  vital  interests  of  men.  To  say  nothing 
of  the  views  it  opens  in  regard  to  the  course  and  management 
of  what  is  called  Natural  Science,  we  cannot  but  perceive  that 
its  effects,  for  such  as  adopt  it,  on  Morals  and  Beligion,  must 
in  these  days  be  of  almost  boundless  importance.  To  take 
only  that  last  and  seemingly  strangest  doctrine,  for  example, 
concerning  Time  and  Space,  we  shall  find  that  to  the  Eantist 
it  yields,  almost  immediately,  a  remarkable  result  of  this  sort. 
If  Time  and  Space  have  no  absolute  existence,  no  existence 
out  of  our  minds,  it  removes  a  stumbling-block  &om  the  very 
threshold  of  our  Theology.  For  on  this  ground,  when  we  say 
that  the  Deity  is  omnipresent  and  eternal,  that  with  Him  it 
is  a  universal  Here  and  Now,  we  say  nothing  wonderful ; 
nothing  but  that  He  also  created  Time  and  Space,  that  Time 
and  Space  are  not  laws  of  His  being,  but  only  of  ours.  Nay, 
to  the  Transcendentalist,  clearly  enough,  the  whole  question 
of  the  origin  and  existence  of  Nature  must  he  greatly  simpli- 
fied -  the  old  hostility  of  Matter  is  at  an  end,  for  Matter  is 
itself  annihilated;  and  the  black  Spectre,  Atheism,  'with  all 
its  sickly  dews,''  melts  into  nothingness  forever.     But  farther. 
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if  it  be,  as  Kant  maintains,  that  the  logical  mechanism  of  the 
mind  is  arbitrary,  so  to  speak,  and  might  have  been  made 
different,  it  will  follow,  that  all  inductive  conclusions,  all  con- 
clusions of  the  Understanding,  have  only  a  relative  truth,  are 
true  only  for  usy  and  t^some  other  thing  be  true. 

Thus  far  Hume  and  Kant  go  together,  in  this  branch  of 
the  inquiry :  but  here  occurs  the  most  total,  diametrical 
divergence  between  them.  We  allude  to  the  recognition,  by 
these  Transcendentalists,  of  a  higher  faculty  in  man  than 
Understanding;  of  Reason  (Fmtun/)),  the  pure,  ultimate 
light  of  our  nature ;  wherein,  as  they  assert,  lies  the  founda- 
tion of  all  Poetry,  Virtue,  Religion ;  things  which  are  properly 
beyond  the  province  of  the  Understanding,  of  which  the 
Understanding  can  take  no  cognisance,  except  a  false  one. 
The  elder  Jacobi,  who  indeed  b  no  Eantist,  says  once,  we 
remember :  '  It  is  the  instinct  of  Understanding  to  contradict 
Reason.^  Admitting  this  last  distinction  and  subordination, 
supposing  it  scientifically  demonstrated,  what  numberless  and 
weightiest  consequences  would  follow  from  it  alone!  These 
we  must  leave  the  considerate  reader  to  deduce  for  himself ; 
observing  only  farther,  that  the  Teologia  Mitticoy  so  much 
venerated  by  Tasso  in  his  philosophical  writings;  the 
*  Mysticism^  alluded  to  by  Novalis;  and  generally  all  true 
Christian  Faith  €md  Devotion,  appear,  so  far  as  we  can  see, 
more  or  less  included  in  this  doctrine  of  the  Transcenden- 
talists; under  their  several  shapes,  the  essence  of  them  all 
being  what  is  here  designated  by  the  name  Reason,  and  set 
forth  as  the  true  sovereign  of  man's  mind. 

How  deeply  these  and  the  like  principles  had  impressed 
themselves  on  Novalis,  we  see  more  and  more,  the  farther  we 
study  his  Writings.  Naturally  a  deep,  religious,  contempla- 
tive spirit ;  purified  also,  as  we  have  seen,  by  harsh  Affliction, 
and  familiar  in  the  <  Sanctuary  of  Sorrow,'  he  comes  before  us 
as  the  most  ideal  of  all  Idealists.  For  him  the  material 
Creation  is  but  an  Appearance,  a  typical  shadow  in  which  the 
Deity  manifests  himself  to  man.     Not  only  has  the  unseen 
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world  a  reality,  but  the  only  reality :  the  rest  being  not 
metaphorically,  but  literally  and  in  scientific  strictness,  'a 
show ' ;  in  the  words  of  the  Poet,  '  Schall  und  Ranch  umiie- 
bebul  Himtnels  Glrtth,  Sound  and  Smoke  overclouding  the 
Splendour  of  Heaven.'  The  In«sible  World  is  near  us :  or 
rather  it  is  here,  in  us  and  about  us ;  were  the  fleshly  coil 
removed  from  our  Soul,  the  glories  of  the  Unseen  were  even 
now  around  us;  as  the  Ancients  fabled  of  the  Spheral  Music. 
Thus,  not  in  woi-d  only,  but  in  truth  and  sober  belief,  he 
feels  himself  enconipasaed  by  the  Godhead  ;  feels  in  every 
thought,  that  '  in  Him  he  lives,  moves,  and  has  his  being.' 

Oik  his  Philosophic  and  Poetic  procedure,  all  this  has  its 
natural  influenie.  The  aim  of  NovaJis's  whole  Philosophy, 
we  might  say,  is  to  preach  and  establish  the  Majesty  of 
Reason,  in  that  stricter  sense ;  to  conquer  for  it  all  provinces 
of  human  thought,  and  everywhere  reduce  its  vassal.  Under- 
standing, into  fealty,  the  right  and  only  useful  relation  for  it. 
Mighty  tasks  in  this  sort  lay  before  himself;  of  which,  in 
these  Writings  of  his,  we  trace  only  scattered  indications.  In 
fact,  all  that  he  has  lefl  is  in  the  shape  of  Fragment ;  de- 
tached expositions  and  combinations,  deep;  brief  glimpses  : 
but  such  seems  to  be  their  general  tendency.  One  character 
to  be  noted  in  many  of  these,  often  too  obscure  speculations, 
is  his  peculiar  manner  of  viewing  Nature :  his  habit,  as  it 
were,  of  considering  Nature  rather  in  the  concrete,  not 
analytically  and  as  a  divisible  Aggregate,  but  as  a  self- 
subsistent  universally  connected  Whole.  This  also  is  perhaps 
partly  the  fruit  of  his  Idealism.  '  He  had  formed  the  Plan,' 
we  are  informed,  'of  a  peculiar  Encyclopedical  Work,  in 
which  experiences  and  ideas  from  all  the  different  sciences 
were  mutually  to  elucidate,  coiiffrni  and  enforce  each  other.' 
In  this  work  he  had  even  made  some  progress.  Many  of  the 
'  Thoughts,'  and  short  Aphoristic  observations,  here  published, 
were  intended  for  it ;  of  such,  apparently,  it  was,  for  the  most 
part,  to  have  consisted. 

As  a  Poet,  Novalis  is  no  less  Idealistic  than  as  a  Philo- 
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sopher.  His  poems  are  breathings  of  a  high  devout  soul, 
feeling  always  that  here  he  has  no  home,  but  looking,  as  in 
clear  vision,  to  a  ^city  that  hath  foundations.^  He  loves 
external  Nature  with  a  singular  depth ;  nay,  we  might  say,  he 
reverences  her,  and  holds  unspeakable  communings  with  her  : 
for  Nature  is  no  longer  dead,  hostile  Matter,  but  the  veil  and 
mysterious  Garment  of  the  Unseen ;  as  it  were,  the  Voice 
with  which  the  Deity  proclaims  himself  to  man.  These  two 
qualities, — his  pure  religious  temper,  and  heartfelt  love  of 
Nature, — bring  him  into  true  poetic  relation  both  with  the 
spiritual  and  the  material  World,  and  perhaps  constitute  his 
chief  worth  as  a  Poet ;  for  which  art  he  seems  to  have 
originally  a  genuine,  but  no  exclusive  or  even  very  decided 
endowment. 

His  moral  persuasions,  as  evinced  in  his  Writings  and  Life, 
derive  themselves  naturally  enough  from  the  same  source.  It 
is  the  morality  of  a  man,  to  whom  the  Earth  and  all  its 
glories  are  in  truth  a  vapour  and  a  Dream,  and  the  Beauty 
of  Goodness  the  only  real  possession.  Poetry,  Virtue,  Religion, 
which  for  other  men  have  but,  as  it  were,  a  traditionary  and 
imagined  existence,  are  for  him  the  everlasting  basis  of  the 
Universe ;  and  all  earthly  acquirements,  all  with  which  Am- 
bition, Hope,  Fear,  can  tempt  us  to  toil  and  sin,  are  in  very 
deed  but  a  picture  of  the  brain,  some  reflex  shadowed  on  the 
mirror  of  the  Infinite,  but  in  themselves  air  and  nothingness. 
Thus,  to  live  in  that  Light  of  Reason,  to  have,  even  while 
here  and  encircled  with  this  Vision  of  Existence,  our  abode  in 
that  Eternal  City,  is  the  highest  and  sole  duty  of  man.  These 
things  Novalis  figures  to  himself  under  various  images :  some- 
times he  seems  to  represent  the  Primeval  essence  of  Being  as 
Love  ;  at  other  times,  he  speaks  in  emblems,  of  which  it  would 
be  still  more  difficult  to  give  a  just  account ;  which,  therefore, 
at  present,  we  shall  not  farther  notice. 

For  now,  with  these  far-off^  sketches  of  an  exposition,  the 
reader  must  hold  himself  ready  to  look  into  Novalis,  for  a 
little,  with  his  own  eyes.     Whoever  has  honestly,  and  with 
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attentive  outlook,  accompanied  us  along  these  wonflrous  out- 
skirts of  Idealism,  may  find  himself  as  able  to  interpret 
Novalis  as  the  majority  of  German  readers  would  be;  which, 
we  think,  is  fair  measure  on  our  part.  We  shall  not 
attempt  any  farther  commentary ;  fearing  that  it  might  be 
too  difficult  and  too  unthankful  a  business.  Our  first  extract 
is  from  the  Lehrlinge  zk  Sais  (Pupils  at  Sais),  adverted  to 
above.  That  '  Physical  Romance,''  which,  for  the  rest,  con- 
tains no  story  or  indication  of  a  story,  but  only  poetised 
philosophical  speeches,  and  the  strangest  shadowy  allegorical 
allusions,  and  indeed  is  only  carried  the  length  of  two  Chap- 
ters, commences,  without  note  of  preparation,  in  this  singular 


'I.  Tbb  Pltpil. — Meu  travel  in  mauifold  paths:  whoso  traces  and 
compares  tbeae,  will  find  Btranf;e  Figures  come  to  light;  Figures  which 
seem  aa  if  they  belonged  to  that  great  Cipher-writing  which  one  meets 
with  ererywhere,  on  wings  of  birds,  sheila  of  eggt,  in  clouds,  in  the  enow, 
in  crystals,  in  forms  of  rocks,  iu  freeiing  watera,  iu  the  interior  and 
exterior  of  mountainH,  of  plants,  animals,  men,  in  the  lights  of  the  sky, 
in  plates  of  glass  aad  pitch  when  touched  and  struck  on,  in  the  tilings 
round  the  magnet,  and  the  singular  conjunctures  of  Chance.  In  such 
Figures  one  anticipates  the  key  to  that  wondrous  Writing,  the  grammar 
of  it ;  but  this  Anticipation  will  not  fix  itself  into  shape,  and  appears  as  if, 
after  all,  it  would  not  become  sach  a  key  for  us.  An  Alcahett  teems 
poured  out  over  the  senses  of  men.  Only  for  a  moment  will  their  wishes, 
their  thoughts  thicken  into  form.  Thus  do  their  Anticipations  arise ; 
but  after  short  whiles,  all  is  agwn  swimming  vaguely  before  them,  even 

'From  aAtr  I  heard  say,  that  Unintelligibility  was  but  the  result  of 
Un intelligence  ;  that  this  sought  what  itself  had,  and  bo  could  find  no- 
where else ;  also  that  we  did  not  understand  Speech,  because  Speech 
did  not,  would  not,  understand  itself;  that  the  genuine  Sanscrit  spoke 
for  the  sake  of  speaking,  because  speaking  was  its  pleuure  and  its 
nature. 

*  Not  long  thereafter,  sud  one  :  No  explanation  is  required  for  Holy 
Writing.  Whoso  speaks  truly  is  full  of  eternal  life,  and  wonderfully 
related  to  genuine  mysteries  does  his  Writing  appear  to  ns,  for  it  is  a 
Concord  from  the  Symphony  of  the  Universe. 

'  Surely  this  voice  meant  our  Teacher ;  for  it  is  he  that  con  collect  the 
Indicationa  which  lie  scattered  on  all  sides.     A  singular  light  kindles  In 
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Us  looks,  when  at  length  the  high  Rune  lies  hefore  us^  and  he  watches 
in  our  eyes  whether  the  star  has  yet  risen  upon  us,  which  is  to  make  the 
Figure  visihle  and  intelligihle.  Does  he  see  us  sad,  that  the  darkness 
will  not  withdraw  ?  He  consoles  us,  and  promises  the  faithful  assiduous 
■eer  hotter  fortune  in  time.  Often  has  he  told  us  how,  when  he  was  a 
child,  the  impulse  to  employ  his  senses,  to  husy,  to  fill  them,  left  him 
no  rest.  He  looked  at  the  stars,  and  imitated  their  courses  and  positions 
in  the  sand.  Into  the  ocean  of  air  he  gazed  incessantly ;  and  never 
wearied  contemplating  its  clearness,  its  movements,  its  clouds,  its  lights. 
He  gathered  stones,  flowers,  insects,  of  all  sorts,  and  spread  them  out 
in  manifold  wise,  in  rows  hefore  him.  To  men  and  animals  he  paid 
heed  ;  on  the  shore  of  the  sea  he  sat,  collected  mussels.  Over  his  own 
heart  and  his  own  thoughts  he  watched  attentively.  He  knew  not 
whither  his  longing  was  carrying  him.  As  he  grew  up,  he  wandered  far 
and  wide ;  viewed  other  lands,  other  seas,  new  atmospheres,  new  rocks, 
unknown  plants,  animals,  men;  descended  into  caverns,  saw  how  in 
courses  and  varying  strata  the  edifice  of  the  Earth  was  completed,  and 
fashioned  clay  into  strange  figures  of  rocks.  By  and  by,  he  came  to  find 
everywhere  objects  already  known,  but  wonderfully  mingled,  united; 
and  thus  often  extraordinary  things  came  to  shape  in  him.  He  soon 
became  aware  of  combinations  in  all,  of  conjunctures,  concurrences. 
Erelong,  he  no  more  saw  anything  alone. — In  great  variegated  images, 
the  perceptions  of  his  senses  crowded  round  him ;  he  heard,  saw,  touched 
and  thought  at  once.  He  rejoiced  to  bring  strangers  together.  Now  the 
stars  were  men,  now  men  were  stars,  the  stones  animals,  the  clouds 
plants ;  he  sported  with  powers  and  appearances ;  he  knew  where  and 
how  this  and  that  was  to  be  found,  to  be  brought  into  action ;  and  so 
himself  struck  over  the  strings,  for  tones  and  touches  of  his  own. 

'  What  has  passed  with  him  since  then  he  does  not  disclose  to  us. 
He  tells  us  that  we  ourselves,  led  on  by  him  and  our  own  desire,  will 
discover  what  has  passed  with  him.  Many  of  us  have  withdrawn  from 
him.  They  returned  to  their  parents,  and  learned  trades.  Some  have 
been  sent  out  by  him,  we  know  not  whither ;  he  selected  them.  Of 
these,  some  have  been  but  a  short  time  there,  others  longer.  One  was 
still  a  child ;  scarcely  was  he  come,  when  our  Teacher  was  for  passing 
him  any  more  instruction.  This  child  had  large  dark  eyes  with  azure 
ground,  his  skin  shone  like  lilies,  and  his  locks  like  light  little  clouds 
when  it  is  growing  evening.  His  voice  pierced  through  all  our  hearts ; 
willingly  would  we  have  given  him  our  flowers,  stones,  pens,  all  we  had. 
He  smiled  with  an  infinite  earnestness;  and  we  had  a  strange  delight 
beside  him.  One  day  he  will  come  agun,  said  our  Teacher,  and  then  our 
lessons  end. — Along  with  him  he  sent  one,  for  whom  we  had  often  been 
sorry.    Always  sad  he  looked ;  he  had  been  long  years  here ;  nothing 
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would  Biieceed  with  him ;  when  we  sought  crfBtali  or  flowers,  he  seldom 
found.  He  saw  dimly  at  a  distauce  ;  to  lay  down  variegated  rows  ekil- 
fuUy  he  had  iiu  power.  He  was  ao  apt  to  break  everythiiig.  Yet  none 
had  Ruch  eogeniei^s,  such  pleasure  in  hearing  and  liHteniiig.  At  last, — 
it  uas  before  that  Child  catne  into  our  circle, — he  all  at  once  grew  cheer- 
ful and  export.  One  day  he  had  goue  out  sad ;  he  did  not  return,  and 
the  night  came  on.  ^Ve  were  very  anxious  for  him  ;  suddenly,  as  the 
moniiug  dawned,  we  heard  his  voice  in  a  ueigbbouring  grove.  He  was 
singing  a  high,  joyful  song;  we  were  all  surprised  ;  the  Teacher  looked 
to  the  EHst,  such  a  look  as  I  shall  never  see  in  him  again.  The  singer 
GOon  came  forth  to  us,  and  brought,  with  unspeakable  hlesBedness  on 
liis  face,  a  simple-luuking  little  Etone,  of  Hingular  shape.  The  Teacher 
took  it  in  his  hand,  and  kissed  him  long ;  then  looked  at  us  with  wet 
eyes,  and  laid  this  little  stone  on  an  empty  apace,  which  lay  in  the  midst 
of  other  Ktoues,  ju!it  wliere,  like  radii,  mftny  rows  of  them  met  together. 

'  1  shall  iti  no  time  forget  that  moment.  VVe  felt  as  if  we  had  had  in 
OUT  souls  a  clear  passing  glimpse  into  this  wondrous  World.' 

Ill  these  stmnge  Oriental  delineations  the  judicious  reader 
will  suspect  tliat  more  may  be  meant  than  meets  the  ear.  But 
who  this  teacher  at  Sais  is,  whether  the  personified  Intellect 
of  Mankind  ;  and  who  this  bright-faced  golden -locked  Child 
(Reason,  Religious  Faith  ?X  that  was  '  to  come  again,'  to 
conclude  these  lessons ;  and  that  awkward  unwearied  Man 
(Understanding  ?),  that '  was  so  apt  to  break  everything,'  we 
have  no  data  for  determining,  and  would  not  undertake  to 
conjecture  with  any  certainty.  We  subjoin  a  passage  from 
the  second  chapter,  or  section,  entitled  '  Nature,''  which,  if 
possible,  is  of  a  still  more  surprising  character  than  the  first. 
After  speaking  at  some  length  on  the  primeval  views  Man 
seems  to  have  formed  with  regard  to  the  external  Universe,  or 
'  the  manifold  Objects  of  his  Senses ' ;  and  how  in  those  times 
his  mind  had  a  peculiar  unity,  and  only  by  Practice  divided 
itself  into  separate  faculties,  as  by  Practice  it  may  yet  farther 
do,  '  our  Pupil '  proceeds  to  describe  the  conditions  requisite 
in  an  inquirer  into  Nature,  observing,  in  conclusion,  with 
regard  to  this, — 

'  No  one,  of  a  surety,  wanders  IWther  from  the  mark  than  be  who 
hucies  to  himself  that  he  already  nnderstaiida  this  marvellous  Kingdom, 
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■nd  emn,  in  Aw  wotHm,  Mham  ito  conttltution,  and  anrjwbM*  find  Ow 
rigbt  p^.  To  no  one,  who  Iwa  broken  off,  uid  made  himielf  an  Iiland, 
will  insist  TIM  of  itaalf,  nor  even  without  toilaoms  effort  Onlr  to 
ehildreo,  or  oliildlike  men,  who  know  not  wliat  tiivf  do,  can  thii  happa. 
Long,  nnweaned  intercoane,  free  and  wlae  Contemplation,  attention  to 
Unt  token*  and  indicaUona;  an  inward  poel-life,  pnutiaed  eentea,  a 
rimple  and  devout  apirit:  tlieae  are  the  OMential  reqniaitea  of  a  true 
lUend  of  Nature  ;  without  theae  no  one  can  attain  hia  wlih.  Not  wiaa 
doea  it  Mem  to  attempt  comprehendiog  and  underatanding  a  Human 
World  withont  full  perfected  Humanity.  No  talent  mnit  aleep;  and  if 
all  are  not  alike  actixe,  all  mnat  be  alert,  and  not  opprewed  and  ener- 
vated. Ai  we  aee  a  future  Painter  in  the  boy  who  filla  every  wall  with 
aketche*  and  variedly  adds  colour  to  figure ;  eo  we  aee  a  future  Philo- 
eopher  in  him  who  reatleMly  tncea  and  qneationB  all  natural  things,  paja 
heed  to  all,  bringa  together  whatever  ia  remarltable,  and  rejoieea  when 
he  haa  become  maiter  and  poraeawr  of  a  new  phenomenon,  of  a  new 
power  and  piece  of  knowledge. 

'Now  to  Some  it  appear*  not  at  all  worth  while  to  follow  out  the 
eadloH  dividon*  of  Nature ;  and  moreover  a  dangeraua  undertaking, 
without  fruit  and  iaane,  Aa  we  can  never  reach,  My  they,  the  ahaolntely 
(malleat  grain  of  material  bodiec,  never  find  their  limpleat  compartment!, 
ainee  all  magnitude  loaea  itaelf,  fiirwardi  and  backwarda,  in  Infinitude ; 
ao  likewiM  ia  H  with  the  ipeciea  of  bodiei  and  powen ;  hare  too  one 
comea  <m  new  apeeaea,  new  combinationB,  new  ^ipearsncea,  even  to 
Infinitude.  Theee  aeem  only  to  atop,  continue  they,  when  our  diligence 
tirea ;  and  eo  it  i*  ipending  precious  time  with  idle  contemplationi  and 
tedious  enumeratioiu  ;  and  thia  becomes  at  last  a  true  delirium,  a  real 
vertigo  over  the  horrid  Deep.  For  Nature  too  remains,  m  &r  aa  we  have 
yet  come,  ever  a  frightful  Machine  of  Death :  everywhere  monstroua 
levolation,  ineiplicsble  vortices  of  movement ;  a  Idngdom  of  Devoorii^, 
of  the  maddest  tynumy ;  a  baleful  Immense :  the  few  li^t^^wints  die- 
dose  bnt  a  so  much  the  more  appalling  Night,  and  terrors  of  all  aorta 
most  paliy  every  obeerver.  Like  a  saviour  does  Death  stand  by  the  hap- 
leaa  race  of  manldnd  ;  for  withont  Death,  the  maddest  were  the  happie^ 
And  precisely  this  atriving  to  fidbom  that  gigantic  Mechanism  is  already 
a  draught  towards  the  Deep,  a  commencing  giddinesa ;  for  every  excite- 
ment ii  an  increasing  whirl,  which  soon  gaina  full  maatery  over  ita 
victim,  and  hurla  him  forward  with  it  into  the  fearful  Night  Here,  say 
thoae  lamenters,  lies  the  cnfty  snare  tor  man's  understanding,  which 
Natura  everywhere  seeks  to  annihilate  as  her  greatest  foe.  Hail  to  that 
childlike  ignorance  and  innocence  of  men,  which  kept  them  blind  to  the 
horrible  perila  that  everywhere,  like  grim  thnnder-clouds,  lay  nwnd 
their  peaceful  dwelling,  and  eadi  moment  were  ready  to  rush  down  oa 
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them.  Otdj  inward  diinnion  among  the  powen  of  Nature  has  preserred 
men  hitherto ;  nererthelesB,  that  great  epoeh  cannot  fiiil  to  arrive,  when 
the  whole  £unily  of  mankind,  hy  a  grand  universal  Resolve,  will  snatch 
themselves  from  this  sorrowful  condition,  from  this  frightftil  imprison- 
ment ;  and  hy  a  voluntary  Abdication  of  their  terrestrial  abode,  redeem 
their  race  from  this  ang^h,  and  seek  refuge  in  a  happier  world,  with 
their  ancient  Father.  Thus  might  they  end  worthily;  and  prevent  a 
necessary  violent  destruction ;  or  a  still  more  horrible  degenerating 
into  Beasts,  by  gradual  dissolution  of  their  thinking  organs  through 
Insanity.  Intercourse  with  the  powers  of  Nature,  with  animals,  plants, 
rocks,  storms  and  waves,  must  necessarily  assimilate  men  to  these  objects ; 
and  this  Assimilation,  this  Metamorphosis,  and  dissolution  of  the  Divine 
and  the  Human,  into  ungovernable  Forces,  b  even  the  Spirit  of  Nature, 
that  frightfully  voradous  power :  and  is  not  aU  that  we  see  even  now  a 
prey  from  Heaven,  a  great  Ruin  of  former  Glories,  the  Remains  of  a 
terrific  Repast? 

'  Be  it  so,  cry  a  more  courageous  Class ;  let  our  species  maintain  a 
stubborn,  well-planned  war  of  destruction  with  this  same  Nature,  then. 
By  slow  poisons  must  we  endeavour  to  subdue  her.  The  Inquirer  into 
Nature  b  a  noble  hero,  who  rushes  into  the  open  abyss  for  the  deliver- 
ance of  his  fellow-citizens.  Artists  have  already  played  her  many  a 
trick :  do  but  continue  in  this  course ;  get  hold  of  the  secret  threads, 
and  bring  them  to  act  against  each  other.  Profit  by  these  discords,  that 
so  in  the  end  you  may  lead  her,  like  that  firo-breathing  Bull,  according 
to  your  pleasure.  To  you  she  must  become  obedient.  Patience  and 
Faith  beseem  the  children  of  men.  Distant  Brothers  are  united  with  us 
for  one  object ;  the  wheel  of  the  Stars  must  become  the  cistern-wheel  of 
our  life,  and  then,  by  our  slaves,  we  can  build  us  a  new  Fairyland.  With 
heartfelt  triumph  let  us  look  at  her  devastations,  her  tumults ;  she  is 
selling  herself  to  us,  and  every  violence  she  will  pay  by  a  heavy  penalty. 
In  the  inspiring  feeling  of  our  Freedom,  let  us  live  and  die ;  here  gushes 
forth  the  stream,  which  will  one  day  overflow  and  subdue  her ;  in  it  let 
us  bathe,  and  refresh  ourselves  for  new  exploits.  Hither  the  rage  of  the 
Monster  does  not  reach ;  one  drop  of  Freedom  is  sufficient  to  cripple  her 
forever,  and  forever  set  limits  to  her  havoc. 

'  They  are  right,  say  Several ;  here,  or  nowhere,  lies  the  talisman. 
By  the  well  of  Freedom  we  sit  and  look  ;  it  b  the  grand  magic  Mirror, 
where  the  whole  Creation  images  itself,  pure  and  clear;  in  it  do  the 
tender  Spirits  and  Forms  of  all  Nature  bathe ;  all  chambers  we  here 
behold  unloclud.  What  need  have  we  toilsomely  to  wander  over  the 
troublous  World  of  visible  things  ?  The  purer  World  lies  even  in  us, 
in  this  WelL  Here  discloses  itself  the  true  meaning  of  the  great,  many- 
coloured,  complected  Scene ;  and  if  full  of  these  sights  we  return  into 
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Nature,  all  is  well  known  to  us,  with  certainty  we  distinguish  every 
shape.  We  need  not  to  inquire  long ;  a  light  Comparison,  a  few  strokes 
in  the  sand,  are  enough  to  inform  us.  Thus,  for  us,  is  the  whole  a  great 
Writing,  to  which  we  have  the  key;  and  nothing  comes  to  us  unex- 
pected, for  the  course  of  the  great  Horologe  is  known  to  us  beforehand. 
It  is  only  we  that  enjoy  Nature  with  full  senses,  because  she  does  not 
frighten  us  from  our  senses ;  because  no  fever-dreams  oppress  us,  and 
serene  consciousness  makes  us  calm  and  confiding. 

'  They  are  not  right,  says  an  earnest  Man  to  these  latter.  Can  they 
not  recognise  in  Nature  the  true  impress  of  their  own  Selves  ?  It  is  even 
they  that  consume  themselves  in  wild  hostility  to  Thought.  They  know 
not  that  this  so-called  Nature  of  theirs  is  a  Sport  of  the  Mind,  a  waste 
Fantasy  of  their  Dream.  Of  a  surety,  it  is  for  them  a  horrible  Monster, 
a  strange  grotesque  Shadow  of  their  own  Passions.  The  waking  man 
looks  without  fear  at  this  offspring  of  his  lawless  Imagination ;  for  he 
knows  that  they  are  but  vain  Spectres  of  his  weakness.  He  feels  himself 
lord  of  the  world :  his  Me  hovers  victorious  over  the  Abyss ;  and  will 
through  Eternities  hover  aloft  above  that  endless  Vicissitude.  Harmony 
is  what  his  spirit  strives  to  promulgate,  to  extend.  He  will  even  to 
infinitude  grow  more  and  more  harmonious  with  himself  and  with  his 
Creation ;  and  at  every  step  behold  the  all-efficiency  of  a  high  moral 
Order  in  the  Universe,  and  what  is  purest  of  his  Me  come  forth  into 
brighter  and  brighter  clearness.  The  significance  of  the  World  is  Reason ; 
for  her  sake  is  the  World  here ;  and  when  it  is  grown  to  be  the  arena 
of  a  childlike,  expanding  Reason,  it  will  one  day  become  the  divine 
Image  of  her  Activity,  the  scene  of  a  genuine  Church.  Till  then  let 
man  honour  Nature  as  the  Emblem  of  his  own  Spirit ;  the  Emblem 
ennobling  itself,  along  with  him,  to  unlimited  degrees.  Let  him,  there- 
fore, who  would  arrive  at  knowledge  of  Nature,  train  his  moral  sense, 
let  him  act  and  conceive  in  accordance  with  the  noble  Essence  of  his 
Soul ;  and  as  if  of  herself  Nature  will  become  open  to  him.  Moral 
Action  is  that  great  and  only  Experiment,  in  which  all  riddles  of  the 
most  manifold  appearances  explain  themselves.  Whoso  understands 
it,  and  in  rigid  sequence  of  Thought  can  lay  it  open,  is  forever  Master 
of  Nature.'  * 

<  The  Pupil/  it  is  added)  *  listens  with  alarm  to  these  con- 
flicting voices.^  If  such  was  the  case  in  half-supernatural 
Sais,  it  may  well  be  much  more  so  in  mere  sublunary  London. 
Here  again,  however,  in  regard  to  these  vaporous  lucubrations, 
we  can  only  imitate  Jean  PauPs  Quintus  Fixlein,  who,  it  is 
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said,  in  hb  elaborate  Catalogue  of  Gennan  Errors  of' the  Press, 
'  states  that  important  inferences  are  to  be  drawn  from  it,  and 
advises  the  reader  to  draw  them.'  Perhaps  these  wonderful 
paragraphs,  which  look,  at  this  distance,  so  like  chasms  filled 
with  mere  sluggish  mist,  might  prove  valleysi  with  a  clear 
stream  and  soft  pastures,  were  we  near  at  hand.  For  one 
thing,  either  Novalis,  with  Tieck  and  Schlege!  at  his  Ixick, 
are  men  in  a  state  of  derangement ;  or  there  is  more  in  Heaven 
and  Earth  than  has  been  dreamt  of  in  our  Philosophy.  We 
Tna.y  add  that,  in  our  view,  this  last  Speaker,  the  '  earnest 
Man,'  seems  evidently  to  be  Fichte  ;  the  first  two  Classes  look 
like  some  sceptical  or  atheistic  brood,  unacquainted  with 
Bacon's  Novum  Orgamim,  or  having,  the  First  class  at  least, 
almost  no  faith  in  it.  That  theory  of  the  human  species 
ending  by  a  universal  simultaneous  act  of  Suicide,  will,  to  the 
more  simple  sort  of  readers,  be  new. 

As  farther  and  more  directly  illustrating  Novalis's  scientific 
views,  we  may  here  subjoin  two  short  sketches,  taken  from 
another  department  of  this  Volume.  To  all  who  prosecute 
Philosophy,  and  take  interest  in  its  history  and  present  aspects, 
they  will  not  be  without  interest.  Tlie  obscure  parts  of  them 
are  not  perhaps  unintelligible,  but  only  obscure ;  which  un- 
luckily cannot,  at  all  times,  be  helped  in  such  cases  : 

'  CommOQ  Lo^ic  ii  the  Grammu'  of  the  bi^^her  Speech,  that  is,  ot 
Thought;  it  «zaniineB  merely  the  relationt  of  ideas  to  one  another,  the 
Meckanict  of  Thought,  the  pure  Phfsiolog^  of  ideas.  Now  logical  ideas 
stand  related  to  one  another,  like  words  without  thoughts.  Logic 
occupies  itself  with  the  mere  dead  Body  of  the  Science  of  Thinking. — 
Metaphysics,  again,  is  the  Dynamtet  of  Thought ;  treats  of  the  primary 
Potcert  t>i  Thought ;  occupies  itself  with  the  mere  Soul  of  the  Science  of 
Thinking.  Metaphysical  ideas  stand  related  to  one  another,  like  thoughts 
without  words.  Men  often  wondered  at  the  stubborn  Incompletibility 
of  these  two  Sciences ;  each  followed  its  own  business  by  itself;  there 
was  a  want  everywhere,  nothing  would  suit  rightly  with  either.  From 
the  very  first,  attempts  were  made  to  unite  them,  as  everything  about 
them  indicated  relationship  ;  but  every  attempt  &iled  ;  the  one  or  the 
Other  Science  still  suffered  in  these  attempts,  and  lost  its  essential 
character.     We  had  to  abide  by  metftphyiical  Logic,  and  logical  Met^ 
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physic^  bot  neither  of  them  was  as  it  should  be.  With  Physiology  and 
Psychology^  with  Mechanics  and  Chemistry,  it  fared  no  better.  In  the 
latter  half  of  this  Century  there  arose^  with  us  Grermans^  a  more  violent 
commotion  than  ever ;  the  hostile  masses  towered  themselves  up  against 
each  other  more  fiercely  than  heretofore ;  the  fermentation  was  extreme ; 
there  followed  powerful  explosions.  And  now  some  assert  that  a  real 
Compenetration  has  somewhere  or  other  taken  place ;  that  the  germ  of 
a  union  has  arisen^  which  will  grow  by  degrees^  and  assimilate  all  to  one 
indivisible  form  :  that  this  principle  of  Peace  is  pressing  out  irresistibly 
on  all  sides,  and  that  erelong  there  will  be  but  one  Science  and  one 
Spirit,  as  one  Prophet  and  one  God.' — 

'  The  rude,  discursive  Thinker  is  the  Scholastic  (Schoolman  Logician). 
The  true  Scholastic  is  a  m3r8tical  Subtlist ;  out  of  logical  Atoms  he  builds 
his  Universe ;  he  annihilates  all  living  Nature,  to  put  an  Artifice  of 
Thoughts  {GedankenkuMUtilck,  literally  Coi^'uror's-trick  of  Thoughts) 
in  its  room.  His  aim  is  an  infinite  Automaton.  Opposite  to  him  is  the 
mde,  intuitive  Poet :  this  is  a  mystical  Macrologist :  he  hates  rules 
and  fixed  form ;  a  wild,  violent  lifiB  r^gns  instead  of  it  in  Nature ;  all 
is  animate,  no  law ;  wilfulness  and  wonder  everywhere.  He  is  merely 
dynamical.  Thus  does  the  Philosophic  Spirit  arise  at  first,  in  altogether 
separate  masses.  In  the  $eeond  stage  of  culture  these  masses  begin  to 
come  in  contact,  mullifiuiously  enough ;  and,  as  in  the  union  of  infinite 
Eactrames,  the  Finite,  the  Limited  arises,  so  here  also  arise  '^  Eclectic 
Philosophers "  without  number ;  the  time  of  misunderstanding  begins. 
The  most  limited  is,  in  this  stage,  the  most  important,  the  purest  Philo- 
sopher of  the  second  stage.  This  class  occupies  itself  wholly  with  the 
actual,  present  world,  in  the  strictest  sense.  The  Philosophers  of  the 
first  dass  look  down  with  contempt  on  those  of  the  second ;  say,  they 
are  a  little  of  everything,  and  so  nothing ;  hold  their  views  as  the  results 
of  weakness,  as  Inconseqoentiim.  On  the  contrary,  the  second  class, 
in  their  turn,  pity  the  first ;  lay  the  blame  on  their  visionary  enthusiasm, 
which  they  say  is  absurd,  even  to  insanity. 

'  If  on  the  one  hand  the  Scholastics  and  Alchemists  seem  to  be  utterly 
at  variance,  and  the  Eclectics  on  the  other  hand  quite  at  one,  yet, 
strictly  examined,  it  is  altogether  the  reverse.  The  former,  in  essentials, 
are  indirectly  of  one  opinion ;  namely,  as  regards  the  non-dependence, 
and  infiinite  character  of  Meditation,  they  both  set  out  from  the  Absolute : 
whilst  the  Eclectic  and  limited  sort  are  essentially  at  variance;  and 
agree  only  in  what  is  deduced.  Tlie  former  are  infinite  but  uniform,  the 
latter  bounded  but  multiform ;  the  former  have  genius,  the  latter  talent ; 
those  have  Ideas,  these  have  knacks  (Mandgriffe);  those  are  heads  without 
hands,  these  are  hands  without  heads.  Ilie  third  stage  is  for  the  Artist, 
who  can  be  at  once  implement  and  genius.     He  finds  that  that  primitive 
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Separation  in  the  absolute  Philosophical  Act!  vities'  (between  the  Scholasticj 
and  the  ''rude,  intuitiye  Poet")  'is  a  deeper-lying  Separation  in  his  own 
Nature ;  which  Separation  indicates^  by  its  existence  as  snch^  the  possi- 
bility of  being  adjusted,  of  being  joined :  he  finds  that,  heterogeneous  as 
these  Activities  are,  there  is  yet  a  fieusulty  in  him  of  passing  from  the  one 
to  the  other,  of  changing  his  polariiy  at  wilL  He  discovers  in  them, 
therefore,  necessary  members  of  his  spirit ;  he  observes  that  both  must 
be  united  in  some  common  Principle.  He  infers  that  Eclecticism  is 
nothing  but  the  imperfect  defective  employment  of  this  Principle.  It 
becomes * 

— But  we  need  not  struggle  farth^,  wringing  a  significance 
out  of  these  mysterious  words:  in  delineating  the  genuine 
Transcendentalist,  or  ^  Philosopher  of  the  third  stage,^  pro- 
perly speaking  the  Philosopher,  Novalis  ascends  into  r^ons 
whither  few  readers  would  follow  him.  It  mav  be  observed 
here  that  British  Philosophy,  tracing  it  from  Duns  Scotus  to 
Dugald  Stewart,  has  now  gone  through  the  first  and  second 
of  these  <  stages,^  the  Scholastic  and  the  Eclectic,  and  in  con- 
siderable honour.  With  our  amiable  Professor  Stewart,  than 
whom  no  man,  not  Gcero  himself,  was  ever  moie  entirely 
Ek;lectic,  that  second  or  Eclectic  class  may  be  considered  as 
having  terminated  ;  and  now  Philosophy  is  at  a  stand  among 
us,  or  rather  there  is  now  no  Philosophy  visible  in  these 
Islands.  It  remains  to  be  seen,  whether  we  also  are  to  have 
our  <  third  stage  ^ ;  and  how  that  new  and  highest '  dass  ^  will 
demean  itself  here.  The  French  Philosophers  seem  busy 
studying  Eant,  and  writing  of  him :  but  we  rather  imagine 
Novalis  would  pronounce  them  still  only  in  the  Eclectic  stage. 
He  says  afterwards,  that  ^  all  Eclectics  are  essentially  and  at 
bottom  sceptics ;  the  more  comprehensive,  the  more  sceptical.^ 
These  two  passages  have  been  extracted  from  a  large  series 
of  Fragments^  which,  under  the  three  divisions  of  Philosophical, 
Critical,  Moral,  occupy  the  greatest  part  of  Volume  Second. 
They  are  fractions,  as  we  hinted  above,  of  that  grand  <  en- 
cyclopedical work^  which  Novalis  had  planned.  Friedrich 
Schlegel  is  said  to  be  the  selector  of  tliose  published  here. 
They  come  before  us  without  note  or  comment ;  worded  for 
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the  most  pai*t  in  very  unusual  phraseology ;  and  without  re- 
peated and  most  patient  investigation,  seldom  yield  any 
significance,  or  rather  we  should  say,  often  yield  a  false  one. 
A  few  of  the  clearest  we  have  selected  for  insertion :  whether 
the  reader  will  think  them  ^Pollen  of  flowers,*  or  a  baser 
kind  of  dust,  we  shall  not  predict.  We  give  them  in  a 
miscellaneous  shape;  overlooking  those  classiJScations  which, 
even  in  the  text,  are  not  and  could  not  be  very  rigidly 
adhered  ta 

'  PhiloBopky  can  liake  no  bread ;  but  she  can  procure  for  us  God, 
Freedom,  Immortolity.  ^Vliieh,  then,  it  more  practical.  Philosophy  or 
Economy  ? — 

'  Philosophy  is  properly  Home-dckness ;  the  wish  to  be  everywhere  at 
home. — 

'  We  are  near  awakening  when  we  dream  that  we  dream. — 

'The  true  philosophical  Act  is  annihilation  of  selHSelbitiddtung) ;  this 
is  the  real  b^;inning  of  all  Philosophy ;  all  requisites  for  being  a  Disciple 
of  Philosophy  point  hither.  This  Act  alone  corresponds  to  all  the  condi- 
tions and  characteristics  of  transcendental  conduct-— 

'To  become  properly  acquainted  with  a  truth,  we  must  first  have  dis- 
believed it,  and  disputed  against  it. — 

'  Blan  is  the  higher  Sense  of  our  Planet ;  the  star  which  connects  it 
with  the  upper  world ;  the  eye  which  it  turns  towards  Heaven. — 

'  Life  is  a  disease  of  the  spirit ;  a  working  incited  by  Passion.  Rest  is 
peculiar  to  the  spirit. — 

'Our  life  is  no  Dream,  but  it  may  and  will  perhaps  become  one.— 

'  What  is  Nature  ?  An  encyclopedical,  systematic  Index  or  Plan  of 
our  Spirit.  Why  will  we  content  us  with  the  mere  catalogue  of  our 
Treasures  f  Let  us  contemplate  them  ourselves,  and  in  all  ways  elabo- 
rate and  use  them. — 

'  If  our  Bodily  Life  is  a  burning,  our  Spiritual  life  is  a  being  burnt,  a 
Combustion  (or,  is  precisely  the  inverse  the  case?);  Death,  therefore, 
perhaps  a  Change  of  Capacity. — 

'  Sleep  is  for  the  inhabitants  of  Planets  only.  In  another  time,  Man 
will  sleep  and  wake  continually  at  onoe.  The  greater  part  of  our  Body^ 
of  our  Humanity  itself,  yet  sleeps  a  deep  sleep. — 

'There  is  but  one  Temple  in  the  World ;  and  that  is  the  Body  of 
Man.  Nothing  is  holier  than  this  high  form.  Bending  before  men  is  a 
reverence  done  to  this  Revelation  in  the  Flesh.  We  touch  Heaven,  when 
we  lay  our  hand  on  a  human  body. — 

'  Man  is  a  Sun ;  his  Senses  are  the  Planets. — 
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'  Han  has  ever  expressed  some  sjmbolical  Philosophy  of  his  Being  in 
his  Works  and  Conduct;  he  announoes  himself  and  his  Gospel  of 
Nature ;  he  is  the  Messiah  of  Nature. — 

'Plants  are  Children  of  the  Earth  ;  we  are  Children  of  the  iEther. 
Our  Lungs  are  properly  our  Root ;  we  live^  when  we  breathe ;  we  begin 
our  life  with  breathing. — 

'  Nature  is  an  iBolian  Harp^  a  musical  instrument ;  whose  tones  again 
are  keys  to  higher  strings  in  us. — 

'£yery  beloved  object  is  the  centre  of  a  Paradise. — 

'The  first  Man  is  the  first  Spirit-seer ;  all  appears  to  him  as  Spirit. 
What  are  children^  but  first  men  ?  The  fresh  gaze  of  the  Child  is  richer 
in  significance  than  the  forecasting  of  the  most  indubitable  Seer.— 

'It  depends  only  on  the  weakness  of  our  organs  and  of  our  self- 
ezcitement  (SeibttberUhrung),  that  we  do  not  see  ourselves  in  a  Fairy- 
world.  All  Fabulous  Tales  (M&hrehen)  are  merely  dreams  of  that  home 
world,  which  is  everywhere  and  nowhere.  The  higher  powers  in  us, 
which  one  day  as  Genies,  shall  fulfil  our  will,^  are,  for  the  present, 
Muses,  which  refresh  us  on  our  toilsome  couise  with  sweet  remem- 
brances.— 

'  Man  consists  in  Truth.  If  he  exposes  Truth,  he  exposes  himself. 
If  he  betrays  Truth,  he  betrays  himsel£  We  speak  not  here  of  Ides,  but 
of  acting  against  Conviction. — 

'A  character  is  a  completely  fashioned  will  (fxMommen  gebUdeter 

'There  is,  properly  speaking,  no  Misfortune  in  the  world.  Happiness 
and  Misfortune  stand  in  continual  balance.  Every  Misfortune  is,  as  it 
were,  the  obstruction  of  a  stream,  whi<ih,  after  overcoming  this  obstruc- 
tion, but  bursts  through  with  the  greater  force. — 

'The  ideal  of  Morality  has  no  more  dangerous  rival  than  the  ideal  of 
highest  Strength,  of  most  powerful  life ;  which  also  has  been  named 
(very  falsely  as  it  was  there  meant)  the  ideal  of  poetic  greatness.  It  is 
the  maximum  of  the  savage ;  and  has,  in  these  times,  gained,  precisely 
among  the  greatest  weaklings,  very  many  proselytes.  By  this  ideal,  man 
becomes  a  Beast-Spirit,  a  Mixture ;  whose  brutal  wit  has,  for  weaklings, 
a  brutal  power  of  attraction. — 

^  Novalis's  ideas,  on  what  has  been  called  the  '  perfectibility  of  man,'  ground 
themselves  on  his  peculiar  views  of  the  constitution. of  material  and  spiritual 
Mature,  and  are  of  the  most  original  and  extiaordioary  character.  With  our 
utmost  efibrt,  we  should  despair  of  commnnic  ting  other  than  a  quite  fidse 
notion  of  them.  He  asks,  for  instance,  with  scientific  gravity :  Whether  any 
one,  that  recollects  the  first  kind  glance  of  her  he  loved,  can  donbt  the  possi- 
bility of  J/d^? 
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'The  spirit  of  Poeay  is  the  momiiig  light,  which  makei  the  Statue  of 
Memnon  sound. — 

'The  division  of  Philosopher  and  Poet  is  only  apparent,  and  to  the 
disadvantage  of  hoth.  It  is  a  sign  of  disease,  and  of  a  sickly  constitu- 
tion.— 

'The  true  Poet  is  all-knowing ;  he  is  an  actual  world  in  miniature.— 

'  Klopstock's  works  appear,  for  the  most  part,  free  Translaitions  of  an 
unknown  Poet,  by  a  very  talented  but  unpoetical  Philologist — 

'Goethe  is  an  altogether  practical  Poet  He  is  in  his  works  what  the 
English  are  in  their  wares :  highly  simple,  neat,  convenient  and  durable. 
He  has  done  in  German  Literature  what  Wedgwood  did  in  English 
Manufacture.  He  has,  like  the  English,  a  natural  turn  for  Economy, 
and  a  noUe  Taote  acquired  hy  Understanding.  Both  these  are  v«ry  com- 
patible^ and  have  a  near  affinity  in  the  chemical  sense.  *  * — WUhekn 
MeisUf^s  Apprenticeship  mBj  be  called  throughout  prosaic  and  modem. 
The  Romantic  sinks  to  ruin,  the  Poesy  of  Nature,  the  Wonderful.  The 
Book  treats  merely  of  common  worldly  things :  Nature  and  Mysticism 
■re  altogether  forgotten. .  It  is  a  poetised  civic  and  housdiold  History ; 
the  Marvellous  is  expressly  treated  therein  as  imagination  and  enthusiasm. 
Artistic  Atheism  is  the  spirit  of  the  Book.  *  *  *  It  is  properly  a  Can- 
dide,  directed  against  Poetry :  the  Book  is  highly  unpoetical  in  respect 
of  spirit,  poetical  as  the  dress  and  body  of  it  are.  *  *  *  The  introduction 
of  Shalnpeare  has  almost  a  tragic  effect  The  hero  retards  the  trium]A 
of  tiie  Gospri  of  Economy ;  and  economical  Nature  is  finally  the  true 
and  only  remaining  one. — 

'  When  we  speak  of  the  aim  and  Art  observable  in  Shakspeare's  works, 
we  must  not  forget  that  Art  belongs  to  Nature ;  that  it  is,  so  to  speak, 
■elf-viewing,  self-imitating,  self-fi&shioning  Nature,  llie  Art  of  a  well- 
developed  genius  is  fisur  different  from  the  Artfulness  of  the  Understanding, 
of  the  merely  reasoning  mind.  Shakspeare  was  no  calculator,  no  learned 
thinker ;  he  was  a  mighty,  many-gifted  soul,  whose  feelings  and  works, 
like  products  of  Nature,  bear  the  stamp  of  the  same  spirit ;  and  in  which 
the  last  and  deepest  of  observers  will  still  find  new  harmonies  with  the 
Infinite  structure  of  the  Universe ;  concurrences  with  later  ideas,  affini- 
ties with  the  higher  powers  and  senses  of  man.  They  are  emblematic, 
have  many  meanings,  are  simple  and  inexhaustible,  like  products  of 
Nature ;  and  nothing  more  unsuitable  could  be  said  of  them  than  that 
they  are  works  of  Art,  in  that  narrow  mechanical  acceptation  of  the 
word.' 

The  reader  understands  tiiat  we  offer  these  specimens  not 
as  the  best  to  be  found  in  Novalis^s  Fragments^  but  simply  as 
the  most  intelligible*     Far  stranger  and  deeper  things  there 
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are,  could  we  hope  to  make  them  in  the  smallest  degree 
understood.  But  in  examining  and  reexamining  many  of  his 
FrcLgmetUs^i  we  find  ourselves  carried  into  more  complex,  more 
subtle  r^ons  of  thought  than  any  we  are  elsewhere  acquainted 
with  :  here  we  cannot  always  find  our  own  latitude  and  longi- 
tude, sometimes  not  even  approximate  to  finding  them  ;  much 
less  teach  others  such  a  secret. 

What  has  been  already  quoted  may  afford  some  knowledge 
of  Novalis,  in  the  characters  of  Philosophy  and  Critic :  there 
is  one  other  aspect  under  which  it  would  be  still  more  curious 
to  view  and  exhibit  him,  but  still  more  difficult, — we  mean 
that  of  his  Religion.  Novalis  nowhere  specially  records  his 
creed,  in  these  Writings :  he  many  times  expresses,  or  implies, 
a  zealous,  heartfelt  belief  in  the  Christian  system ;  yet  with 
such  adjuncts  and  coexisting  persuasions,  as  to  us  might  seem 
rather  surprising.  One  or  two  more  of  these  his  Aphorisms, 
relative  to  this  subject,  we  shall  cite,  as  likely  to  be  better 
than  any  description  of  ours.  The  whole  Essay  at  the  end 
of  Volume  First,  entitled  Die  Chrisienheii  oder  Europa 
(Christianity  or  Europe)  is  also  well  worthy  of  study,  in  this 
as  in  many  other  points  of  view. 

'  Religion  contains  infinite  sadnen.  If  we  are  to  love  God,  lie  must  be 
in  distress  (hOlftbedUr/Hg,  help-needing).  In  how  hr  is  this  condition 
answered  in  Christianity? — 

'Spinon  is  a  God-intoxicated  man  (OoU-irunkener  Memch). — 
.    '  Is  the  Devilj  as  Father  of  lies,  himself  but  a  necessary  illusion  ?— 

^The  Catholic  Religion  is  to  a  certain  extent  applied  Christianity. 
Fichte's  Philosophy  too  is  perhaps  applied  Christianity. — 

'  Can  Miracles  work  Conviction  ?  Or  is  not  real  Conviction,  this  highest 
function  of  our  soul  and  personality,  the  only  true  God-announdng 
Miracle? 

'  The  Christian  Religion  is  especially  remarkable,  moreover,  as  it  so 
decidedly  lays  claim  to  mere  good-will  in  Man^  to  his  essential  Temper, 
and  values  this  independently  of  all  Culture  and  Manifestation.  It  stands 
in  opposition  to  Science  and  to  Art,  and  properly  to  Eryoyment^ 

'Its  origin  is  with  the  common  people.  It  inspires  the  great  majority 
of  the  RtnUed  in  this  Earth. 

>  Italics  also  in  the  text 
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'  It  18  the  Light  that  begins  to  shine  in  the  Darkness. 

'It  is  the  root  of  ail  Demoeraoif,  the  highest  Fact  in  the  Rights  of 
Man  (die  hdchste  ThaUache  der  PopularWU). 

'Its  unpoetical  exterior,  its  resemblance  to  a  modern  funily-picture, 
ieemt  only  to  be  lent  it.^ 

'  Martyrs  are  spiritual  heroes.  Christ  was  the  greatest  mart]rr  of  oar 
spedes ;  through  him  has  martyrdom  become  infinitely  significant  and 
holy. — 

'  The  Bible  begins  nobly,  with  Paradise,  the  symbol  of  youth ;  and 
concludes  with  the  Eternal  Kingdom,  the  Holy  City.  Its  two  main 
divisions,  also,  are  genuine  grand-historical  divisions  {Oehi  groee^hU' 
torisch}.  For  in  every  grand-historical  compartment  (Glied),  the  grand 
history  must  lie,  as  it  were,  symbolically  re-created  {verjUngt,  made 
young .  again).  The  beginning  of  the  New  Testament  is  the  second 
higher  Fall  (the  Atonement  of  the  Fall),  and  the  commencement  of 
the  new  Period.  The  history  of  every  individual  man  should  be  a 
Bible.  Christ  is  a  new  Adam.  A  Bible  is  the  highest  problem  of 
Authorship. — 

'As  yet  there  is  no  Religion.  You  must  first  make  a  Seminary 
(Bildttngo-^hule)  of  genuine  Religion.  Think  ye  that  there  is  Religion? 
Religion  has  to  be  made  and  produced  (ffemaehi  und  hervorgebraehi)  by 
the  union  of  a  number  of  persons.' 

Hitherto  our  readers  have  seen  nothing  of  Novalis  in  his 
character  of  Poet,  properly  so  called ;  the  Pupils  ai  Sais 
being  fidly  more  of  a  scientific  than  poetic  nature.  As  hinted 
above,  we  do  not  account  his  gifts  in  this  latter  province  as 
of  the  first,  or  even  of  a  high  order ;  unless,  indeed,  it  be 
true,  as  he  himself  maintains,  that  ^  the  distinction  of  Poet 
and  Philosopher  is  apparent  only,  and  to  the  injury  of  both.*^ 
In  his  professedly  poetical  compositions  there  is  an  indubitable 
prolixity,  a  degree  of  languor,  not  weakness  but  sluggishness ; 
the  meaning  is  too  much  diluted ;  and  diluted,  we  might  say, 
not  in  a  rich,  lively,  varying  music,  as  we  find  in  I'ieck, 
for  example;  but  rather  in  a  low-voiced,  not  unmelodious 
monotony,  the  deep  hum  of  which  is  broken  only  at  rare 
intervals,  though  sometimes  by  tones  of  purest  and  almost 
spiritual  softness.  We  here  allude  chiefly  to  hi&  unmetrical 
pieces,  his  prose  fictions:    indeed  the  metrical  are  few  in 

*  Italics  also  in  the  text. 
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number;  for  the  most  part,  on  religious  subjects;  and  in 
spite  of  a  decided  truthfulness  both  in  feeling  and  word, 
seem  to  bespeak  no  great  skill  or  practice  in  that  form  of 
composition.  In  his  prose  style  he  may  be  accounted  hap- 
pier ;  he  aims  in  general  at  simplicity,  and  a  certain  fiftmiliar 
eipoessiveness ;  here  and  there,  in  his  more  elaborate  passages, 
especially  in  his  Hymns  to  the  Nighty  he  has  reminded  us  of 
Herder. 

These  Hymns  to  the  Nighty  it  will  be  remembered,  were 
written  shortly  after  the  death  of  his  mistress :  in  that  period 
of  deep  sorrow,  or  rather  of  holy  deliverance  frcMn  sorrow. 
Novalis  himself  r^arded  them  as  his  most  finished  pro- 
ductions. They  are  of  a  strange,  veiled,  almost  enigmatical 
character;  nevertheless,  more  deeply  examined,  they  appear 
nowise  without  true  poetic  worth;  there  is  a  vastness,  an 
immensity  of  idea ;  a  still  solemnity  reigns  in  them,  a  soli- 
tude almost  as  of  extinct  worlds.  Here  and  there  too  some 
light-beam  visits  us  in  the  void  deep ;  and  we  cast  a  glance, 
clear  and  wondrous,  into  the  secrets  of  that  mysterious  soul. 
A  full  commentary  on  the  Hymns  to  the  Night  would  be  an 
exposition  of  Novalis^s  whole  theological  and  moral  creed : 
for  it  lies  recorded  there,  though  symbolically,  and  in  lyric, 
not  in  didactic  language.  We  have  translated  the  Third,  as 
the  8h(M*test  and  simplest ;  imitating  its  light,  half-measured 
style,  above  all  deciphering  its  vague  deep-laid  sense,  as 
accurately  as  we  could.  By  the  word  ^  Night,^  it  will  be  seen, 
Novalis  means  much  more  than  the  common  opposite  of  Day. 
^  Light  ^  seems,  in  these  poems,  to  shadow  forth  our  terrestrial 
life ;  Ni^t  the  primeval  and  celestial  life : 

'Once  when  I  was  shedding  bitter  tears,  when  dissolved  in  pain  my 
Hope  had  melted  away,  and  I  stood  solitary  by  the  g^ve  that  in  its 
dark  narrow  space  concealed  the  Form  of  my  life ;  solitary  as  no  other' 
had  been ;  chased  by  unutterable  anguish ;  powerless ;  one  thought  and 
that  of  misery ; — ^here  now  as  I  looked  round  for  help ;  forward  could 
not  go,  nor  backward^  but  clung  to  a  transient  extinguished  Life  with 
unutterable  longing ; — lo^  from  the  azure  distance,  down  from  the  heights 
of  my  old  Blessedness,  came  a  chill  breath  of  Dusk,  and  suddenly  the 
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Umd  of  Birth^  the  fetter  of  Life  was  snapped  asunder.  VaniaheB  the 
Glory  of  Earthy  and  with  it  my  Lamenting ;  rushes  together  the  infinite 
Sadness  into  a  new  unfothomable  World:  thou  Night's -inspiration^ 
Slumber  of  Heaven,  camest  over  me ;  the  scene  rose  gently  aloft ;  over 
the  scene  hovered  my  enfranchised  new-bom  spirit ;  to  a  cloud  of  dust 
that  grave  changed  itself ;  through  the  cloud  I  beheld  the  transfigured 
fisatures  of  my  Beloved.  In  her  eyes  lay  Eternity ;  I  clasped  her  hand^ 
and  my  tears  became  a  glittering  indissoluble  chain.  Centuries  of  Ages 
moved  away  into  the  distance,  like  thunder-clouds.  On  her  neck  I  wept, 
for  this  new  life,  enrapturing  tears. — It  was  my  first,  only  Dream ;  and 
ever  since  then  do  I  feel  this  changeless  everlai^ing  faith  in  the  Heaven 
of  Night,  and  its  Sun  my  Beloved.' 

What  degree  of  critical  satisfaction,  what  insight  into  the 
grand  crisis  of  Novalis'^s  spiritual  history,  which  seems  to  be 
here  shadowed  forth,  our  readers  may  derive  from  this  Third 
Hymn  to  the  Nighty  we  shall  not  pretend  to  conjecture. 
Meanwhile,  it  were  giving  them  a  false  impression  of  the 
Poet,  did  we  leave  him  here ;  exhibited  only  under  his  more 
mystic  aspects ;  as  if  his  Poetry  were  exclusively  a  thing  of 
All^ory,  dwelling  amid  Darkness  and  Vacuity,  far  from  all 
paths  of  ordinary  mortals  and  their  thoughts.  Novalis  can 
write  in  the  most  common  style,  as  well  as  in  this  most 
uncommon  one ;  and  there  too  not  without  originality.  By 
far  the  greater  part  of  his  First  Volume  is  occupied  with 
a  Romance,  Heinrich  von  Qfierdingm,  written,  so  far  as  it 
goes,  much  in  the  everyday  manner;  we  have  adverted  the 
less  to  it,  because  we  nowise  reckoned  it  among  his  most 
remarlcable  compositions.  like  many  of  the  others,  it  has 
been  left  as  a  Fragment ;  nay,  frx)m  the  account  Tieck  gives 
of  its  ulterior  plan,  and  how  from  the  solid  prose  world  of 
the  First  part,  this  *  Apotheosis  of  Poetiy  ^  was  to  pass,  in 
the  Second,  into  a  mythical,  fairy  and  quite  fantastic  world, 
critics  have  doubted  whether,  strictly  speaking,  it  could  have 
been  completed.  From  this  work  we  select  two  passages,  as 
specimens  of  Novalis^s  manner  in  the  more  common  style  of 
composition;  premising,  which  in  this  one  instance  we  are 
entitled  to  do,  that  whatever  excellence  they  may  have  will  be 
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commences  thus : 

people   were  already   asleep ;   the   clock    was   be 
tick    on   the  wall ;    the  wind  blustered   over   the 
turns,  the  chamber  was  lighted  by  the  sheen  of  tl 
an  lay  restless  in  his  bed  ;  and  thought  of  the  stra: 
^'Not  the  treasures  is  it/'  said  he  to  himself,  '^tl 
me  so  unspeakable  a  desire ;  far  from  me  is  all  c 
)  Blue  Flower  is  what  I  long  to  behold.     It  lies  in< 
and  I  can  think  and  fitncy  of  nothing  else.    Ne^ 
I :  it  is  as  if,  till  now,  I  had  been  dreaming,  or  as 
ne  into  another  world;  for  in  the  world  I  used  to 
I  himself  about  flowers?    Such  wild  passion  for  a 
ird  of  there.     But  whence  could  that  stranger  hay 
iver  saw  such  a  man ;  yet  I  know  not  how  I  alon< 
lis  discourse :  the  rest  heard  the  very  same,  yet  non 
bid  then  that  I  cannot  even  speak  of  my  strange  coi 
ipturous  contentment ;  and  only  then  when  I  have 
iy  before  my  eyes,  does  so  deep,  heartfelt  an  eagemc 
»e  things  no  one  will  or  can  believe.    I  could  &nc] 
i  not  see,  did  not  think  with  such  perfect  cleamesi 
is  (nr  hetXear  known  to  me.    I  have  heard  tell  of 
tnimals  and  trees  and  rocks  used  to  speak  with  men 
leling :  as  if  they  were  on  the  point  of  breaking  out 
hem,  what  they  wished  to  say  to  me.    There  must  I 
.  I  know  not ;  did  I  know  more,  I  could  better  com] 
B.    Once  I  liked  dancing ;  now  I  had  rather  thinli 
9  young  man  lost  himself,  by  degrees,  in  swaaI  ftmn 
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alto  grew  stiller^  the  images  grew  clearer  and  more  permanent.  It 
seemed  to  him  he  was  walking  alone  in  a  dark  wood.  Only  here  and 
there  did  day  glimmer  through  the  green  net.  Ere  long  he  came  to  a 
rocky  chasm^  which  mounted  upwards.  He  had  to  climb  over  many 
crags^  which  some  former  stream  had  rolled  down.  The  higher  he  came^ 
the  lighter  grew  the  wood.  At  last  he  arrived  at  a  little  meadow^  which 
lay  on  the  declivity  of  the  mountain.  Beyond  the  meadow  rose  a  high 
cliffy  at  the  foot  of  which  he  observed  an  openings  that  seemed  to  be  the 
entrance  of  a  passage  hewn  in  the  rock.  The  passage  led  him  easily  on, 
for  some  time,  to  a  great  subterranean  expanse,  out  of  which  from  a£ur 
a  bright  gleam  was  visible.  On  entering,  he  perceived  a  strong  beam  of 
light,  which  sprang  as  if  from  a  fountain  to  the  roof  of  the  cave,  and 
sprayed  itself  into  innumerable  sparks,  which  collected  below  in  a  great 
basin :  the  beam  glanced  like  kindled  gold  :  not  the  faintest  noise  was 
to  be  heard,  a  sacred  silence  encircled  the  glorious  sight  He  approached 
the  basin,  which  waved  and  quivered  with  infinite  hues.  The  walla  of 
the  cave  were  coated  with  this  fluid,  which  was  not  hot  but  oool,  and  on 
the  walls  threw  out  a  faint  bluish  light.  He  dipt  his  hand  in  the  basin, 
and  wetted  his  lips.  It  was  as  if  the  breath  of  a  spirit  went  through 
him ;  and  he  felt  himself  in  his  inmost  heart  strengthened  and  refreshed. 
An  irresistible  desire  seized  him  to  bathe;  he  undressed  himself  and 
stept  into  the  basin.  He  felt  as  if  a  sunset  cloud  were  floating  round 
him;  a  heavenly  emotion  streamed  over  his  soul;  in  deep  pleasure 
innumerable  thoughts  strove  to  blend  within  him ;  new,  unseen  images 
arose,  which  also  melted  together,  and  became  visible  beings  around 
him ;  and  every  wave  of  that  lovely  element  pressed  itself  on  him  like  a 
soft  bosom.  The  flood  seemed  a  Spirit  of  Beauty,  which  from  moment 
to  moment  was  taking  form  round  the  youth. 

*  Intoxicated  with  rapture,  and  yet  conscious  of  every  impression,  he 
floated  softly  down  that  glittering  stream,  which  flowed  out  from  the 
basin  into  the  rocks.  A  sort  of  sweet  slumber  fell  upon  him,  in  which 
he  dreamed  indescribable  adventures,  and  out  of  which  a  new  light  awoke 
him.  He  found  himself  on  a  soft  sward  at  the  margin  of  a  spring,  which 
welled  out  into  the  air,  and  seemed  to  dissipate  itself  there.  Dark-blue 
rocks,  with  many-coloured  veins,  rose  at  some  distance;  the  daylight 
which  encircled  him  was  clearer  and  milder  than  the  common ;  the  sky 
was  black-blue,  and  altogether  pure.  But  what  attracted  him  infinitely 
most  was  a  high,  light-blue  Flower,  which  stood  close  by  the  spring, 
touching  it  with  its  broad  glittering  leaves.  Round  it  stood  innumerable 
flowers  of  all  colours,  and  the  sweetest  perfume  filled  the  air.  He  saw 
nothing  but  the  Blue  Flower;  and  gazed  on  it  long  with  nameless 
tenderness.  At  last  he  was  for  approaching,  when  all  at  once  it  began 
to  move  and  change  f  the  leaves  grew  more  resplendent,  and  clasped 
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themselves  round  the  waxing  stem  ;  the  Flower  bent  itself  towards  him  ; 
and  the  petals  showed  like  a  blue  spreading  ruff^  in  which  hovered  a 
lovely  face.  His  sweet  astonishment  at  this  transformation  was  increas- 
ing^— when  suddenly  his  mother's  voice  awoke  him^  and  he  found 
himself  in  the  house  of  his  parents,  which  the  morning  sun  was  already 
gilding.' 

Our  next  and  last  extract  is  likewise  of  a  dream.  Young 
Heinrich  with  his  mother  travels  a  long  journey  to  see  his 
grandfather  at  Augsburg ;  converses,  on  the  way,  with  mer- 
chants, miners  and  red-cross  warriors  (for  it  is  in  the  time  of 
the  Crusades) ;  and  soon  after  his  arrival  falls  immeasurably 
in  love  with  Matilda,  the  Poet  Elingsohr^s  daughter,  whose 
face  was  that  fairest  one  he  had  seen  in  his  old  vision  of  the 
Blue  Flower.  Matilda,  it  would  appear,  is  to  be  taken  from 
him  by  death  (as  Sophie  was  from  Novalis) :  meanwhile, 
dreading  no  such  event,  Heinrich  abandons  himself  with  fiill 
heart  to  his  new  emotions : 

'  He  went  to  the  window.  The  choir  of  the  Stars  stood  in  the  deep 
heaven ;  and  in  the  east  a  white  gleam  announced  the  coming  day. 

'  Full  of  rapture,  Heinrich  exclaimed :  **  You,  ye  everlasting  Stars, 
ye  silent  wanderers,  I  call  you  to  witness  my  sacred  oath.  For  Matilda 
will  I  live,  and  eternal  faith  shall  unite  my  heart  and  hers.  For  me  too 
the  mom  of  an  everlasting  day  is  dawning.  The  night  is  by :  to  the 
rising  Sun,  I  kindle  myself  as  a  sacrifice  that  will  never  be  extinguished." 

'  Heinrich  was  heated  ;  and  not  till  late,  towards  morning,  did  he  hJil 
asleep.  In  strange  dreams  the  thoughts  of  his  soul  embodied  themselves. 
A  deep-blue  river  gleamed  from  the  plain.  On  its  smooth  sur&ce  floated 
a  bark ;  Matilda  was  sitting  there,  and  steering.  She  was  adorned  with 
garlands ;  was  singing  a  simple  Song,  and  looking  over  to  him  with  fond 
sadness.  His  bosom  was  full  of  anxiety.  He  knew  not  why.  The  sky 
was  clear,  the  stream  calm.  Her  heavenly  countenance  was  mirrored  in 
the  waves.  All  at  once  the  bark  began  to  whirL  He  called  earnestly  to 
her.  She  smiled  and  laid  down  her  oar  in  the  boat,  which  continued 
whirling.  An  unspeakable  terror  took  hold  of  him.  He  dashed  into 
the  stream ;  but  he  could  not  get  forward ;  the  water  carried  him.  She 
beckoned,  she  seemed  as  if  she  wished  to  say  something  to  him ;  the 
bark  was  filling  with  water ;  yet  she  smiled  with  unspeakable  affection, 
and  looked  cheerfully  into  the  vortex.  All  at  once  it  drew  her  in.  A 
fiftint  breath  rippled  over  the  stream,  which  flowed  on  as  calm  and 
glittering  as  before.    His  horrid  agony  robbed  him  of  consciousness. 
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His  heart  ceased  beating.  On  returning  to  himself,  he  was  again  on  dry 
land.  It  seemed  as  if  he  had  floated  £ur.  It  was  a  strange  region.  He 
knew  not  what  had  passed  with  him.  His  heart  was  gone.  Unthink- 
ing he  walked  deeper  into  the  country.  He  felt  inexpressibly  weary. 
A  little  well  gushed  from  a  hill ;  it  sounded  like  perfect  bells.  With 
his  hand  he  lifted  some  drops,  and  wetted  his  parched  lips.  Like  a  sick 
dream,  lay  the  frightful  event  behind  him.  Farther  and  further  he 
walked ;  flowers  and  trees  spoke  to  him.  He  felt  so  well,  so  at  home  in 
the  scene.  Then  he  heard  that  simple  Song  again.  He  ran  after  the 
sounds.  Suddenly  some  one  held  him  by  the  dothes.  '*  Dear  Henry/' 
cried  a  well-known  voice.  He  looked  round,  and  Matilda  clasped  him 
in  her  arms.  ''  Why  didst  thou  run  from  me,  dear  heart  ?  "  said  she, 
breathing  deep :  ''  I  could  scarcely  overtake  thee."  Heinrich  wept  He 
pressed  her  to  him.  ''  Where  is  the  river  ?  "  cried  he  in  tears. — ''  Seest 
thou  not  its  blue  waves  above  us?"  He  looked  up,  and  the  blue  river 
was  flowing  softly  over  their  heads.  '^ ^Vhere  are  we,  dear  Matilda?  " — 
''  With  our  Fathers."—*'  Shall  we  stoy  together  ?  "—"  Forever,"  answered 
she,  pressing  her  lips  to  his,  and  so  clasping  him  that  she  could  not  again 
quit  hold.  She  put  a  wondrous  secret  Word  in  his  mouth,  and  it  pierced 
tiirough  all  his  being.  He  was  about  to  repeat  it,  when  his  Grandfiither 
called;  and  he  awoke.  He  would  have  given  his  life  to  remember  that 
Word.' 

This  image  of  Death,  and  of  the  River  being  the  Sky  in 
that  other  and  eternal  country,  seems  to  us  a  fine  and  touch- 
ing one :  there  is  in  it  a  trace  of  that  simple  sublimity,  that 
soft  still  pathos,  which  are  characteristics  of  Novalis,  and 
doubtless  the  highest  of  his  specially  poetic  gifts. 

But  on  these,  and  what  other  gifts  and  deficiencies  pertain 
to  him,  we  can  no  farther  insist :  for  now,  after  such  multi- 
farious quotations,  and  more  or  less  stinted  commentaries,  we 
must  consider  our  little  enterprise  in  respect  of  Novalis  to 
have  reached  its  limits ;  to  be,  if  not  completed,  concluded. 
Our  reader  has  heard  him  largely;  on  a  great  variety  of 
topics,  selected  and  exhibited  here  in  such  manner  as  seemed 
the  fittest  for  our  object,  and  with  a  true  wish  on  our  part, 
that  what  little  judgment  was  in  the  mean  while  to  be  formed 
of  such  a  man  might  be  a  fair  and  honest  one.  Some  of  the 
passages  we  have  translated  will  appear  obscure ;  others,  we 
hope,  are  not  without  symptoms  of  a  wise  and  deep  meaning ; 
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the  vest  may  excite  wonder,  which  wcmder  again  it  will  depend 
oh  each  reader  for  himself,  whether  he  turn  to  right  account 
or  to  wrong  account,  whether  he  entertain  as  the  patent  of 
Knowledge,  or  as  the  daughter  of  Ignorance.  For  the  great 
body  of  readers,  we  are  aware,  there  can  be  little  profit  in 
NovaUs,  who  rather  employs  our  time  than  helps  us  to  kill 
it ;  for  such  any  farther  study  of  him  would  be  unadvisable. 
To  others  again,  who  prize  Truth  as  the  end  of  all  reading, 
especially  to  that  class  who  cultivate  moral  science  as  the 
development  of  purest  and  highest  Truth,  we  can  recommend 
the  porusal  and  reperusal  of  Novalis  with  almost  perfect  con- 
fidence. If  they  feel,  with  us,  that  the  most  profitable 
employment  any  book  can  give  them,  is  to  study  honestly 
some  earnest,  deep-minded,  truth-loving  Man,  to  work  their 
way  into  his  manner  of  thought,  till  they  see  the  world  with 
his  eyes,  feel  as  he  felt  and  judge  as  he  judged,  neither 
believing  nor  denying,  till  they  can  in  some  measure  so  feel 
and  judge, — then  we  may  assert  that  few  books  known  to  us 
are  more  worthy  of  their  attention  than  this.  They  will  find 
it,  if  we  mistake  not,  an  unfathomed  mine  of  philosophi- 
cal ideas,  where  the  keenest  intellect  may  have  occupation 
enough;  and  in  such  occupation,  without  looking  farther, 
reward  enough*  All  this,  if  the  reader  proceed  on  candid 
principles ;  if  not,  it  will  be  all  otherwise.  To  no  man,  so 
mudi  as  to  Novalis  is  that  famous  motto  applicable : 

Leier,  wie  gtfalt  ich  Dirf 
Leser,  wie  g^f&Utt  Du  mirf 

Reader^  how  likest  thou  me? 
Reader^  how  like  I  thee  ? 

For  the  rest,  it  were  but  a  false  proceeding  did  we  attempt 
any  formal  character  of  Novalis  in  this  place ;  did  we  pretend 
with  such  means  as  ours  to  reduce  that  extraordinary  nature 
under  common  formularies ;  and  in  few  words  sum-up  the  net 
total  <^  his  worth  and  worthlessness.  We  have  repeatedly 
expressed  our  own  imperfect  knowledge  of  the  matter,  and  our 
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entire  despair  of  bringing  even  an  approximate  picture  of  it 
before  readers  so  foreign  to  him.  The  kind  words. '  amiable 
enthusiasV  ^poetic  dreamer,^  or  the  unkind  ones,  ^Grerman 
mystic,^  ^  crackbrained  rhapsodist,^  axe  easily  spoken  and 
written ;  but  would  avail  little  in  this  instance.  If  we  are 
not  altogether  mistaken,  Novalis  cannot  be  ranged  under  any 
one  of  liiese  noted  categories ;  but  belongs  to  a  higher  and 
much  less  known  one,  the  significance  of  which  is  perhaps 
also  worth  studying,  at  all  events  will  not  till  after  long 
study  become  clear  to  us. 

Meanwhile  let  the  reader  fiuxxpt  some  vague  impressions 
of  ours  on  this  subject,  since  we  have  no  fixed  judgment 
to  offer  him.  We  might  say,  that  the  diief  excellence  we 
have  remarked  in  Novalis  is  his  to  us  truly  wonderful  subtlety 
of  intellect ;  his  power  of  intense  abstraction,  of  pursuing 
the  deepest  and  most  evanescent  ideas  through  their  thousand 
complexities,  as  it  were,  with  lynx  vision,  and  to  the  very 
limits  of  human  Thought.  He  was  well  skilled  in  mathe- 
matics, and,  as  we  can  easily  believe,  fond  of  that  science ; 
but  his  is  a  far  finer  species  of  endowment  than  any  required 
in  mathematics,  where  the  mind,  from  the  very  beginning  of 
Euclid  to  the  end  of  Laplace^  is  assisted  with  visible  sjrmbols, 
with  safe  implements  for  thinking;  nay,  at  least  in  what  is 
called  the  higher  mathematics,  has  often  little  more  than  a 
mechanical  superintendence  to  exercise  over  these.  This 
power  of  abstract  meditation,  when  it  is  so  sure  and  clear  as 
we  sometimes  find  it  with  Novalis,  is  a  much  higher  and  rarer 
one ;  its  element  is  not  mathematics,  but  that  Maihesis^  of 
which  it  has  been  said  many  a  Great  Calculist  has  not  even  a 
notion.  In  this  power,  truly,  so  &r  as  logical  and  not  moral 
power  is  concerned,  lies  the  summary  of  all  Philosophic 
talent :  which  talent,  accordingly,  we  imagine  Novalis  to  have 
possessed  in  a  very  high  degree;  in  a  higher  degree  than 
almost  any  other  modem  writer  we  have  met  with. 

His  chief  £aalt,  again,  figures  itself  to  us  as  a  certain 
undue  softness,  a  want  of  rapid  energy;    something  whidi 
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we  might  tenn  passtvenets  extending  both  over  his  mind  and 
his  character.  There  is  a  tenderoess  in  Novalis,  a  purity, 
a  clearness,  ahnost  as  of  a  woman ;  but  he  has  not,  at  least 
not  at  all  in  that  degree,  the  emphasis  and  resolute  force  of 
a  man.  Thusj  in  his  poetical  delineations,  as  we  complained 
above,  he  is  too  diluted  and  diffuse;  not  verbose  properly; 
not  so  much  abounding  in  superfluous  words  as  in  superfluous 
circumstances,  which  indeed  is  but  a  degree  better.  In  his 
philosophical  speculations,  we  feel  as  if,  under  a  different 
form,  the  same  favilt  were  now  and  then  manifested.  Here 
again,  he  seeniK  to  us,  in  one  sense,  too  languid,  too  passive. 
He  mtt,  we  might  say,  among  the  rich,  fine,  thousandfold 
combinations,  which  his  mind  almost  of  itself  presents  him ; 
but,  perhaps,  he  shows  too  little  activity  in  the  process,  is 
too  lax  in  separating  the  true  from  the  doubtful,  is  not  even 
at  the  trouble  to  express  his  truth  with  any  laborious 
accuracy.  With  his  stillness,  with  his  deep  love  of  Nature, 
his  mild,  lofty,  spiritual  tone  of  contemplation,  he  comes 
before  us  in  a  sort  of  Asiatic  character,  almost  like  our  ideal 
of  some  antique  GymnoBophist,  and  with  the  weakness  as  well 
as  the  strength  of  an  Oriental.  However,  it  should  be 
remembered  that  his  works  both  poetical  and  philosophical, 
as  we  now  see  them,  appear  under  many  disadvantages; 
altogether  immature,  anA  not  as  doctrines  and  delineations, 
but  as  the  rude  draught  of  such ;  in  which,  had  they  been 
completed,  much  was  to  have  changed  its  shape,  and  this 
fault,  with  many  others,  mi^t  have  disappeared.  It  may 
be,  therefore,  that  this  is  only  a  superBcial  fault,  or  even  only 
the  appearance  of  a  fault,  and  has  its  origin  in  these  circum< 
stances,  and  in  our  imperfect  understanding  of  him.  In 
personal  and  bodily  habits,  at  least,  Novalis  appears  to  have 
been  the  opposite  of  inert ;  we  bear  expressly  of  his  quickness 
and  vehemence  of  movement. 

In  regard  to  the  character  of  his  genius,  or  rather  periiaps 
of  his  literary  significance,  and  the  form  under  which  he  dis- 
played his  genius,  Tieck  thinks  he  may  be  likened  to  Dante. 
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'  For  him,^  says  he,  ^  it  had  become  the  most  nataral  disposi* 
tion  to  regard  the  commonest  and  nearest  as  a  wonder,  and 
the  strange,  the  supernatural  as  something  common;  men^s 
eveiy-day  life  itself  lay  round  him  like  a  wondrous  fable,  and 
those  regions  which  the  most  dream  of  or  doubt  of  as  of  a 
thing  distant,  incomprehensible,  were  for  him  a  beloved  home. 
Thus  did  he,  uncorrupted  by  examples,  find  out  for  himself 
a  new  method  of  delineation:  and,  in  his  multiplicity  of 
meaning ;  in  his  view  of  Love,  and  his  belief  in  Love,  as  at 
once  his  Instructor,  his  Wisdom,  Us  Religion ;  in  this,  too, 
that  a  single  grand  incident  of  life,  and  one  deep  sorrow  and 
bereavement  grew  to  be  the  essence  of  his  Poetry  and  Con« 
templation, — he,  alone  among  the  modems,  resembles  the 
lofty  Dante ;  and  sings  us,  like  him,  an  unfathomable  mystic 
song,  far  difierent  from  that  of  many  imitators,  who  think 
to  put  on  mysticism  and  put  it  off,  like  a  piece  of  dress.** 
Considering  the  tendency  of  his  poetic  endeavours,  as  well  as 
the  general  spirit  of  his  philosophy,  this  flattering  comparison 
may  turn  out  to  be  better  founded  than  at  first  sight  it  seems 
to  be.  Nevertheless,  were  we  required  to  illustrate  Novalis 
in  this  way,  which  at  all  times  must  be  a  very  loose  one,  we 
should  incline  rather  to  call  him  the  German  Pascal  than 
the  German  Dante.  Between  Pascal  and  Novalis,  a  lover  of 
such  analogies  might  trace  not  a  few  points  of  resemblance. 
Both  are  of  the  purest,  most  aflectionate  moral  nature ;  both 
of  a  high,  fine,  discursive  intellect ;  both  are  mathematicians 
and  naturalists,  yet  occupy  themselves  diiefly  with  Religion ; 
nay,  the  best  writings  of  both  are  left  in  the  shape  of 
^  Thoughts,^  materials  of  a  grand  scheme,  which  each  of  them, 
with  the  views  peculiar  to  his  age,  had  planned,  we  may  say, 
for  the  furtherance  of  Religion,  and  which  neither  of  them 
lived  to  execute.  Nor  in  all  this  would  it  fail  to  be  carefully 
remarked,  that  Novalis  was  not  the  French  but  the  German 
Pascal ;  and  from  the  intellectual  habits  of  the  one  and  the 
other,  many  national  contrasts  and  conclusions  might  be  drawn ; 
which  we  leave  to  those  that  have  a  taste  for  such  parallels. 
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We  have  thus  endeavoured  to  communicate  some  views  not  ■ 
of  what  is  vulgarly  called,  but  of  what  w  a  German  Mystic ; 
to  afford  English  readers  a  few  glimpses  iuto  his  actual' 
household  establishment,  and  show  them  by  their  own 
inspection  how  he  lives  and  works.  We  have  done  it,  m 
over,  not  in  the  style  of  derision,  which  would  have  been  so 
easy,  but  in  that  of  serious  inquiry,  which  seemed  so  much 
more  profitable.  For  this  we  anticipate  not  censure,  but 
thanks  from  our  readers.  Mysticism,  whatever  it  may  he, 
.should,  like  other  actually  existing  things,  be  understood  in 
well-informed  minds.  We  have  observed,  indeed,  that  the 
old-established  laugh  on  this  subject  haa  been  getting  rather 
hollow  of  late;  and  seems  as  if  erelong  it  would  in  a  greati 
measure  die  away.  It  appears  to  us  that,  in  Kngland,  there 
is  a  distinct  spirit  of  tolerant  and  sober  investigation  abroad 
in  regard  to  this  and  other  kindred  matters ;  a  persuasion, 
fast  spreading  wider  and  wider,  that  the  plummet  of  French 
or  Scotch  logic,  excellent,  nay,  indispensable  as  it  is  for 
surveying  all  coasts  and  harbours,  will  absolutely  not  sound 
the  deep-seas  of  human  Inquiry ;  and  that  many  a  Voltaire 
and  Hume,  well-gifted  and  highly  meritorious  men,  weie  far 
wrong  in  reckoning  that  when  their  six-hundred  fathoms 
were  out,  they  had  reached  the  bottom,  which,  as  in  the 
Atlantic,  may  lie  unknown  miles  lower.  Six-hundred  fathoms 
is  the  longest,  and  a  most  valuable  nautical  line:  but  many 
men  sound  with  six  and  fewer  fathoms,  and  arrive  at  precisely 
the  same  conclusion. 

'The  day  will  come,'  said  Lichtenberg,  in  bitter  irony, 
*when  the  belief  in  God  will  be  like  that  in  nursery 
Spectres ' ;  or,  as  Jean  Paul  has  it,  '  Of  the  World  will  be 
made  a  World-Machine,  of  the  ^Ether  a  Gas,  of  God  a  Force, 
and  of  the  Second- World — a  CofBn.'  We  rather  think,  such 
a  day  will  not  come.  At  all  events,  while  the  battle  is  still 
waging,  and  that  Cofiin-and-Gas  philosophy  has  not  yet 
secured  itself  with  tithes  and  penal  statutes,  let  there  be  free 
scope  for  Mysticism,  or  whatever  else   honestly   opposes  it. 
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A  fair  field  and  no  favour,  and  the  right  will  prosper !  *  Our 
present  time,^  says  Jean  Paul  elsewhere,  *  is  indeed  a  criticising 
and  critical  time,  hovering  betwixt  the  wish  and  the  inability 
to  believe ;  a  chaos  of  conflicting  times :  but  even  a  chaotic 
world  must  have  its  centre,  and  revolution  round  that  centre ; 
there  is  no  pure  entire  Confusion,  but  all  such  presupposes 
its  opposite,  before  it  can  begin.^ 
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very  good  symptom  either  of  nations  or  in 
ey  deal  much  in  vaticination.      Happy  mer 
^resent,  for  its  bounty  suffices  them ;  and 
>r   its  duties   engage    them.       Our    grand 
:edl7  is,  not  to  Met  what  lies  dimly  at  a  dist 
hat  lies  clearly  at  hand. 

Know'st  thou  Tuterdaif,  its  aim  and  reiion ; 
Work'st  thou  well  Todajf,  for  worthy  tldngi  ? 
Gslmly  wait  the  Marrow' 9  hidden  seMon, 
Need'st  not  foar  what  hap  soe'er  it  hringi. 

\C%  '  large  discourse  of  reason  ^  unU  look  *  be 
and,  impatient  of  the  <  ignorant  present  ti 
in  anticipation  far  more  than  profits  him. 
unhappy  be  persuaded  that  the  evil  of  th 
t  for  it ;  and  the  ambitious  will  not  be  cont 
splendour,  but  paints  yet  more  glorious  trim 
id-curtain  of  the  future, 
case,  however,  is  still  worse  with  nations.  ] 
phets  are  not  one,  but  many ;  and  each  inc 
(  the  other;  so  that  the  fatidical  ftuy  sprea 
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the  rest,  in  the  furnace  where  all  are  cast  as  victuns  and  as 
fuel.  It  is  grievous  to  think,  that  this  noble  omnipotence  of 
Sympathy  has  been  so  rarely  the  Aaron Vrod  of  Truth  and 
Virtue,  and  so  often  the  EnchanterVrod  of  Wickedness  and 
Folly  !  No  solitary  miscreant,  scarcely  any  solitary  maniac, 
would  venture  on  sudi  actions  and  imaginations,  as  large 
communities  of  sane  men  have,  in  such  circumstances,  enter- 
tained as  sound  wisdom.  Witness  long  scenes  of  the  French 
Revolution,  in  these  late  times !  Levity  is  no  protection 
against  such  visitations,  nor  the  utmost  earnestness  of  char- 
acter. The  New-England  Puritan  bums  witches,  wrestles 
for  months  with  the  horrors  of  Satan'^s  invisible  world,  and 
all  ghastly  phantasms,  the  daily  and  hourly  precursors  of  the 
Last  Day;  then  suddenly  bethinks  him  that  he  is  frantic, 
weeps  bitterly,  prays  contritely,  and  the  history  of  that 
gloomy  season  lies  behind  him  like  a  frightful  dream. 

Old  England  too  has  had  her  share  of  such  frenzies  and 
panics;  though  happily,  like  other  old  maladies,  they  have 
grown  milder  of  late:  and  since  the  days  of  Titus  Oates 
have  mostly  passed  without  loss  of  men^s  lives;  or  indeed 
without  much  other  loss  than  that  of  reason,  for  the  time, 
in  the  sufferers.  In  this  mitigated  form,  however,  the  dis- 
temper is  of  pretty  regular  recurrence ;  and  may  be  reckoned 
on  at  intervals,  like  other  natural  visitations ;  so  that  reason- 
able men  deal  with  it,  as  the  Londoners  do  with  their  fogs, — 
go  cautiously  out  into  the  groping  crowd,  and  patiently  carry 
lanterns  at  noon;  knowing,  by  a  well-grounded  £Euth,  that 
the  sun  is  still  in  existence,  and  will  one  day  reappear.  How 
often  have  we  heard,  for  the  last  fifty  years,  that  the  country 
was  wrecked,  and  frist  sinking ;  whereas,  up  to  this  date,  the 
country  is  entire  and  afloat !  The  *  State  in  Danger  ^  is  a 
condition  of  things,  which  we  have  witnessed  a  hundred  times ; 
and  as  for  the  Church,  it  has  seldom  been  out  of  '  danger** 
since  we  can  remember  it. 

All  men  are  aware  that  the  present  is  a  crisis  of  this  sorts 
and  why  it  has  become  so.    The  repeal  of  the  Test  Acts,  and 


eel,  that  Intolerance  was,  and  could  be  nothii 

;  and  so,  mooring  under  the  lee,  they  had  an< 

ly  in  his  scaly  rind,  thinking  to  take  good  che 

ipace  they  did.      But  now  their  Leviathan  hs 

i  under ;  and  they  can  no  longer  be  fastened 

time ;  but  must  drift  forward  on  it,  even  li 

le  world :  no  very  appalling  fate,  we  think, 

imderstand  it;  which,  however,  they  will  n< 

on.     Their  little  island  it  gone;  sunk  deep 

eddies;  and  what  it  left  worth  oaring  for  i 

What  is  it  to  them  that  the  great  contine 

are  still  standing;   and  the  polestar  and  a 

in  the  heavens,  still  shining  and  eternal  ? 

little  haven  is  gone,  and  they  will  not  be  oomf 

ifore,  day  after  day,  in  all  manner  of  periodi 

publications,  the  most  lugubrious  predictioi 

The  King  has  virtually  abdicated;  the  C 

»  without  jointure ;  public  principle  is  gone ;  [ 

going ;  society,  in  short,  is  fast  falling  in  | 

e  <^  unmixed  evil  is  come  on  us. 

h  a  period,  it  was  to  be  expected  that  the  n 

ihould  be  more  than  usually  excited.     Acoon 

inarians  have  come  forth  on  the  right  hand,  ai 
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them.  Time  and  the  hours  will  bring  relief  to  all  parties. 
The  grand  encourager  of  Delphic  or  other  noises  is— the 
Echo.  Left  to  themselves,  they  will  the  sooner  dissipate, 
and  die  away  in  space. 

Meanwhile,  we  too  admit  that  the  present  is  an  important  \ 


time;  as  all  present  time  necessarily  is.  The  poorest  Day 
that  passes  over  us  is  the  conflux  of  two  Eternities ;  it  is 
made  up  of  currents  that  issue  from  the  remotest  Past, 
and  flow  onwards  into  the  remotest  Future.  We  were 
wise  indeed,  could  we  discern  truly  the  signs  of  our  own 
time ;  and  by  knowledge  of  its  wants  and  advantages,  wisely 
adjust  our  own  position  in  it.  Let  us,  instead  of  gazing 
idly  into  the  obscure  distance,  look  calmly  around  us,  for  a 
little,  on  the  perplexed  scene  where  we  stand.  Perhaps,  on  a 
more  serious  inspection,  something  of  its  perplexity  will  dis- 
appear, some  of  its  distinctive  characters  and  deeper  ten- 
dencies more  clearly  reveal  themselves;  whereby  our  own 
relations  to  it,  our  own  true  aims  and  endeavours,  in  it,  may 
also  become  clearer. 


\ 


\ 


Were  we  required  to  characterise  this  age  of  ours  by  any  \   ^A/ 
single  epithet,  we  should  be  tempted*  to  call  It,  not  an  Ueroi- 
cal,  Devotional,  Philosophical,  or  Moral  Age,  but,  above  all  , 

others,  the  Mechanical  Age.     It  is  the  Age  of  Machinery,  in         / 
every  outward  and  inward  sense  of  that  word ;  the  age  which^        / 
with  its  whole  undivided  might,  forwards^  teacbep  and  prac- 
tises the  great  art  of  adapting  means  to  ends.   .  Notiiing  k 
now  done  directly,  or  by  hand ;  all  is  by  rule  and  calculated 
contrivance.      For  the  simplest  operation,  some  helps  and 
accompaniments,  some   cunning   abbreviating  process   is   in 
readiness.      Our  old  modes  of  exertion  are  all  discredited, 
and   thrown   aside.     On   every  hand,  the  living^  artisan  is 
driven  from  his  workshop,  to  make  room  for  a  speedier,  in- 
animate  one.      The  shuttle  drops  from  the  fingers  of  the- 
weaver,  and  ialls  into  iron  fingers  that  ply  it  faster.     The' 
sailor  furls  his  sail,  and  lays  down  his  oar ;  and  bids  a  strong. 


»'  . 
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unwearied  servant,  on  vaporous  wings,  bear  him  through  the 
waters.  Men  have  crossed  oceans  by  steam ;  the  Birmingham 
Fire-king  has  visited  the  fabulous  East;  and  the  genius  of 
the  Cape,  were  there  any  Camoens  now  to  sing  it,  has  again 
been  alarmed,  and  with  far  stranger  thunders  than  Gamas. 

^^I^ere  is.no  end  to  macbineiy.     Even  the  horse  is  stripped 
'/  of  his  harness,  and  finds  a  fleet  fire-horse  yoked  in  his  stead. 

Nay,  we  have  an  artist  that  hatches  chickens  by  steam ;  the 
\-^'  veiy  brood-hen  is  to  be  superseded !     For  all  earthly,  and  for 

I  some  unearthly  purposes,  we  have  machines  and  mechanic 
furtherances ;  for  mincing  our  cabbages ;  for  casting  us  into 
magnetic  sleep.  We  remove  mountains,  and  make  seas  our 
smooth  Ughway ;  nothing  can  resist  us.  We  war  with  rude 
Nature ;  and,  by  our  resistless  engines,  come  ofi^  always  vic- 
i^  torious,  and  loaded  with  spoils. 

What  wonderful  accessions  have  thus  been  made,  and  are 

still  making,  to  the  physical  power  of  mankind ;  how  much 

better  fed,  clothed,  lodged   and,   in   all   outward   respects, 

[ffi^ '  accommodated  men  now  are,  or  might  be,  by  a  given  quantity 

of  labour,  is  a  grateful  reflection  which  forces  itself  on  every 
one.  What  changes,  too,  this  addition  of  power  is  intro- 
ducing into  the  Social  System;  how  wealth  has  more  and 
more  increased,  and  at  the  same  time  gathered  itself  more 
and  more  into  masses,  strangely  altering  the  old  relations, 
and  increasing  the  distance  between  the  rich  and  the  poor, 
will  be  a  question  for  Political  Economists,  and  a  much 
more  complex  and  important  one  than  any  they  have  yet 
engaged  with. 

But  leaving  these  matters  for  the  present,  let  us  observe 
how  the  mechanical  genius  of  our  time  has  diffused  itself 
into  quite  other  provinces^  Not  the  external  and  physical 
alone  is  now  managed  by  machinery,  but  the  internal  and 

spiritual  also. .  Here  too  nothing  follows  its  spontaneous 
coiurse,  nothing  is  left  to  be  accomplished  by  old  natural 
methods.  Everything  has  its  cunningly  devised  implements, 
its  preestaUished  apparatus ;  it  is  not  done  by  hand,  but  by 
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machin^.  Thus  we  have  machines  for  Education :  Lan- 
castrian machines;  Hamiltonian  machmes;  monitors,  maps 
and  emblems.  Instnjction,  that  mysterious  communing  of 
Wisdom  with  Ignorance,  is  no  longer  an  indefinable  tentative 
process,  requiring  a  study  of  individual  aptitudes,  and  a  per- 
petual variation  of  means  and  methods,  to  attain  the  same  \  ^, 
end ;  but  a  secure,  universal,  straightforward  business,  to  be  v.' 
conducted  in  the  gross,  by  proper  mechanism,  with  such  intel- 
lect as  comes  to  hand.  Then,  we  have  Religiousjuachines,  of  \  ^  ^  /. ' 
all  imaginable  varieties;  the  Bible-Society,  professing  a  far 
higher  and  heavenly  structure,  is  found,  on  inquiry,  to  be 
altogether  an  earthly  contrivance  :  supported  by  collection  of 
moneys,  by  fomenting  of  vanities,  by  puiBng,  intrigue  and 
chicane;  a  machine  for  converting  the  Heathen.  It  is  the 
same  in  all  other  departments.  Has  any  man,  or  any  society 
of  men,  a  truth  to  speak,  a  piece  of  spiritual  work  to  do ; 
they  can  nowise  proceed  at  once  and  with  the  mere  natural 
organs,  but  must  first  call  a  public  meeting,  appoint  com- 
mittees,  issue  prospectuses,  eat  a  public  dinner ;  in  a  word, 
construct  or  borrow  machinery,  wherewith  to  speak  it  and  do 
it.  Without  machinery  they  were  hopeless,  helpless ;  a  colony  u^ 
of  Hindoo  weavers  squatting  in  the  heart  of  Lancashire. 
Mark,  too,  how  every  machine  must  have  its  moving  power,  in 
some  of  the  great  currents  of  society ;  every  little  sect  among 
us,  Unitarians,  Utilitarians,  Anabaptists,  Phrenologists,  must 
have  its  Periodical,  its  monthly  or  quarterly  Magazine; — 
hanging  out,  like  its  windmill,  into  the  pofutaris  aura,  to 
grind  meal  for  the  society. 

With  individuals,  in  like  mcmner,  natural  strength  avails 
little.  No  individual  now  hopes  to  accomplish  the  poorest 
enterprise  single-handed  and  without  medianical  aids;  he 
must  make  interest  with  some  existing  corporation,  and  til 
his  field  witii  tiieu*  oxen.  In  tiiese  days,  more  emphatically 
than  ever,  *  to  live,  signifies  to  unite  with  a  party,  or  to  make 
one.'  Philosc^y,  Scienee^  Art^  Iitowituic»  all  depend  aa  / 
machinery.     No  Newton,  by  silent  meditation,  now  discovers/ 


and  Angelos,  and  Mozarts,  we  have  Royal  Aa 
ig,  Sculpture,  Music ;  whereby  the  languishin 
iy  be  strengthened,  as  by  the  more  generous 
Kitchen.  Literature,  too,  has  its  Paternos 
n,  its  Trade-dinners,  its  Editorial  conclave 
terranean,  puffing  bellows ;  so  that  books  i 
jedf  but,  in  a  great  measure,  written  and  s 
r, 

al  culture,  sipirituaLl^fiDefit  of  all  sorts,  is  urn 

iB^^SffienC  No  Queen  Christina,  in  these  time 

»r  her  Descartes ;  no  Sjng  Frederick  for  his  V 

fully  nourish  him  with  pensions  and  flatter 

of  taste,  who  wishes  to  enlighten  his  peop 

tnpose  a  new  tax,  and  with  the  proceeds  es 

ic   Institutes.       Hence    the   Royal    and   L 

the   Bibliotheques,  Glypoth^ues,   Technotl 

nt  us  in  all  capital  cities ;  like  so  many  well-f 

which  it  is  expected  the  stray  agencies  of  V 

n  of  their  own  accord,  and  hive  and  make 

lanner,  among  ourselves,  when  it  is  though 

is  declining,  we  have  only  to  vote  half-a-na 

bricks  and  mortar,  and  build  new  churche 

seems  they  have  gone  still  farther,  having  a 
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Men  are  grown  mechanical  in  hpfi^  ffnH  in  hpMJ,  m  w*^11  <**  ">    \  '  / 
hand.     Thejr  have  lost  faith  in  individual  eudef^vpur,  and  in  '    ^ 
liatural  force,  of  any  kind.     Not  for  internal  perfprtion^  but 
for  external  combinations  and  arrangsmontgy  &r  imtitntionn, 
constitutions, — for  Mechanism  of  one  sort  or  other,  do  they.., 
hope  and  struggle.   Their,  whole  efforts,  attachments,  opinions, 
turn  on  mechanism,  and  .are.  of  a.  mechanical  characteii. 

We  may  trace  this  tendency  in  all  the  great  manifestations  \ 
of  our  time;  in  its  intellectual  aspect,  the  studies  it  most  | 
favours  and  its  manner  of  conducting  them ;  in  its  practical 
aspects,  its  politics,  arts,  religion,  morals;  in  the  whole 
sources,  and  throughout  the  whole  currents,  of  its  spiritual, 
no  less  than  its  material  activity. 

Consider,  for  example,  the  state  of  Science  generally,  in  \ 
Europe,  at  this  period.  It  is  admitted,  on  all  sides,  that  the 
Metaphysical  and  Moral  Sciences  are  falling  into  decay,  while 
the  Physical  are  engrossing,  every  day,  more  respect  and  atten- 
tion. In  most  of  the  European  nations  there  is  now  no  such 
thing  as  a  Science  of  Mind  ;  only  more  or  less  advancement 
in  the  general  science,  or  the  special  sciences,  of  matter.  The 
French  were  the  first  to  desert  Metaphysics ;  and  though  they 
have  lately  affected  to  revive  their  school,  it  has  yet  no  signs 
of  vitality.  The  land  of  Malebranche,  Pascal,  Descartes  and 
Fenelon,  has  now  only  its  Cousins  and  Villemains ;  while,  in 
the  department  of  Physics,  it  reckons  far  other  names.  Among 
ourselves,  the  Philosophy  of  Mind,  after  a  rickety  infancy,  which 
never  reached  the  vigour  of  manhood,  fell  suddenly  into  decay, 
languished  and  finally  died  out,  with  its  last  amiable  culti- 
vator, Professor  Stewart.  In  no  nation  but  Germany  has 
any  decisive  effort  been  made  in  psychological  science ;  not  to 
speak  of  any  decisive  result.  The  science  of  the  age,  in  short, 
is  physical,  chemical,  physiological ;  in  all  shapes  mechanical. 
Our  favourite  Mathematics,  the  highly  prized  exponent  of  all 
these  other  sciences,  has  also  become  more  and  more  mechani- 
cal. Excellence  in  what  is  called  its  higher  departments  \ 
depends  less  on  natoral  genius  than  on  acquired  eipertness  in 


part  than  steady  turning  of  the  handle.      V 
ithematics  than  ever ;  but  less  Mathesis.     Arc 
:o  could  not  have  read  the  Mecanique  Cttes 
rould  the  whole  French  Institute  see  aught 
God  geometrises  ! '  but  a  sentimental  rodomoi 
Mxr  whole  Metaphysics  itself,  from  Locke's  timi 
IS  been  physical ;  not  a  spiritual  philosophy 
one.    The  singular  estimation  in  which  his  Ei 
held  as  a  scientific  work  (an  estimation  gr 
Q  the  estimable  character  of  the  man)  will  one 
a  curious  indication  of  the  spirit  of  these  timi 
x;trine  is  mechanical,  in  its  aim  and  origin 
Lud  its  results.     It  is  not  a  philosophy  of  the 
ere  discussion  concerning  the  origin  of  our  coi 
ideas,  or  whatever  else  they  are  called ;    a 
f  what  we  see  m  the  mind.     The  grand  se 
and   Freewill,   of  the   Mind^s  vital  or   n< 
ice  on  Matter,  of  our  mysterious  relations  t 
e,  to  Grod,  to  the  Universe,  are  not,  in  the 
inched  on  in  these  inquiries ;  and  seem  not 
est  connexion  with  them. 
Ast  class  of  our  Scotch  Metaphysicians  had 
lat  much  of  this  was  wrong ;  but  they  knew  i 
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the  world  into  bottomless  abysses. of  Afhpigm  uml  PAfAliatyi 
But  the  chain  somehow  snapped  between  them ;  and  the 
issue  has  been  that  nobody  now  cares  about  either, — any 
more  than  about  Hartley^s,  Darwin\  or  Friestley^s  contem- 
poraneous doings  in  England.  Hartley's  vibrations  and 
vibratiuncles,  one  would  think,  were  material  and  mechanical 
enough ;  but  our  Continental  neighbours  have  gone  still 
farther.  One  of  their  philosophers  has  lately  discovered, 
that  *as  the  liver  secretes  bile,  so  does  the  brain  secrete 
thought^;  which  astonishing  discovery  Dr.  Cabanis,  more 
lately  still,  in  his  Rapports  du  Physique  et  du  Morale  de 
THomme^  has  pushed  into  its  minutest  developments. 

The  metaphysical  philosophy  of  this  last  inquirer  is  cer- 
tainly no  shadowy  or  unsubstantial  one.  He  fairly  lays  open 
our  moral  structure  with  his  dissecting-knives  and  real  metal 
probes ;  and  exhibits  it  to  the  inspection  of  mankind,  by 
Leuwenhoek  microscopes,  and  inflation  with  the  anatomical 
blowpipe.  Thought,  he  is  inclined  to  hold,  is  still  secreted 
by  the  brain ;  but  then  Poetry  and  Religion  (and  it  is  really 
worth  knowing)  are  *  a  product  of  the  smaller  intestines  ^  I 
We  have  the  greatest  admiration  for  this  learned  doctor: 
with  what  scientific  stoicism  he  walks  through  the  land  of 
wonders,  unwondering ;  like  a  wise  man  through  some  huge, 
gaudy,  imposing  Vauxhall,  whose  fire-works,  cascades  and 
symphonies,  the  vulgar  may  enjoy  and  believe  in, — but  where 
he  finds  nothing  real  but  the  saltpetre,  pasteboard  and  catgut. 
His  book  may  be  regarded  as  the  ultimatum  of  mechanical 
metaphysics  in  our  time ;  a  remarkable  realisation  of  what 
in  Martinus  Scriblerus  was  still  only  an  idea,  that  *  as  the 
jack  had  a  meat-roasting  quality,  so  had  the  body  a  thinking 
quality,^ — upon  the  strength  of  which  the  Nurembergers  were 
to  build  a  wood-and-leather  man,  ^  who  should  reason  as  well 
as  most  country  parsons.^  Yaucanson  did  indeed  make  a 
wooden  duck,  that  seemed  to  eat  and  digest ;  but  that  bold 
scheme  of  the  Nurembergers  remained  for  a  more  modem 
virtuoso. 

VOL.  II.  K 


iujLL  iiiit:  ui,  AiH|ufti'^.  '  *iii  liut,  ail   iiiwuru  pen 
been  diffusing  itself,  and  now  and  then  even 
nee,  That,  except  the  external,  there  are  n 
that  to  the  inward  world  (if  there  be  any)  oi 
e   road  is  through    the   outwai'd ;    that,    in 
Qot  be  investigated  and   understood  mpch^i 
»  investigated  and  understood  at  all.     We 
particularly  to  these  intellectual  propensities 
:  symptoms  of  our  age,  because  Opinion  is 
bly  related  to  Action,  first  as  cause,  then  as 
peculative  tendency  of  any  age  will  therefore  g 
Lole,  the  best  indications  of  its  practical  tende 
re,  for  example,  is  the  deep,  almost  exdusivi 
1  Mechanism  more  visible  than  in  the  Politics 
dl  government  does  by  its  nature  include  muc 
ical,  and  must  be  treated  accordingly.     We  t 
i  ordinary  language,  the  Machine  of  Societ; 
as  the  grand  working  wheel  from  whidi  all  ] 
must  derive,  or  to  which  they  must  adapt 
s.      Considered  merely  as  a  metaphor,  all  ' 
^ ;  but  here,  as  in  so  many  other  cases,  the 
self  into  a  shell,^  and  the  shadow  we  have  wa 
mds  terrible  before  us  and  will  not  depart  i 
Government  includes    mudi   also    thi^J;    i 
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cry  which,  every  one  now  sees,  must  and  will  be  answered,  is : 
Give  us  a  reform  of  Government !  A  good  structure  of  legis- 
lation, a  proper  check  upon  the  executive,  a  wise  arrangement 
of  the  judiciary,  is  all  that  is  wanting  for  human  happiness. 
The  Philosopher  of  this  age  is  not  a  Socrates,  a  Plato,  a 
Hooker,  or  Taylor,  who  inculcates  on  men  the  necessity  and 
infinite  worth  of  moral  goodness,  the  great  truth  that  our 
happiness  depends  on  the  mind  which  is  within  us,  and  not 
on  the  circumstances  which  are  without  us ;  but  a  Smith,  a 
De  Lolme,  a  Bentham,  who  chiefly  inculcates  the  reverse  of 
this, — that  our  happiness  depends  entirely  on  external  cir- 
cumstances ;  nay,  that  the  strength  and  dignity  of  the  mind 
within  us  is  itself  the  creature  and  consequence  of  these. 
Were  the  laws,  the  government,  in  good  order,  all  were  well 
with  us ;  the  rest  would  care  for  itself !  Dissentients  from 
this  opinion,  expressed  or  implied,  are  now  rarely  to  be  met 
with ;  widely  and  angrily  as  men  differ  in  its  application,  the 
principle  is  admitted  by  all. 

Equally  mechanical,  and  of  equal  simplicity,  are  the  methods 
proposed  by  both  parties  for  completing  or  securing  this  all- 
sufficient  perfection   of  arrangement.     It  is  no  longer  the~l 
moral,  religious,  spiritual  condition  of  the  people  that  is  our  / 
concern,  but  their  physical,  practical,  economical  condition,  as  j 
regulated  by  public  laws.    Tlius  is  the  Body-politic  more  than 
ever  worshipped  and  tendered ;  but  the  Soul-politic  less  than 
ever.     Love  of  country,  in  any  high  or  generous  sense,  in  any 
other  than  an  almost  animal  sense,  or  mere  habit,  has  little 
importance  attached  to  it  in  such  reforms,  or  in  the  opposition 
shown  them.     Men  are  to   be  guided   only  by   their  self- 
interests.     Good  government  is  a  good  balancing  of  these; 
and,  except  a  keen  eye  and  appetite  for  self-interest,  requires , 
no  virtue  in  any  quarter.     To  both  parties  it  is  emphatically  | 
a  machine :  to  the  discontented,  a  ^  taxing-machine  '* ;  to  the 
contented,  a  *  machine  for  securing  property.^*   Its  duties 
and  its   faults  are  not  those  of  a  father,  but  of  an  active 
parish-constable. 


T>  A11V.1 


11    ail    Uteres  venerate   and   long   f< 
f  come  to  inhabit  it ;  and  under  her  healing  ' 
LIS  influence  will  wither,  every  good  and  sa 
and   more  expand.      Nay,  so  devoted   are  ^ 
pie,  and  at  the  same  time  so  curiously  mecha 
iv   trade,  specially  grounded    on  it,  has  aris 
ider  the  name  of  ^  Codification,^  or  codemaki 
Lct ;  whereby  any  people,  for  a  reasonable  con 
«  accommodated  with  a  patent  code ; — more  ( 
IS  individuals  with  patent  breeches,  for  the  p 
^  to  be  measured  first. 

us  who  live  in  the  midst  of  all  this,  and 
]y  theffaith,  hope  and  practice  of  every  oni 
Bchanism/of  one  kind  or  other,  it  is  apt  to  m 
eJ,  and  as  if  it  could  never  have  been  otherwise 
s,  if  we  recollect  or  reflect  a  little,  we  shall  : 
t  has  been,  and  mi^t again  be  otherwise.  iTh 
echanism, — meaning  thereby  political,  ecclesii 
outward  establishments, — was  once  considere 
ig,  and  we  are  persuaded  can  at  any  time  emt 
ited  portion  of  man^s  interests,  and  by  no  n 
A  portion^) 
speak  a  little  pedantically,  there  is  a  science  of 
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shape  of  immediate  ^  motives,^  as  hope  of  reward,  or  as  fear  of 
punishment. 

Now  it  is  certain,  that  in  former  times  the  wise  men,  the 
enlightened  lovers  of  their  kind,  who  appeared  generally 
as  Moralists,  Poets  or  Priests,  did,  without  neglecting  the 
Mechanical  province,  deal  chiefly  with  the  Dynamical ;  apply- 
ing themselves  chiefly  to  regulate,  increase  and  purify  the 
inward  primary  powers  of  man;  and  fancying  that  herein 
lay  the  main  difficulty,  and  the  best  service  they  could  under- 
take. But  a  wide  difierence  is  manifest  in  our  age.  For  the 
wise  men,  who  now  appear  as  Political  Philosophers,  deal 
exclusively  with  the  Mechanical  province;  and  occupying 
themselves  in  counting-up  and  estimating  men'^s  motives, 
strive  by  curious  checking  and  balancing,  and  other  adjust-  V 

ments  of  Profit   and   Loss,  to   guide   them  to  their  true  V'' 

advantage:   while,  unfortunately,  those  same  ^motives*  are         ^^*  ^. 
so  innumerable,  and  so  variable  in  every  individual,  that  no      *<^     ,.(, 
really  useful  conclusion  can  ever  be  drawn  from  their  enumera-  ^     y^  '     * 
tion.     But  though  Mechanism,  wisely  contrived,  has  done  \'y\ 

much  for  man  in  a  social  and  moral  point  of  view,  we  cannot  'j  \/^  J^ 
be  persuaded  that  it  has  ever  been  the  chief  source  of  his  ^*-*'-_.^''' 
worth  or  happiness.  Consider  the  great  elements  of  human  ,  ^  *' 
enjoyment,  the  attainments  and  possessions  that  exalt  man^s 
life  to  its  present  height,  and  see  what  part  of  these  he  owes 
to  institutions,  to  Mechanism  of  any  kind ;  and  what  to  the 
instinctive,  unbounded  force,  which  Nature  herself  lent  him, 
and  still  continues  to  him.  Shall  we  say,  for  example,  that 
Science  and  Art  are  indebted  principally  to  the  founders  of 
Schools  and  Universities  ?  Did  not  Science  originate  rather, 
and  gain  advancement,  in  the  obscure  closets  of  the  Roger 
Bacons,  Keplers,  Newtons;  in  the  workshops  of  the  Fausts 
and  the  Watts ;  wherever,  and  in  what  guise  soever  Nature, 
from  the  first  times  downwards,  had  sent  a  gifted  spirit  upon 
the  earth  ?  Again,  were  Homer  and  Shakspeare  members  ct 
any  beneficed  guild,  or  made  Poets  by  means  of  it  ?  Were 
Painting  and  Sculpture  created  by  forethought,  brought  into 


^ J    ,*.v*icipiicu    or    improve( 

or    niaiuiring   of  institutions.       Generally 
ve  derived  only  partial  help  from  these ;  ofte 
ftered  damage.      They  made    constitutions  f 
They  originated  in  the  Dynamical  nature 
lis  Mechanical  nature,  j 

0  take  an  infi[mtely  higher  instance,  that  of  tl 
ligion,  which,  under  every  theory  of  it,  in  the 
lieving  mind,  must  ever  be  regarded  as  the  ( 
yt   rather  the  life   and  soul,  of  our  whole 
:  How  did  Christianity  arise  and  spread  abroai 
Was  it  by  institutions,  and  establishments  a 
d  systems  of  mechanism  ?     Not  so ;  on  the  c 
ast  and  existing  institutions  for  those  ends,  it 
as  invariably  been  found  to  languish  and  dec 

1  the  mystic  deeps  of  man^s  soul;    and  was 
by  the  ^  preaching  of  the  word,^  by  simple,  alt 

and  individual  efforts ;  and  flew,  like  hallow 
tart  to  heart,  till  all  were  purified  and  illumin 

its  heavenly  light  shone,  as  it  still  shines,  and 

will  ever  shine,  through  the  whole  dark  desti 
Here  again  was  no  Mechanism ;  man^s  highest 
as  accomplished  I>3mamically,  not  Mechanicall} 

we  wiU  venture  to  say,  that  no  high  attainnu 
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always  for  some  invisible  and  infinite  one.    The  Crusades  took 
their  rise  in  Religion ;  their  visible  object  was,  commercially 
speaking,  worth  nothing.     It  _  wag   the   boundleap   Invirible 
world  thatjuras.Jaid  bare  in.  the  imaginations  <)£ -these  m€n-t>- 
and  in  its  burning  light,  the  visible  .shrunk  as  a.sccolL     Not 
mechanical,  nor  produced  by  mechanical  means,  was  this  VApt 
movement.     No  dining  at  Freemasons^  Tavern,  with  the  other 
long  train  of  modem  machinery ;  no  cunning  reconciliation  of 
*  vested  interests,^  was  required  here :  only  the  passionate  voice    f"!^ 
of  one  man,  the  rapt  soul  looking  through,  the.  ^yfi|.of  yne  - 
man;   and  rugged,  steel-clad  Europe  trembled  beneath  his 
words,  and  followed  him  whither  he  listed.^    In  later  ages  it 
was  still  the  same.    The  Reformation  had  an  invisible,  mystic 
and  ideal  aim;    the  result  was  indeed  to  be  embodied  in 
external  things ;  but  its  spirit,  its  worth,  was  internal,  in- 
visible, infinite.     Our  English  Revolution  too  originated  in 
Religion.     Men  did  battle,  in  those  old  days,  not  for  Puise- 
sake,  but  for  Conscience-sake.     Nay,  in  our  own  days,  it  is  no 
way  different.     The  Frendi  Revolution  itself  had  something 
higher  in  it  than  cheap  bread  and  a  Habeas-coipos  act.,JSgs^ 
too  was  an  Idea ;  a  Dynamic,  not  a  l^^Aagjc  force.     It  was 
a  struggle,  though  a  blind  and  at  last  an  insane  one,  for  the     / 
infinite,  divine  nature  of  Right,  of  Freedom,  of  Country. 

Thus  does  man,  in  every  age,  vindicate,  consciously 
unconsciously,  his  celestial  birthright.  Thus  does  Nature 
hold  on  her  wondrous,  unquestionable  course;  ftfid.AU.iNir- 
systems  and  theories  are  but  so  many  froth-eddiea.  as  sand- 
banks,  which  from  time  to  time  she  casts  up,  and  washes 
away.  When  we  can  drain  the  Ocean  into  mill-ponds,  and 
bottle-up  the  Force  of  Gravity,  to  be  sold  by  retail,  in  gas 
jars;  then  may  we  hope  to  comprehend  the  infinitudes  of 
man'^s  soul  under  formulas  of  Profit  and  Loss ;  and  rule  over 
this  too,  as  over  a  patent  engine,  by  checks,  and  valves,  and 
balances. 

Nay,  even  with  regard  to  Grovemment  itself,  can  it  be 
necessary  to  remind  any  one  that  Freedom,  without  which 


re   and  product   of  Mechanism ;    but,    in  a 
its  creator  and  producer :  it  is  the  noble  P< 

the  noble  Government ;  rather  than  convei 
hole,  Institutions  are  much ;  but  they  ar» 
eest  and  highest  spirits  of  the  world  have  < 
under  strange  outward  circumstances :  Saint 
dther  Apostles  were  politically  slaves;  Epi< 
ally  one.  Again,  forget  the  influences  of  Ch 
m,  and  ask :  What  countries  produced  Colu 
isas  t     Or,  descending  fiom  virtue  and  heroisi 

and  spiritual  talent :  Cortes,  Pizarro,  Alba, 
paniards  of  the  sixteenth  century  were  indispi 
b  nation  of  Europe :  yet  they  had  the  Inquii 
n.  They  have  the  same  government  at  this 
^  lowest  nation.  The  Dutch  too  have  retai 
nstitution ;  but  no  Siege  of  Leyden,  no  Wi 

not  even  an  Egmont  or  De  Witt  any  longe 

them.  With  ourselves  also,  where  much  haf 
las  nowise  followed  cause  as  it  should  have  d 
ies  ago,  the  Commons  Speaker  addressed  Que 
n  bended  knees,  happy  that  the  viragoes  foo 
nite  him ;  yet  the  people  were  then  goveme 
lereagh,  but  by  a  Burghley ;  they  had  their  S 
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died  into  a  faint  tradition,  of  no  value  as  a  practical  principle. 
To  judge  by  the  loud  clamour  of  our  Constitution-builders, 
Statists,  Economists,  directors,  creators,  reformers  of  Public 
Societies;   in  a  word,  all  manner  of  Mechanists,  from  the 
Cartwright  up  to  the  Code-maker;  and  by  the  nearly  total  \ 
silence  of  all  Preachers  and  Teachers  who  should  give  a  voice    \ 
to  Poetry,  Religion  and  Morality,  we  might  fancy  either  that 
man^s  Dynamical  nature  was,  to  all  spiritual  intents,  extinct, 
or  else  so  perfected  that  nothing  more  was  to  be  made  of  it        ^' 
by  the  old  means;  and  henceforth  only  in  his  Mechanical 
contrivances  did  any  hope  exist  for  him. 

To  define  the  limits  of  these  two  departments  of  man^s 
activity,  which  work  into  one  another,  and  by  means  of  one 
another,  so  intricately  and  inseparably,  were  by  its  nature  an 
impossible  attempt.  Their  relative  importance,  even  to  the 
wisest  mind,  will  vary  in  diflerent  times,  according  to  the 
special  wants  and  dispositions  of  those  times.  Meanwhile, 
it  seems  clear  enough  that  only  in  the  right  oodrdination  of  ^ 
the  two,  and  the  vigorous  forwarding  of  hcffh^  does  our  true 
line  of  action  lie.  Undue  cultivation .  of.  the  inwaid  or 
Dynamical  province  leads  to  idle,  visionary,  impracticable 
courses,'  and,  especially  in  rude  eras,  to  Superstition  and 
Fanaticism,  with  their  long  train  of  baleful  and  well-known 
evils.  Undue  cultivation  of  the  outward,  again,  though  lessv 
immediately  prejudicial,  and  even  for  the  time  productive  of  '. 
many  palpable  benefits,  must,  in  the  long-run,  by  destroying 
Moral  Force,  which  is  the  parent  of  all  other  Force,  prove 
not  less  certainly,  and  perhaps  still  more  hopelessly,  per- 
nicious. This,  we  take  it,  is  the  grand  characteristic  of  our 
age.  By  our  skill  in  Mechanism,  it  has  come  to  pass,  that 
in  the  management  of  external  things  we  excel  all  other 
ages ;  while  in  whatever  respects  the  pure  moral  nature,  in  ' 
true  dignity  of  soul  and  character,  we  are  perhaps  inferior  to 
most  civilised  ages. 

In  fact,  if  we  look  deeper,  we  shall  find  that  this  faith  in 
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Mechanism  has  now  struck  its  roots  down  into  maii'fi  most 
intitnate,  primary  sources  of  conviction  ;  and  is  thence  send- 
ing up,  over  his  whole  life  and  activity,  innumerable  stems, — 
fruit-bearing  and  poison -bearing.  The  truth  is,  men  hftve 
iost  their  belief  in  the  Invisible,  and  believe,  and  hope,  aod 
work  only  in  the  Visible ;  or,  to  speak  it  in  other  words : 
Ijiis  is  not  a  ReligioiiB  age  .  Only  the  material,  the  im- 
mediately practical,  not  the  divine  and  spiritual,  is  important 
to  us.  The  infinite,  absolute  character  of  Virtue  has  passed 
into  a  finite,  conditional  one;  it  is  no  longer  a  worship  of 
the  Beautiful  and  Good;  but  a  calculation  of  the  Profitable. 
Worship,  indeed,  in  any  sense,  ia  not  recognised  among  us, 
,or  is  mechanically  explained  into  Fear  of  pain,  or  Hope  of 
pleasure.  Our  true  Deity  is  Mechanism.  It  has  subdued 
external  Nature  for  us,  and  we  think  it  will  do  all  other 
things.  We  ore  Giants  in  physical  power :  in  a  deeper  than 
metaphorical  sense,  we  are  Titans,  that  strive,  by  heaping  x 
mountain  on  mountain,  to  conquer  Heaven  also. 

The  strong  Mechanical  character,  so  visible  in  the  spiritual 
pursuits  and  methods  of  this  age,  may  be  traced  much  farther 
into  the  condition  and  prevailing  disposition  of  our  spiritual 
nature  itself.  Consider,  for  example,  the  general  feLshion  of 
Intellect  in  this  era.  Intellect,  the  power  man  has  of  know- 
ing and  believing,  is  now  nearly  synonymous  with  Logic,  or 
the  mere  power  of  arranging  and  communicating.  Its  imple- 
ment is  not  Meditation,  but  Argument.  '  Cause  and  effect ' 
is  almost  the  only  category  under  which  we  look  at,  and 
work  with,  all  Nature.  Our  first  question  with  regard  to 
any  object  is  not.  What  is  it  P  but,  How  is  it  F  We  are  no 
longer  instinctively  driven  to  apprehend,  and  lay  to  heart, 
what  is  Good  and  Lovely,  but  rather  to  inquire,  as  onlookers, 
how  it  is  produced,  whence  it  comes,  whither  it  goes.  Our 
favourite  Philosophers  have  no  love  and  no  hatred ;  they 
stand  among  us  not  to  do,  nor  to  create  anything,  but  as  a 
sort  of  Logic-mills,  to  grind  out  the  true  causes  and  effects 
of  all  that  is  done  and  created.     To  the  eye  of  a  Smith, 
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a  Hume  or  a  Oonstant,  all  is  well  that  works  quietly.  An 
Order  of  Ignatius  Loyola,  a  Presbyterianism  of  John  Knox, 
a  Wicklifie  or  a  Henry  the  Eighth,  are  simply  so  many 
mechanical  phenomena,  caused  or  causing. 

The  Euphuist  of  our  day  differs  much  from  his  pleasant 
predecessors.  An  intellectual  dapperling  of  these  times 
boasts  chiefly  of  his  irresistible  perspicacity,  his  ^dweUing 
in  the  daylight  of  truth,^  and  so  forth ;  which,  on  examina- 
tion, turns  out  to  be  a  dwelling  in  the  rti^light  of  *  closet- 
logic,^  and  a  deep  unconsciousness  that  there  is  any  other 
light  to  dwell  in   or  any  other  objects  to  survey  with   it.  ^  f 

Wonder,  indeed,  is,  on  all  hands,  dying  out :  it  is  the  sign  .    ^y^^ 

of  uncultivation  to  wonder.     Speak  to  any  small  man  of  a^  *     V  ) 

high,  majestic  Reformation,  of  a  high  majestic  Luther ;  and  \     ^^ /^  J 
forthwith  he  sets  about  *  accounting  ^  for  it;  how  the  •dr-    \    /  v\*^* 
cumstances  of  the   time^  called  for  such  a  character,  and  ^ 

found  him,  we  suppose,  standing  girt  and  road-ready,  to  do 
its  errand;  how  the  ^circumstances  o!  the  time^  created, 
fashioned,  floated  him  quietly  along  into  the  result ;  how,  in 
short,  this  small  man,  had  he  been  there,  could  have  per- 
formed the  like  himself!  For  it  is  the  < force  of  circum- 
stances ^  that  does  everything ;  the  force  of  one  man  can  do 
nothing.  Now  all  this  is  grounded  on  little  more  than  a 
metaphor.  We  figure  Society  as  a  ^  Machine,^  and  that  mind 
is  opposed  to  mind,  as  body  is  to  body ;  whereby  two,  or  at 
most  ten,  little  minds  must  be  stronger  than  one  great  mind. 
Notable  absurdity !  For  the  plain  truth,  very  plain,  we 
think  is,  that  minds  are  opposed  to  minds  in  quite  a  diflerent 
way ;  and  one  man  that  iias  a.  higher  Wisdom,,  a  hitherto  ;i- 
unknown  spiritual  Truth  in  him,  is  stronger,  not  than  ten 
men  that  have  it  not,  or  than  ten  thousand,  but  than  all  men 
that  have  it  not;  and  stands  anKmg-  them-  with- a  quite 
ethereal,  angelic  power,  as  with  a  sword  out  of  Heaven^s  own 
armory,  sky-tempered,  which  no  buckler,  and  no  tower  of 
brass,  will  finally  withstand. 

But  to  us,  in  these  times,  such  considerations  rarely  occur* 
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We  enjoy,  *e  see  nothing  hy  direct  vision  ;  but  only  by  refleo 
tion,  and  in  anatomical  dismemberment.  Like  Sir  Hudibraa, 
for  every  Why  we  must  have  a  Wlierefore.  We  have  our 
little  theory  on  ail  human  and  divine  things.  Poetry,  the 
workings  of  genius  itself,  which  in  all  times,  with  one  or 
another  meaning,  has  been  called  Inspiration,  and  held  to  be 
mysterious  and  inscrutable,  is  no  longer  without  its  scientific 
exposition.  The  building  of  the  lofty  rhyme  ia  like  any  other 
masonry  or  bricklaying :  we  have  theories  of  its  rise,  height, 
decline  and  fall, — which  latter,  it  would  seem,  is  now  near, 
among  all  people.  Of  our  '  Theories  of  Taste,^  as  they  are 
called,  wherein  the  deep,  infinite,  unspeakable  Love  of  Wisdom 
and  Beauty,  which  dwells  in  all  men,  is  *  explained,'  made 
mechanically  visible,  ftxim  *  Association '  and  the  like,  why 
should  we  say  anything  P  Hume  has  written  us  a  *  Natural 
History  of  Religion ' ;  in  which  one  Natural  History  all  the 
the  rest  are  included.  Strangely  too  does  the  general  feeling 
coindde  with  Hume's  in  this  wonderful  problem  ;  for  whether 
his  '  Natural  History '  be  the  right  one  or  not,  that  Religion 
must  have  a  Natural  History,  M  of  us,  cleric  and  laic,  seem 
to  be  agreed.  He  indeed  r^ards  it  as  a  Disease,  we  again  as 
Health ;  so  far  there  is  a  difierence ;  but  in  our  first  principle 
we  are  at  one. 

To  what  extent  theological  Unbelief,  we  mean  intellectual 
dissent  from  the  Church,  in  its  view  of  Holy  Writ,  prevails  at 
this  day,  would  be  a  highly  important,  were  it  not,  under  any 
circumstances,  au  almost  impossible  inquiry.  But  the  Unbe- 
lief, whidi  is  of  a  still  more  fundamental  character,  every 
man  may  see  prev^ling,  with  scarcely  any  but  the  faintest 
contradiction,  all  around  bim ;  even  in  the  Pulpit  itself. 
Religion  in  most  countries,  more  or  less  in  every  country,  is 
no  longer  what  it  was,  and  should  be, — a  thousand-voiced 
psalm  ft'om  the  heart  of  Man  to  his  invisible  Father,  the 
fountain  of  all  Goodness,  Beauty,  Truth,  and  revealed  in  every 
_  revelation  of  these ;  but  for  the  most  part,  a  wise  prudential 
feeling  grounded  on  mere  calculation ;  a  matter,  as  all  others 
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now  are,  of  Expediency  and  Utility ;  whereby  some  smaller 
quantum  of  earthly  enjoyment  may  be  exchanged  for  a  far 
larger  quantum  of  celestial  enjoyment.  Thns  Religion  too  is 
Profit,  jA  working  for .wagssL;  not JBjeverence,  but- vulgar  Hope 
ev-.Eear.  Many,  we  know,  very  many  we  hope,  are  still 
religious  in  a  far  different  sense;  were  it  not  so,  our  case 
were  too  desperate :  but  to  witness  that  such  is  the  temper  of 
the  times,  we  take  any  calm  observant  man,  who  agrees  or 
disagrees  in  our  feeling  on  the  matter,  and  ask  him  whether 
our  view  of  it  is  not  in  general  well-founded. 

Literature  too,  if  we  consider  it,  gives  similar  testimony. 
At  no  former  era  has  Literature,  the  printed  communication 
of  Thought,  been  of  such  importance  as  it  is  now.  We  often 
hear  that  the  Church  is  in  danger ;  and  truly  so  it  is^ — ^in  a 
danger  it  seems  not  to  know  of :  for,  with  its  tithes  in  the 
most  perfect  safety,  its  functions  are  becoming  more  and  more 
superseded.  The  true  Church  of  England,  at  this  moment, 
lies  in  the  Editors  of  its  Newspapers.  These  preach  to  the 
people  daily,  weekly ;  admonishing  kings  themselves ;  advising 
peace  or  war,  with  an  authority  which  only  the  first  Re- 
formers, and  a  long-past  class  of  Popes,  were  possessed  of; 
inflicting  moral  censure;  imparting  moral  encouragement, 
consolation,  edification  ;  in  all  ways  diligently  ^  administering 
the  Discipline  of  the  Church.*  It  may  be  said  too,  that  in 
private  disposition  the  new  Preachers  somewhat  resemble  the 
Mendicant  Friars  of  old  times :  outwardly  full  of  holy  zeal ; 
inwardly  not  without  stratagem,  and  hunger  for  terrestrial 
things.  But  omitting  this  class,  and  the  boundless  host  of 
watery  personages  who  pipe,  as  they  are  able,  on  so  many 
scrannel  straws,  let  us  look  at  the  higher  regions  of  Litera* 
ture,  where,  if  anywhere,  the  pure  melodies  of  Poesy  and 
Wisdom  should  be  heard.  Of  natural  talent  there  is  no 
deficiency  :  one  or  two  richly-endowed  individuals  even  give  us 
a  superiority  in  this  respect.  But  what  is  the  song  they 
sing  ?  Is  it  a  tone  of  the  Memnon  Statue,  breathing  music 
as  the  liffht  first  touches  it  P     A  *  liquid  wisdom,*  disclosing 
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to  0111'  sense  the  deep,  infinite  harmonies  of  Nature  and  man's 
soul?  Alas,  no  I  It  is  not  a  matin  or  vesper  byoin  to  tiie 
Spirit  of  Beauty,  but  a  fierce  clashing  of  cymbals,  and  shout- 
ing of  multitudes,  as  children  pass  through  the  fire  to 
Moloch  !  Poetry  itself  has  no  eye  for  the  Invisible.  Beauty 
is  no  longer  the  god  it  worships,  but  souie  brute  image  of 
Strength ;  which  we  may  call  an  idol,  for  true  Strength  is 
one  and  the  same  with  Beauty,  and  its  worship  also  is  a 
hymn.  The  meek,  silent  Light  can  mould,  create  and  purify 
all  Nature;  but  the  loud  Whirlwind,  the  sign  and  product  of 
Disunion,  of  Weakness,  passes  on,  and  is  forgotten.  How 
widely  this  veneration  for  the  physically  Strongest  has  spread 
itself  through  Literature,  any  one  may  judge  who  reads  either 
criticism  or  poem.  We  praise  a  work,  not  as  '  true,'  but  as 
'strong';  our  highest  praise  is  that  it  haa  'affected'  us,  has 
'terrified'  us.  All  this,  it  has  been  well  observed,  is  the 
*  maximum  of  the  Barbarous,'  the  symptom,  not  of  vigorous 
refinement,  but  of  luxurious  corruption.  It  speaks  much,  too, 
for  men's  indestructible  love  of  truth,  that  nothing  of  this 
kind  will  abide  with  them ;  that  even  the  talent  of  a  Byron 
cannot  permanently  seduce  us  into  idol-worship ;  that  he  too, 
with  all  bis  wild  siren  charming,  already  begins  to  be  disre- 
garded and  forgotten. 

Again,  with  respect  to  our  Moral  condition :  here  also  he 
who  runs  may  read  that  the  same  physical,  medianical  influ- 
ences are  everywhere  busy.  For  the  *  superior  morality,'  of 
which  we  hear  so  much,  we  too  would  desire  to  be  thankful : 
at  the  same  time,  it  were  but  blindness  to  deny  that  this 
'  superior  morality '  is  properly  rather  an  '  inferior  criminality,' 
produced  not  by  greater  love  of  Virtue,  but  by  greater  perfec- 
tion of  Police ;  and  of  that  far  subtler  and  stronger  Police, 
called  Public  Opinion.  This  last  watches  over  us  with  its 
Argus  eyes  more  keenly  than  ever;  but  the  'inward  eye' 
seems  beavy  with  sleep.  Of  any  belief  in  invisible,  divine 
things,  we  find  as  few  traces  in  our  Morality  as  elsewhere.  It 
is  by  tangible,  material  considerations  that  we  are  guided,  not 
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by  inward  and  spiritual.  Self-denial,  the  parent  of  all  virtue,  \ 
in  any  true  sense  of  that  word,  has  perhaps  seldom  been 
rarer:  so  rare  is  it,  that  the  most,  even  in  their  abstract 
speculations,  regard  its  existence  as  a  chimera.  Virtue  is 
Pleasure,  is  Profit;  no  celestial,  but  an  earthly  thing. 
Virtuous  men,  Philanthropists,  Martyrs  are  happy  accidents ; 
their  ^  taste  ^  lies  the  right  way !  In  all  senses,  we  worship 
and  follow  after  Power ;  which  may  be  called  a  physical  pur- 
suit. No  man  now  loves  Truth,  as  Truth  must  be  loved, 
with  an  infinite  love ;  but  only  with  a  finite  love,  and  as  it 
were  par  amours.  Nay,  properly  speaking,  he  does  not 
believe  and  know  it,  but  only  ^  thinks  ^  it,  and  that  ^  there  is 
every  probability  !  ^  He  preaches  it  aloud,  and  rushes  cour- 
ageously forth  with  it, — if  there  is  a  multitude  huzzaing  at 
his  back ;  yet  ever  keeps  looking  over  his  shoulder,  and  the 
instant  the  huzzaing  languishes,  he  too  stops  short. 

In  fact,  what  morality  we  have  takes  the  shape  of  Ambi- 
tion, of  ^ Honour^:  beyond  money  and  money^s  worth,  our 
only  rational  blessedness  is  Popularity.  It  were  but  a  fooPs 
trick  to  die  for  conscience.  Only  for  ^  character,^  by  duel,  or 
in  case  of  extremity,  by  suicide,  is  the  wise  man  bound  to 
die.  By  arguing  on  the  *  force  of  circumstances,^  we  have 
argued  away  all  force  from  ourselves ;  and  stand  leashed  to- 
gether, uniform  in  dress  and  movement,  like  the  rowen  of 
some  boundless  galley.  This  and  that  may  be  right  and 
true ;  but  we  must  not  do  it.  Wonderful  ^  Force  of  Public 
Opinion  ^ !  We  must  act  and  walk  in  all  points  as  it  pre- 
scribes ;  follow  the  trafiic  it  bids  us,  realise  the  sum  of  money, 
the  degree  of  influence  ^  it  expects  of  us,  or  we  shall  be 
lightly  esteemed ;  certain  mouthfuls  of  articulate  wind  will  be 
blown  at  us,  and  this  what  mortal  courage  can  front  P  Thus,  ^ 
while  civil  liberty  is  more  and  more  secured  to  us,  our  moral 
liberty  is  all  but  lost.  Practically  considered,  our  creed  is 
Fatalism ;  and,  free  in  hand  and  foot,  we  are  shackled  in 
heart  and  soul  with  far  straiter  than  feudal  chains.  Trulv 
may  we  say,  with  the  Philosopher,  ^  the  deep  meaning  oS  the 
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Laws  of  Mechanism  lies  beavy  on  us ' ;  and  in  the  closet,  in 
the  marketplace,  in  the  temple,  by  the  social  hearth,  encum- 
bers the  whole  movements  of  our  mind,  and  over  our  noblest 
faculties  is  spi-eading  a  nightmare  sleep. 

These  daik  features,  we  are  aware,  belong  more  or  less  to 
other  ages,  as  well  as  to  ours.  This  faith  in  Mechanism,  in 
the  all -importance  of  physical  things,  is  in  every  age  the  com- 
mon refuge  of  AVeakness  and  blind  Discontent ;  of  all  who 
believe,  a.s  many  will  ever  do,  that  man's  true  good  lies  with- 
out him,  not  within.  We  are  aware  also,  that,  as  applied  to 
ourselves  in  all  their  aggravation,  they  fonn  but  half  a  pic- 
ture ;  that  in  the  whole  picture  there  are  bright  lights  as  well 
as  gloomy  shadows.  If  we  here  dwell  chiefly  on  the  latter, 
let  us  not  be  blamed :  it  is  in  general  more  profitable  to 
reckon  up  our  defects  than  to  boast  of  our  attainments. 

Neither,  with  all  these  evils  more  or  less  clearly  before  us, 
have  we  at  any  time  despaired  of  the  fortunes  of  society. 
Despair,  or  even  despondency,  in  that  respect,  appears  to  us, 
in  all  cases,  a  groundless  feeling.  We  have  a  faith  in  the 
imperishable  dignity  of  man ;  in  the  high  vocation  to  which, 
throughout  this  his  earthly  history,  he  has  been  appointed. 
However  it  may  be  with  individual  nations,  whatever  melan- 
cholic speculators  may  assert,  it  seems  a  well-ascertained  fact, 
that  in  all  times,  reckoning  even  from  those  of  the  Heraclides 
and  Pelasgi,  the  happiness  and  greatness  of  mankind  at  large 
have  been  continually  progressive.  Doubtless  this  age  also  is 
advancing.  Its  very  unrest,  its  ceaseless  activity,  its  discon- 
tent contains  matter  of  promise.  Knowledge,  education  are 
opening  the  eyes  of  the  humblest ;  are  increasing  the  number 
of  thinking  minds  without  limit.  This  is  as  it  should  be ; 
for  not  in  turning  back,  not  in  resisting,  but  only  in  resolutely 
struggling  forward,  does  our  life  consist. 

Nay,  after  all,  our  spiritual  maladies  are  but  of  Opinion ; 
we  are  but  fettered  by  chains  of  our  own  forging,  and  which 
ourselves  also  can  rend  asunder.     I'his  deep,  paralysed  sub- 
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lection  to  physical  objects  comes  not  from  Natm!e,  but  from 
our  own  unwise  mode  of  viewing  Nature.  Neither  can  we 
understand  that  man  wants,  at  this  hour,  any  faculty  of 
heart,  soul  or  body,  that  ever  belonged  to  him.  *  He,  who 
has  been  bom,  has  been  a  First  Man  ^ ;  has  had  lying  before 
his  young  eyes,  and  as  yet  unhardened  into  scientific  shapes, 
a  world  as  plastic,  infinite,  divine,  as  lay  before  the  eyes  of 
Adam  himself.  If  Mechanism,  like  some  glass  bell»  encircles 
and  imprisons  us ;  if  the  soul  looks  forth  on  a  fair  heavenly 
country  which  it  cannot  reach,  and  pines,  and  in  its  scanty 
atmosphere  is  ready  to  perish, — ^yet  the  bell  is  but  of  glass ; 
^  ope  bold  stroke  to  break  the  bell  in  pieces,  and  thou  art 
delivered  !  ^  Not  the  invisible  world  is  wanting,  for  it  dwells 
in  man^s  soul,  and  this  last  is  still  here.  Are  the  solemn 
temples,  in  which  the  Divinity  was  once  visiUy  revealed 
among  us,  crumbling  away  ?  We  can  repair  them,  we  can 
rebuild  them,  llie  wisdom,  the  heroic  worth  of  our.  .fore- 
fathers, which  we  have  lost,  we  can  recover..  That  admija1j<m 
of  old  nobleness,  which  now  so  often  showPitself  as  a  faint 
dilettantism^  will  one  day  become  a  generous  emulation,  and^ 
man  may  again  be  all  that  he  has  been,  and  more  than  lie 
has  been.  Nor  are  these  the  mere  daydreams  of  fancy ;  they 
are  clear  possibilities ;  nay,  in  this  time  they  are  even  assum- 
ing the  diaracter  of  hopes.  Indications  we  do  see  in 
countries  and  in  our  own,  signs  infinitely  cheering  to  us,  that 
Mechanism  is  not  always  to  be  our  hard  taskmaster,  bat  one 
day  to  be  our  pliant,  all-ministering  servant;  that  a  new 
and  brighter  spiritual  era  is  slowly  evolving  itself  for  all  men. 
But  on  these  things  our  present  course  forbids  us  to  enter. 

Meanwhile,  that  great  outward  changes  are  in  progress  cani^**-^ 
be  doubtful  to  no  one.  TK^  fjmg}  I'g  u\A^mmA  wn^-  nf  joint.  tL 
Many  things  have  reached  their  height ;  and  it  is  a  wise  adage 
that  tells  us,  *  the  darkest  hour  is  nearest  the  dawn.^  Wherever 
we  can  gather  indication  of  the  public  thought,  whether  from 
printed  books,  as  in  France  or  Grermany,  or  from  Carbonari 
rebellions  and  other  political  tumults,  as  in  Spain,  Portugal, 
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Italy  and  Gieecei  the  voice  it  utters  is  the  same.    The  thinking 

/minds  of  all  nations  call  for  change.     There  is  a  deep-lying 

f  struggle  in  the  whole  fabric  of  society ;  a  boundless  grinding 

■I  collision  of  the  New  with  the  Old.     The  French  Revolution, 

l.as  is  now  visible  enough,  was  not  the  parent  of  this  mighty 

movement,  but  its  ofispring.     Those  two  hostile  influences, 

which  always  exist  in  human   things,  and  on  the  constant 

intercommunion  of  which  depends  their  health  and  safety, 

had  lain  in  separate  masses,  accumulating  through  generations, 

and  France  was  the  scene  of  their  fiercest  explosion ;  but  the 

final  issue  was  not  unfolded  in  that  country  :  nay,  it  is  not 

f,'    /        yet  anjrwhere  unfolded.      Political  freedom  is  hitherto  the 

'  <  object  of  these  efibrts ;  but  they  will  not  and  cannot  stop 

^^     v    «d       there.     It  is  towards  a  higher  freedom  than  mere  freedom 

j        \  firom  oppression  by  his  fellow-mortal,  that  man  dimly  aims. 

Of  this  higher,  heavenly  freedom,  which  is  '  man^s  reasonable 
service,^  all  his  noble  institutions,  his  faithful  endeavours  and 
loftiest  attainments,  are  but  the  body,  and  more  and  more 
sipproximated  emblem. 

On  the  whole,  as  this  wondrous  planet.  Earth,  is  journey* 
ing  with  its  fellows  through  infinite  Spade,  so  are  the  wondrous 
destinies  embarked  on  it  journeying  through  infinite  Time, 
under  a  higher  guidance  than  ours.  For  the  present,  as  our 
astronomy  informs  us,  its  path  lies  towards  Hercules^  the  con- 
stellation of  Phymcal  Power :  but  that  is  not  our  most  press- 
ing  concern.  Gt,  whe«  it  will,  the  deep  Heavb,  wiU  be 
around  it.  Therein  let  us  have  hope  and  sure  faith.  To 
o^  reform  a  world,  to  reform  a  nation,  no  wise  man  will  under- 
take; and  all  but  foolish  men  know,  that  the  only  solid, 
though  a  far  slower  refon^tion,  is  what  each  begins  and 
perfects  on  hvnueyi        ^^ '  ' 
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Clio  was  figured  by  the  ancients  as  the  eldest  daughter  of 
Memory,  and  chief  of  the  Muses ;  which  dignity,  whether  we 
regard  the  essential  qualities  of  her  art,  or  its  practice  and 
acceptance  among  men,  we  shall  still  find  to  have  been  fitly 
bestowed.  History,  as  it  lies  at  the  rootof^  science,  is  alsol 
the  first  distinct  product  of  man^s  spiritual  nntnrr;.  hia  parliest  ( 
expression  of  what  can  be.  5:fllled  Th'^^gW  It  is  a  looking  botE^ 
Before  and  after ;  as,  indeed,  the  coming  Time  already  waits, 
unseen,  yet  definitely  shaped,  predetermined  and  inevitable, 
in  the  Time  come ;  and  only  by  the  combination  of  both  is 
the  meaning  of  either  completed.  The  Sibylline  Books, 
though  old,  are  not  the  oldest.  Some  nations  have  prophecy, 
some  have  not :  but  of  all  mankind,  there  is  no  tribe  so  rude 
that  it  has  not  attempted  History,  though  several  have  not 
arithmetic  enough  to  count  Five.  History  has  been  written 
with  quipo-threads,  with  feather- pictures,  with  wampum- 
belts ;  still  oftener  with  earth-mounds  and  monumental 
stone-heaps,  whether  as  pyramid  or  cairn ;  for  the  Celt  and 
the  Copt,  the  Red  man  as  well  as  the  White,  lives  between 
two  eternities,  and  warring  against  Oblivion,  he  would  fSeiin 
unite  himself  in  clear  conscious  relation,  as  in  dim  unconscious 
relation  he  is  already  united,  with  the  whole  Future,  and  the 
whole  Past. 

A  talent  for  History,  may  be  said  to  be.  bom  with  us,  as 
our  chief  inheritance.  .In  a  certain  sense  all  men  are  his- 
torians.   Is  not  every  memory  written  quite  Ml  with  Annals, 

^  Frasbr's  MagaziHb,  No.  ia 
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wherein  joy  aiid  mourning,  conquest  and  loss  manifoldly 
alternate ;  and,  with  or  without  philosophy,  the  whole  for- 
tunes of  one  little  inward  Kingdom,  and  all  its  politics,  foreign 
and  domestic,  stand  inefFareably  recorded  ?  Our  very  speech 
is  curiously  historical.  Most  men,  you  may  observe,  speak 
only  to  narrate ;  not  in  imparting  what  they  have  thought, 
which  indeed  were  often  a  very  small  matter,  but  in  eshibit- 
ing  what  they  have  undergone  or  seen,  which  is  a  quite 
unlimited  one,  do  talkers  dilate.  Cut  us  off  from  Narrative, 
how  would  the  stream  of  conversation,  even  among  the 
wisest,  languish  into  detached  handfuls,  and  among  the 
foolish  utterly  evaporate!  Thus,  as  we  do  nothing  but  enact 
History,  we  say  little  but  recite  it .  nay,  rather,  in  that  widest 
sense,  our  whole  spiritual  life  is  built  thereon.  For,  strictly 
considered,  what  is  all  Knowledge  too  but  recorded  Experi- 
ence, and  a  product  of  History ;  of  which,  therefore.  Reason- 
ing and  Belief,  no  less  than  Action  and  Passion,  are  essential 
materials  P 

Under  a  limited,  and  the  only  practicable  shape.  History 
proper,  that  part  of  History  which  treats  of  remarkable 
action,  has,  in  alt  modem  aa  well  as  ancient  times,  ranked 
among  the  highest  arts,  and  perhaps  never  stood  higher  than 
in  these  times  of  ours.  For  whereas,  of  old,  the  charm  of 
History  lay  chiefly  in  gratifying  our  common  appetite  for  the 
wonderful,  for  the  unknown  ;  and  her  olGce  was  but  as  that 
of  a  Minstrel  and  Story-teller,  she  has  now  farther  become 
a  School-mistress,  and  professes  to  instruct  in  gratifying. 
Whether,  with  the  stateliness  of  that  venerable  character,  she 
may  not  have  taken  up  something  of  its  austerity  and  frigidity ; 
whether  in  the  logical  terseness  of  a  Hume  or  Robertson,  the 
graceful  ease  and  gay  pictorial  heartiness  of  a  Herodotus  or 
Froissart  may  not  be  wanting,  is  not  the  question  for  us  here. 
Enough  that  all  learners,  all  inquiring  minds  of  every  order, 
are  gathered  round  her  footstool,  and  reverently  pondering 
her  lessons,  as  the  true  basis  of  Wisdom.  Poetry,  Divinity, 
Politics,  Physics,  have  each  their  adherents  and  adversaries ; 
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each  little  guild  supporting  a  defensive  and  offensive  war  for 
its  own  special  domain ;  while  the  domain  of  History  is  as  a 
Free  Emporium,  where  all  these  belligerents  peaceably  meet 
and  furnish  themselves;  and  Sentimentalist  and  Utilitarian, 
Sceptic  and  Theologian,  with  one  voice  advise  us :  Examine 
History,  for  it  is  *  Philosophy  teaching  by  Experience.^ 

Far  be  it  from  us  to  disparage  such  teaching,  the  very 
attempt  at  which  must  be  precious.  Neither  shall  we  too 
rigidly  inquire:  How  much  it  has  hitherto  profited  ?  Whether 
most  of  what  little  practical  wisdom  men  have,  has  come  fix>m 
study  of  professed  History,  or  from  other  less  boasted  sources, 
whereby,  as  matters  now  stand,  a  Marlborough  may  become 
great  in  the  world^s  business,  with  no  Histoiy  save  what  he 
derives  from  Shakspeare^s  Plays  ?  Nay,  whether  in  that  same 
teaching  by  Experience,  historical  Philosophy  has  yet  properly 
deciphered  the  first  element  of  all  science  in  this  kind  :  What 
the  aim  and  significance  of  that  wondrous  changeful  Life  it 
investigates  and  paints  may  be  ?  Whence  the  course  of  man^s 
destinies  in  this  Earth  originated,  and  whither  they  are 
tending  ?  Or,  indeed,  if  they  have  any  course  and  tendency, 
are  really  guided  forward  by  an  unseen  mysterious  Wisdom, 
or  only  circle  in  blind  mazes  without  recognisable  guidance  P 
Which  questions,  altogether  fundamental,  one  might  think, 
in  any  Philosophy  of  History,  have,  since  the  era  when 
Monkish  Annalists  were  wont  to  answer  them  by  the  long- 
ago  extinguished  light  of  their  Missal  and  Breviary,  been 
by  most  philosophical  Historians  only  glanced  at  dubiously 
and  from  afar ;  by  many,  not  so  much  as  glanced  at. 

The  truth  is,  two  difficulties,  never  wholly  surmountable, 
lie  in  the  way.  Before  Philosophy  can  teach  by  Experience, 
the  Philosophy  has  to  be  in  readiness,  the  Experience  must 
be  gathered  and  intelligibly  recorded.  Now,  overlooking  the 
former  consideration,  and  with  rq;aid  only  to  the  latter,  let 
any  one  who  has  examined  the  current  of  human  affairs, 
and  how  intricate,  perplexed,  unfathomable,  even  when  seen 
into   with   our  own  eyes,  are  their  thousandfold   blending 
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movements,  say  whether  the  true  representing  of  it  is  easy 

or  impossible.     Sodal  life  is  the  aggregate  of  all  the  indi- 

yi     >         vidual  ninTT^Tiivf^  Trho  ^■Mpt'^tn   'Fyiftty;    Vfi^rj  Ao^Mia 

^x       -  *        essenff  of  inmimrmhlfi  TOngraphiiMfr     But  if  one  Biography, 

;\'r  .  nay,  our  own  Biography,  study  and  recapitulate  it  as  we 

may,  remains  in  so  mi^ny  points  unintelligible  to  us ;  how 
much  more  must  these  million,  the  very  &Lcta  of  which,  to 
say  nothing  of  the  purport  of  them,  we  know  not,  and 
cannot  know ! 

Neither  will  it  adequately  avail  us  to  assert  that  the 
general  inward  condition  of  Life  is  the  same  in  all  ages; 
and  that  only  the  remarkable  deviations  from  the  common 
endowment  and  common  lot,  and  the  more  important  varia- 
tions which  the  outward  figure  of  Life  has  Arom  time  to 
time  undergone,  deserve  memory  and  record.  The  inward 
ccmdition  of  Life,  it  may  rather  be  affirmed,  the  conscious  or 
half-conscious  aim  of  mankind,  so  far  as  men  are  not  mere 
digesting-machines,  is  the  same  in  no  two  ages ;  neither  are 
the  more  important  outward  variations  easy  to  fix  on,  or 
always  well  capable  of  representation.  Which  was  the 
greatest  innovator,  which  was  the  more  important  personage 
in  mane's  history,  he  who  first  led  armies  over  the  Alps,  and 
gained  the  victories  of  Cannse  and  Thrasymene ;  or  the  name- 
less boor  who  first  hammered  out  for  himself  an  iron  spade  ? 
When  the  oak-tree  is  felled,  the  whole  forest  echoes  with  it ; 
but  a  hundi'ed  acorns  are  planted  silently  by  some  unnoticed 
breeze.  Battles  and  war-tumults,  which  for  the  time  din 
every  ear,  and  with  joy  or  terror  intoxicate  every  heart,  pass 
away  like  tavern-brawls;  and,  except  some  few  Marathons 
and  Morgartens,  are  remembered  by  accident,  not  by  desert. 
y  Laws  themselves,  politicaI.Co&fttitutiona»  axe  not  our  Life,  but 
.  only  the  house  wherein  our  life  is  led^  nay,  they  are  but 
the  bare  walls  of  the  house :  all  whose  essential  furniture, 
the  inventions  and  traditions,  and  daily  habits  that  regulate 
and  support  our  existence,  are  the  work  not  of  Dracos  and 
Hampdens,  but  of  Phoenician   mariners,  of  Italian   masons 
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and  Saxon  metallurgists,  of  philosophers,  alchymists,  pro* 
phets,  and  all  the  long-forgotten  train  of  artists  and  artisans ; 
who  from  the  first  have  been  jointly  teaching  us  how  to 
think  and  how  to  act,  how  to  rule  over  spiritual  and  ovar 
physical  Nature.  Well  may  we  say  that  of  our  History  the 
more  important  part  is  lost  without  recovery;  and, — as 
thanksgivings  were  once  wont  to  be  offered  ^  for  unrecognised 
mercies,^ — ^look  with  reverence  into  the  dark  untenanted  places 
of  the  Past,  where,  in  formless  oblivion,  our  chief  benefactors, 
with  all  their  sedulous  endeavours,  but  not  with  the  fruit  of 
these,  lie  entombed. 

So  imperfect  is  that  same  Experience,  by  which  Hiilosophy 
is  to  teach.  Nay,  even  with  regard  to  those  occurrences 
which  do  stand  recorded,  which,  at  their  origin  have  seemed 
worthy  of  record,  and  the  summary  of  whidi  constitutes  what 
we  now  call  History,  is  not  our  understanding  of  them  isdto- 
gether  incomplete ;  is  it  even  possible  to  repreient  them  as 
they  were  ?  The  old  story  of  Sir  Walter  Raleigh^s  looking 
from  his  prison-window,  on  some  street  tumult,  wfaidi  after- 
wards three  witnesses  reported  in  three  different  ways,  himsdf 
differing  from  them  all,  is  still  a  true  lesson  for  us.  Con- 
sider how  it  is  that  historical  documents  and  records  originate ; 
even  honest  records,  where  the  reporters  were  unbiased  by 
personal  regard;  a  case  which,  were  nothing  more  wanted, 
must  ever  be  among  the  rarest.  The  real  leading  features 
of  a  historical  Transaction,  those  movements' that  essentially 
characterise  it,  and  alone  deserve  to  be  recorded,  are  nowise 
the  foremost  to  be  noted.  At  first,  among  the  various  wit- 
nesses, who  are  also  parties  interested,  there  is  only  vagu6 
wonder,  and  fear  or  hope,  and  the  noise  of  Humour^s  thousand 
tongues ;  till,  after  a  season,  the  conflict  of  testimonies  has 
subsided  into  some  general  issue ;  and  then  it  is  settled,  by 
majority  of  votes,  that  such  and  such  a  *  Crossing  of  the 
Rubicon,^  an  ^Impeachment  of  Strafford,"*  a  ^Convocation 
of  the  Notables,^  are  epochs  in  the  world^s  history,  car-* 
dinal  points  on  which  grand  world-revolutions  have  hinged« 
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Suppoae,  however,  that  the  majority  of  votes  was  all  wrong ; 
that  the  real  cardinal  points  lay  far  deeper:  and  had  been 
passed  over  unnoticed,  because  no  Seer,  but  only  mere  On- 
looken,  chanced  to  be  there !  Our  clock  strikes  when  there 
is  a  change  fruni  hour  to  hour ;  but  no  hammer  in  the 
Horologe  of  Time  peals  through  the  universe  when  there 
is  a  change  from  Era  to  Era.  Men  understand  not  what 
is  among  their  hands  :  as  calmness  is  the  characteristic  of 
strength,  so  tlic  weightiest  causes  may  be  most  silent.  It 
is,  in  no  case,  the  real  historical  Transaction,  hut  only  some 
more  or  less  plauiiihle  scheme  and  theory  of  the  Transaction, 
or  the  harmonised  result  of  many  such  schemen,  each  varying 
from  the  other  and  all  varying  from  truth,  that  we  can  ever 
hope  to  behold. 

Nay,  were  our  faculty  of  insight  into  passing  things  never 
so  complete,  there  is  still  a  fatal  discrepancy  between  our 
manner  of  observing  these,  and  their  manner  of  occurring. 
The  most  gifted  man  can  observe,  still  more  can  record,  only 
the  leries  of  his  own  impressions  :  his  observation,  therefore, 
to  say  nothing  of  its  other  imperfections,  must  be  tuccesnve, 
while  the  things  done  were  often  mnuUaneotui  the  things 
done  were  not  a  series,  but  a  group.  It  is  not  in  acted,  as 
it  is  in  written  Histoiy :  actual  events  are  nowise  so  simply 
related  to  each  other  as  parent  and  ofl&pring  are;  every 
single  event  is  the  offspring  not  of  one,  but  of  all  other 
events,  prior  or  contemporaneous,  and  will  in  its  turn  combine 
with  all  others  to  give  birth  to  new  :  it  is  an  ever-living, 
ever-working  Chaos  of  Being,  wherein  shape  after  shape  bodies 
itself  forth  from  innumerable  elements.  And  this  Chaos, 
boundless  as  the  habitation  and  duration  of  man,  unfathom- 
able as  the  soul  and  destiny  of  man,  is  what  the  historian 
will  depict,  and  sctentilically  gauge,  we  may  say,  by  threading 
it  with  single  lines  of  a  few  ells  in  length  !  For  na  all  Action 
is,  by  its  nature,  to  be  figured  as  extended  in  breadth  and  in 
depth,  as  well  as  in  length;  that  is  to  say,  is  based  on 
Passion  and  Mystery,  if  we  investigate  its  origin ;  and  spreads 
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abroad  on  all  hands,  modifying  and  modified;  as  well  as 
advances  towards  completion, — so  all  Narrative  is,  by  its 
nature,  of  only  one  dimension ;  only  travels  forward  towards 
one,  or  towards  successive  points :  Narrative  is  KneoTf  Action 
is  solid.  Alas  for  our  <  chains,^  or  chainlets,  of  <  causes  and 
effects,"  which  we  so  assiduously  track  through  certain  hand- 
breadths  of  years  and  square  miles,  when  the  whole  is  a 
broad,  deep  Immensity,  and  each  atom  is  ^  chained  ^  and  com- 
plected with  all !  Truly,  if  History  is  Hiilosophy  teaching 
by  Experience,  the  writer  fitted  to  compose  History  is  hitherto 
an  unknown  man.  The  Experience  itself  would  require  All- 
knowledge  to  record  it, — were  the  All-wisdom  needful  for 
such  Philosophy  as  would  interpret  it,  to  be  had  for  asking. 
Better  were  it  that  mere  earthly  Historians  should  lower  sudi 
pretensions,  more  suitable  for  Omniscience  than  for  human 
science;  and  aiming  only  at  some  picture  of  the  things 
acted,  whidi  picture  itself  will  at  best  be  a  poor  approxi- 
mation, leave  the  inscrutable  purport  of  them  an  acknow- 
ledged secret;  or  at  most,  in  reverent  Faith,  far  different 
from  that  teaching  of  Philosophy,  pause  over  the  mysterious 
vestiges  of  Him,  whose  path  is  in  the  great  deep  of  Time, 
whom  History  indeed  reveals,  but  only  all  History,  and  in 
Eternity,  will  clearly  reveal. 

Such  considerations  truly  were  of  small  profit,  did  they, 
instead  of  teaching  us  vigilance  and  reverent  humility  in  our 
inquiries  into  History,  abate  our  esteem  for  them,  or  dis- 
courage us  from  unweariedly  prosecuting  them.  Let  us  seardi 
more  and  more  into  the  Past ;  let  all  men  explore  it,  as  the 
true  fountain  of  knowledge ;  by  whose  light  alone,  consciously 
or  unconsciously  employed,  can  the  Present  and  the  Future 
be  interpreted  or  guessed  at.  For  though  the  whole  meaning 
lies  far  beyond  our  ken ;  yet  in  that  complex  Manuscript, 
covered  over  with  formless  inextricably-entangled  unknown 
characters, — nay,  which  is  a  PaUmpsestf  and  had  once  pro- 
phetic writing,  still  dimly  legible  there, — some'  letters,  some 
words,  may  be  deciphered ;  and  if  no  complete  Philosophy, 


9e  MISCELLANIES 

here  and  there  an  intelligible  precept,  available  in  practice, 
be  gathered :  well  underKtanding,  \a  the  mean  while,  that 
it  is  only  a  little  portion  we  have  deciphered ;   that  much 

1  still  remains  to  be  interpreted ;  that  History  is  a  real 
Prophetic  Manuscript,  and  can  he  fully  interpreted  by  no 
man. 

But  the  Artist  in  History  may  be  distinguished  from  the 
Artisan  iu  History;  for  here,  as  in  all  other  provinces,  there 
are  Artists  and  Artisans ;  men   who  labour  mechanically  in 
,iA"'(       '    *  department,  without  eye  for  the  Whole,  not  feeling  that 
there  is  a  Whole ;  and  men  who   inform   and   ennoble  the 
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humblest  depiirtnient  with  au  Idea  of  the  Whole, 
habitually  know  that  only  in  the  Whole  is  the  Partial  to 
be  truly  discerned.  ITie  proceedings  and  the  duties  of  these 
two,  in  regard  to  History,  must  be  allofjethcr  different. 
Not,  indeed,  that  each  has  not  a  real  worth,  in  ■■  hb:  ieventi 
d^pree.  Ilie  simple  husbandman  can  till '  his  field,  and  by 
knowledge  he  has  gained  of  its  soil,  sow  it  with  the  fit  grain, 
though  the  deep  rocks  and  central  fires  are  unknown  to  him : 
his  little  crop  hangs  under  and  over  the  fiimameat  of  stars, 
and  sails  through  whole  untracked  celestial  spaces,  between 
Aries  and  Libra;  nevertheless  it  ripens  for  him  in  due 
season,  and  he  gathers  it  safe  into  his  bam.  As  a  husband* 
man  he  is  blameless  in  disregarding  thoee  higher  wonders ; 
hut  as  a  thinker,  and  faithful  inquirer  into  Nature,  he  were 
wrong.  So  likewise  is  it  with  the  Historian,  whs  examines 
some  special  aspect  of  History  ;  and  from  this  or  that  com- 
bination of  circumstances,  political,  moral,  economical,  and 
the  issues  it  has  led  to,  infers  that  such  and  such  properties 
belong  to  human  society,  and  that  the  like  circumstances  will 
produce  the  like  issue ;  which  inference,  if  other  trials  con- 
firm it,  must  be  held  true  and  practically  valuable.  He  is 
wrong  only,  and  an  artisan,  when  he  fancies  that  these 
properties,  discovered  or  discoverable,  exhaust  the  matter : 
and  sees  not,  at  every  step,  that  it  is  inexhaustible. 

However,  that   class   of  cause-and-elTett  speculators,  with 
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whom  no  wonder  would  remain  wonderfid,  but  all  things  in 
Heaven  and  Earth  must  be  computed  and  <  accounted  for  ^ ; 
and  even  the  Unknown,  the  Infinite  in  man^s  Life,  had  under 
the  words  erUkusiasmj  superstiUoii^  spirii  qf  the  age  and  so 
forth,  obtained,  as  it  were,  an  algebraical  symbol  and  given 
value, — have  now  wellnigh  played  their  part  in  European 
culture ;  and  may  be  considered,  as  in  most  countries,  even 
in  England  itself  where  they  linger  the  latest,  verging 
towards  extinction.  He  who  reads  the  inscrutable  Book  of 
Nature  as  if  it  were  a  Merchant's  Ledger,  is  justly  suspected 
of  having  never  seen  that  Book,  but  only  some  school  Synopsis 
thereof;  from  which,  if  taken  for  the  real  Book,  more  «rror 
tliMi  insight  is  to  be  derived. 

Doubtless  also,  it  is  with  a  growing  feelings  of  the  infinite 
,nature  of.  History,  that  in^  t.fiB»e  times,  the  old  prin^^**, 
uli vision  of  labour,  has  been  so  widely  applied  to,  it.  The  ^ 
Political  Historian,  once  almost  the  sole  cultivator  of  History,  ^ 
has  now  found  various  associates,  who  strive  to  elucidate 
other  phases  of  human  Life ;  of  which,  as  hinted  above,  the 
politiod  conditions  it  is  passed  under  are  but  one,  and  though 
the  primary,  perhaps  not  the  most  importiant,  of  the  many 
outward  arrangements.  Of  this  Historian  himself,  moreover, 
in  his  own  special  department,  new  and  higher  things  are 
beginning  to  be  expected.  From  of  old,  it  was  too  often 
to  be  reproachfully  observed  of  him,  that  he  dwelt  with  dis- 
proportionate fondness  in  Senate-houses,  in  Battle-fields,  nay, 
even  in  Kings'  Antechambers ;  forgetting,  that  far  away  from 
such  scenes,  the  mighty  tide  of  Thought  and  Action  was 
still  rolling  on  its  wondrous  course,  in  gloom  and  brightness ; 
and  in  its  thousand  remote  valleys,  a  whole  world  of  Exist- 
ence, with  or  without  an  earthly  sun  of  Happiness  to  warm 
it,  with  or  without  a  heavenly  sun  of  Holiness  to  purify  and 
sanctify  it,  was  blossoming  and  fading,  whether  the  *  famous 
victory'  were  won  or  lost.  The  time  seems  coming  when 
much  of  this  must  be  amended ;  and  he  who  sees  no  world 
but  that  of  courts  and  camps ;  and  writes  only  how  soldiers 
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will  no  longer  be  called  a  Historian. 
lowever,  the  Political  Historian,  were  his  woi 
1  all  conceivable  perfection,  can  accomplish 
still  leaves  room  for  numerous  fellow-laboi: 
t  among  these  comes  the  Ecclesiastical  Histoi 
ringy  with  catholic  or  sectarian  view,  to  trace 
he  Church ;  of  that  portion  of  the  social  est 
sh  respects  our  religious  condition ;  as  the  o 
I  our  civil,  or  rather,  in  the  long-run,  oui 
lition.      Rightly  conducted,  this  departmei 
btedly  the  more  important  of  the  two;  ina 
oems  us  more  to  understand  how  man'^s  mon 
been  and  might  be  promoted,  than  to  unders 
sort  his  physical  well-being;  which  latter  i 
aim  of  all  Political  arrangements.      For  th 
piest  is  simply  the   safest,  the  strongest; 
iitions  of  Government,  Power  (whether  of  ¥ 
le  days,  or  of  arms  and  adherents  as  in  old  < 
f  outward  emblem  and  purchase-money  of  Gr 
)d,  however,  unless  we  reckon  Pleasure  synon 
is  said  to  be  rarely,  or  rather  never,  offered  foi 
*ket  where  that  coin  passes  current.     So  tha 
I  adyaixtage^  not  the  outward  condition  of  ] 
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Sacred  Books  being,  indeed,  only  a  History  of  the  primeval 
Church,  as  it  first  arose  in  man^s  soul,  and  symbolically  em- 
bodied itself  in  his  external  life.  How  far  our  actual  Church 
Historians  fall  below  such  unattainable  standards,  nay,  below 
quite  attainable  approximations  thereto,  we  need  not  point 
out.  Of  the  Ecclesiastical  Historian  we  have  to  complain, 
as  we  did  of  his  Political  fellow-craftsman,  that  his  inquiries  Cx^'"-^ 
turn  rather  on  the  outward  mechanism,  the  mere  hulls  and 
superficial  accidents  of  the  object,  than  on  the  object  itself: 
as  if  the  Church  lay  in  Bishops^  Chapter-houses,  and  Ecu- 
menic Council-hallsy  and  Cardinals^  Conclaves,  and  not  far 
more  in  the  hearts  of  Believing  Men ;  in  whose  walk  and 
conversation,  as  influenced  thereby,  its  chief  manifestations 
were  to  be  looked  for,  and  its  progress  or  decline  ascertained. 
The  History  of  the  Church  is  a  History  of  the  Invisible  as  |  /.v'tf* 
well  as  of  the  VJsibre "Church.;,  whirh  lattWi  if.di^PJnedjfrom^  _^  '  ^J 
the  former,  is  but  a  vacant  edifice ;  gilded,  it  may  be,  and 
overhung  with,  old  votive  gifts,  yet  usekasj  nay^  pestilentially.  _  ^ 
unclean;. to  write  whose  history  is  less  important  than  to  '«'' 
forward  its  downfall. 

Of  a  less  ambitious  character  are  the  Histories  that  relate 
to  special  separate  provinces  of  human  Action ;  to  Sciences, 
Practical  Arts,  Institutions  and  the  like ;  matters  which  do 
not  imply  an  epitome  of  man^s  whole  interest  and  form  of 
life ;  but  wherein,  though  each  is  still  connected  with  all,  the 
spirit  of  each,  at  least  its  material  results,  may  be  in  some 
degree  evolved  without  so  strict  a  reference  to  that  of  the 
others.  Highest  in  dignity  and  difliculty,  under  this  head, 
would  be  our  histories  of  Philosophy,  of  man'*s  opinions  and 
theories  respecting  the  nature  of  his  Being,  and  relations  to 
the  Universe  Visible  and  Invisible:  which  History,  indeed, 
were  it  fitly  treated,  or  fit  for  right  treatment,  would  be  a 
province  of  Church  History;  the  logical  or  dogmatical 
province  thereof;  for  Philosophy,  in  its  true  sense,  is  or 
should  be  the  soul,  of  which  Religion,  Worship  is  the  body ; 
in  the  healthy  state  of  things  the  Philosopher  and  Priest 
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the  worship  of  divine  things,  and  the  scienl 
of  divine  things,  have  been  in  quite  difTei 
relations  not  friendly  but  hostile.  Neither  I 
and  Biihles,  to  say  nothing  of  the  many  i 
who  have  treatetl  of  tlmt  latter  ile]mrtnient, 
barren  reporters,  often  unintelligent  and  i 
porters,  of  the  doctrine  uttered ;  without  J 
how  the  doctrine  originated,  or  wliat  refei-eni 
time  and  country,  to  the  spiritual  position  a 
and  then.  Nay,  such  a  task  did  not  perhaps 
an  a  thing  to  be  attempted. 

Art  also  and  Literature  are  intimately  blei 
gion ;  as  it  were,  outworks  and  abutmentSi 
highest  pinnacle  in  our  inward  world  grai 
itself  with  the  general  level,  and  became^  acces 
He  who  should  write  a  proper  History  of 
depict  for  us  the  successive  Revelations  w 
obtained  of  the  Spirit  of  Nature ;  under  » 
had  caught  and  endeavoured  to  body  forth  si 
that  unspeakable  Beauty,  whicli  in  its  high 
Religion,  is  the  inspiration  of  a  Prophet,  yel 
other  degree  must  inspire  every  true  ^tpg^r, 
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keep  the  Ideal  .of  it  ever  in  our  eye;  for  thereby  alone  have 
we  even  a  chance  to  reach  it. 

Our  histories  of  Laws  and  Constitutions,  wherein  many  a 
Montesquieu  and  Hallam  has  laboured  with  acceptance,  are 
of  a  much  simpler  nature;  yet  deep  enough  if  thoroughly 
investigated ;  and  useful,  when  authentic,  even  with  little 
depth.  Then  we  have  Histories  of  Medicine,  of  Mathe- 
matics, of  Astronomy,  Commerce,  Chivalry,  Monkery;  and 
Goguets  and  Beckmanns  have  come  forward  with  what  might 
be  the  most  bountiful  contribution  of  all,  a  History  of 
Inventions.  Of  all  which  sorts,  and  many  more  not  here 
enumerated,  not  yet  devised  and  put  in  practice,  the  merit 
and  the  proper  scheme  may,  in  our  present  limits,  require  no 
exposition. 

In  this  manner,  though,  as  above  remarked,  all  Action  is 
extended  three  ways,  and  the  general  sum  of  human  Action 
is  a  whole  Universe,  with  all  limits  of  it  unknown,  does 
History  strive  by  running  path  after  path,  through  the 
Impassable,  in  manifold  directions  and  intersections,  to 
secure  for  us  some  oversight  of  the  Whole;  in  which  en- 
deavour, if  each  Historian  look  well  around  him  from  his 
path,  tracking  it  out  with  the  eye^  not,  as  is  more  common, 
with  the  fwse,  she  may  at  last  prove  not  altogether  unsuc- 
cessful. Praying  only  that  increased  division  of  labour  do  not 
here,  as  elsewhere,  aggravate  our  already  strong  Mechanical 
tendencies,  so  that  in  the  manual  dexterity  for  parts  we 
lose  all  command  over  the  whole,  and  the  hope  of  any 
Philosophy  of  History  be  farther  oflF  than  ever, — let  us  all 
wish  her  great  and  greater  success. 


JEAN  PAUL  FRIEDRICH  RICHTER* 

[1890] 

It  is  some  six  years  since  the  name  *Jean  Paul  Friedrich 
Richter^  was  first  printed  with  English  types;  and  some 
six-and-forty  since  it  has  stood  emblazoned  and  illuminated 
on  all  true  literary  Indicators  among  the  Germans;  a  fact 
which,  if  we  consider  the  history  of  many  a  Eotzebue  and 
Chateaubriand,  within  that  period,  may  confirm  the  old 
doctrine,  that  the  best  celebrity  does  not  always  spread  the 
fastest ;  but  rather,  quite  contrariwise,  that  as  blown  bladders 
are  far  more  easily  carried  than  metallic  masses,  though  gold 
ones,  of  equal  bulk,  so  the  Playwright,  Poetaster,  Philosophe, 
will  often  pass  triumphantly  beyond  seas,  while  the  Poet  and 
Philosopher  abide  quietly  at  home.  Such  is  the  order  of 
Nature :  a  Spurzheim  flies  from  Vienna  to  Paris  and  London 
within  the  year;  a  Kant,  slowly  advancing,  may  perhaps 
reach  us  from  Konigsberg  within  the  century:  Newton, 
merely  to  cross  the  narrow  Channel,  required  fifty  years, 
Shakspeare,  again,  three  times  as  many.  It  is  true,  there 
are  e3uimples  of  an  opposite  sort ;  now  and  then,  by  some 
rare  chance,  a  Goethe,  a  Cervantes,  will  occur  in  literature, 
and  Kings  may  laugh  over  Don  Quixote  while  it  is  yet 
unfinished,  and  scenes  from  Werter  be  painted  on  Chinese 
tea-cups  while  the  author  is  still  a  stripling.  These,  how- 
ever, are  not  the  rule,  but  the  exceptions;  nay,  rightly 
interpreted,  the  exceptions   which  confirm  it.      In  general, 
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that  sudden  tumultuous  popularity  comes  more  from  partial 
delirium  on  both  sides  than  from  clear  insight;  and  is  of 
evil  omen  to  all  concerned  with  it.  How  many  loud  Bacchus- 
festivals  of  this  sort  have  we  seen  prove  to  be  pseudo-Bac- 
chanalia, and  end  in  directly  the  inverse  of  Orgies !  Drawn 
by  his  team  of  lions,  the  jolly  god  advances  as  a  real  god, 
with  all  his  thyrsi,  cymbals,  phallophori  and  Maenadic 
women;  the  air,  the  earth  is  giddy  with  their  clangour, 
their  Evohes:  but,  alas,  in  a  little  while,  the  lion-team 
shows  long  ears,  and  becomes  too  clearly  an  ass-team  in  lion- 
skins;  the  Maenads  wheel  round  in  amazement;  and  then 
the  jolly  god,  dragged  from  his  chariot,  is  trodden  into  the 
kennels  as  a  dnmk  mortal* 

That  no  such  apotheosis  was  appointed  for  Riditer  in  his 
own  country,  or  is  now  to  be  anticipated  in  any  other,  we 
cannot  but  regard  as  a  natural  and  nowise  unfortunate  dr- 
cumstanoe.  What  divinity  lies  in  him  requires  a  calmer 
worship,  and  frt)m  quite  another  class  of  worshippers. 
Neither,  in  spite  of  that  forty-years  abeyance,  shall  we 
accuse  England  of  any  uncommon  blindness  towards  him : 
nay,  taking  all  things  into  account,  we  should  rather  con- 
sider his  actual  footing  among  us  as  evincing  not  only  an 
increased  rapidity  in  literary  intercourse,  but  an  intrinsic 
improvement  in  the  manner  and  objects  of  it.  Our  feeling 
of  foreign  excellence,  we  hope,  must  be  becoming  truer ;  our 
Insular  taste  must  be  opening  more  and  more  into  a  Euro- 
pean •  one.  For  Richter  is  by  no  means  a  man  whose 
^ts,  like  his  singularities,  torL  themselves  on  tiie  general 
eye;  indeed,  without  great  patience,  and  some  considerable 
Catholicism  of  disposition,  no  reader  is  likely  to  prosper  much 
with  him.  He  has  a  fine,  high,  altogether  unusual  talent ; 
and  a  manner  of  expressing  it  perhaps  stiU  more  unusuaL 
He  is  a  Humorist  heartily  and  throughout ;  not  only  in  low 
provinces  of  thought,  where  this  is  more  common,  but  in  the 
loftiest  provinces,  where  it  is  weU-nigh  unexampled;  and 
thus,  in  wild  sport,  ^  playing  bowls  with  the  sun  and  moon^ 
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tciating  and  appropriating  the  spirit  of  his  w 
;ners  find  it  in  the  highest  degree  difficult  to  seiz 
matical  meaning.  Probably  there  is  not  in  any  i 
lage  so  intricate  a  writer ;  abounding,  without  m 
iscure  allusiooB,  in  the  most  twisted  phraseology 
d  into  endless  entanglements  and  dislocatious,  pare 
n  parenthesis ;  not  forgetting  elisions,  sudden 
-,  conceits  and  all  manner  of  inexplicable  crol 
vhole  moving  on  in  the  gayest  manner,  yet  not 
seem  military  lines,  but  rather  in  huge  parti-ct 
masses.  How  foreigners  must  find  themselves  besl 
case,  our  readers  may  best  judge  from  the  fact, 
with  the  following  title  was  undertaken  some 
ago,  for  the  benefit  of  Hichter's  own  counti 
HeinJiold's  Lexiamjor  Jean  Pavta  Works,  or  expU 
the  Jbreign  words  and  unusiud  modes  of  tpeech 
in  his  icritings ;  «Ath  short  rtotkes  of  the  kiatoria 
and^facla  therein  aUvded  to ;  and  plain  German  v. 
■e  more  dtfficuU  passages  in  the  cmUext : — a  net 
ancefor  ail  who  woultt  read  titose  works  with  profit 
much  for  the  dress  or  vehicle  of  Richter's  thoi 
let  it   only  be  remembered  farther,  that  the  thi 

selves  an>  nft^n  r-F  H.-  ™«^  -l-t- J -'-ii -• 
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various  translations  from  his  works  have  been  published  among 
us ;  criticisms  also,  not  without  clear  discernment,  and  nowise 
wanting  in  applause ;  and  to  all  this,  so  far  as  we  can  see, 
even  the  Un-6erman  part  of  the  public  has  listened  with 
some  curiosity  and  hopeful  anticipation.  From  which  symp- 
toms we  should  infer  two  things,  both  very  comfortable  to  us 
in  our  present  capacity:  First,  that  the  old  straitlaoed, 
microscopic  sect  of  beUes-lettres  men,  whose  divinity  was 
Elegance,  a  creed  of  French  growth,  and  more  admirable  for 
men-milliners  than  for  critics  and  phUosophers,  must  be 
rapidly  declining  in  these  Islands ;  and  secondly,  which  is  a 
much  more  personal  consideration,  that,  in  still  farther  in- 
vestigating and  exhibiting  this  wonderful  Jean  Paul,  we  have 
attempted  what  will  be,  for  many  of  our  readers,  no  un- 
welcome service. 

Our  inquiry  naturally  divides  itself  into  two  departments, 
the  Biographical  and  the  Critical ;  concerning  both  of  which, 
in  their  order,  we  have  some  observations  to  make ;  and  what, 
in  regard  to  the  latter  department  at  least,  we  reckon  more 
profitable,  some  rather  curious  documents  to  present. 

It  does  not  appear  that  Richter^s  life,  externally  considered, 
differed  much  in  general  character  from  other  literary  lives, 
which,  for  most  part,  are  so  barren  of  incident :  the  earlier 
portion  of  it  was  straitened  enough,  but  not  otherwise  dis- 
tinguished ;  the  latter  and  busiest  portion  of  it  was,  in  like 
manner,  altogether  private ;  spent  chiefly  in  provincial  tctwns, 
and  apart  from  high  scenes  or  persons ;  its  principal  occur- 
rences the  new  books  he  wrote,  its  whole  course  a  spiritual 
and  silent  one.  He  became  an  author  in  his  nineteenth  year ; 
and  with  a  conscientious  assiduity  adhered  to  that  employ- 
ment ;  not  seeking,  indeed  carefully  avoiding,  any  interruption 
or  disturbance  therein,  were  it  only  for  a  day  or  an  hour. 
Nevertheless,  in  looking  over  those  Sixty  Volumes  of  his,  we 
feel  as  if  Richter^s  history  must  have  another,  much  deeper 
interest  and  worth,  than  outward  incidents  could  impart  to 


and  with,  perhaps,  a  still  happier  combinatioi 
ment  of  these ;  in  whom  Philosophy  and  Poetry  a 
econciled,  but  blended  together  into  a  purer  c 
ieligion  ;  who,  with  the  softest,  most  universal  syn 
tward  things,  is  inwardly  cahii,  iiiipiL'guable  ;  ho 
iy  through  all  temptations  and  affiictious,  so  q 
I  inflexibly ;  the  true  literary  man  among  a  tht 
tiies,  the  Apollo  among  neatherds;  in  one  word, 
standing  the  nineteenth  century,  and  living  in  the 
yet  whose  life  is,  in  some  measure,  a  heroic  and  i 
No  character  of  this  kind,  we  are  aware,  is 
1  without  manifold  and  victorious  struggling  wi 
;  and  the  narrative  of  such  struggling,  what  li 
be  narrated  and  interpreted,  will  belong  to  the  1 
■i  of  history.  The  acted  life  of  such  a  man, 
iaid,  'is  itself  a  Bible';  it  is  a  '  Gospel  of  Fre 
led  abroad  to  all  men ;  whereby,  among  mean  un 
uls,  we  may  know  that  nobleness  has  not  yet  1 
^ible ;  and,  languishing  amid  boundless  triviali: 
ability,  still  understand  that  man's  nature  is  indef 
,  and  so  hold  fast  what  is  the  most  important 
,  the  faith  in  ourselves. 
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ing  that  of  the  other.  That  ideal  outline  of  himself,  which 
a  man  unconsciously  shadows  forth  in  his  writings,  and  which, 
rightly  deciphered,  will  be  truer  than  any  other  representation 
of  him,  it  is  the  task  of  the  Biographer  to  fill-up  into  an 
actual  coherent  figure,  and  bring  home  to  our  experience,  or 
at  least  our  clear  undoubting  admiration,  thereby  to  instruct 
and  edify  us  in  many  ways.  Conducted  on  such  principles, 
the  Biography  of  great  men,  especially  of  great  Poets,  that  is, 
of  men  in  the  highest  degrJBe  noble-minded  and  wise,  might 
become  one  of  the  most  dignified  and  valuable  species  of 
composition.  As  matters  stand,  indeed,  there  are  few  Bio- 
graphies that  accomplish  anything  of  this  kind  :  the  most  are 
mere  Indexes  of  a  Biography,  which  each  reader  is  to  write 
out  for  himself,  as  he  peruses  them ;  not  the  living  body, 
but  the  dry  bones  of  a  body,  which  should  have  been  alive. 
To  expect  any  such  Prometiiean  virtue  in  a  common  Life- 
writer  were  unreasonable  enough.  How  shall  that  unhappy 
Biographic  brotherhood,  instead  of  writing  like  Index-makers 
and  Government-clerks,  suddenly  become  enkindled  with  some 
sparks  of  intellect,  or  even  of  genial  fire ;  and  not  only  collect- 
ing dates  and  facts,  but  making  use  of  them,  look  beyond  the 
surface  and  economical  form  of  a  man^s  life,  into  its  substance 
and  spirit  P  The  truth  is,  Biographies  are  in  a  similar  case 
with  Sermons  and  Songs ;  they  have  their  scientific  rules, 
their  ideal  of  perfection  and  of  imperfection,  as  all  things 
have ;  but  hitherto  their  rules  are  only,  as  it  were,  unseen 
Laws  of  Nature,  not  critical  Acts  of  Parliament,  and  threaten 
us  with  no  immediate  penalty :  besides,  unlike  Tragedies  and 
Epics,  such  works  may  be  something  without  being  all :  their 
simplicity  of  form,  moreover,  is  apt  to  seem  easiness  of 
execution ;  and  thus,  for  one  artist  in  those  departments,  we 
have  a  thousand  bunglers. 

With  regard  to  Richter,  in  particular,  to  say  that  his 
biographic  treatment  has  been  worse  than  usual,  were  saying 
much ;  yet  worse  than  we  expected,  it  has  certainly  been. 
Various  *  lives  of  Jean  Faul,^  anxiously  endeavouring  to  profit 


years  before  his  death,  it  would  seem,  Richter 
led  on  writing  some  account  of  his  own  life ;  and 
)niary  honesty,  had  set  about  a  thorough  prepar; 
task.  After  revolving  many  plans,  some  of 
enough,  he  at  last  determined  on  the  form  of 
;  and  with  a  half-sportful  allusion  to  6o€ 
^  und  Wahrheii  aus  meinem  Ltben^  had  prefixed  t 
le  title  Wahrheii  aus  meinem  Leben  (Truth  fron 
having  relinquished,  as  impracticable,  the  sti 
*  writing,  parallel  to  it,  a  Dicktung  (Fiction) 
cover  of  Nicolaus  Margraf,^ — a  certain  Apoth< 
only  as  hero  of  one  of  his  last  Novels !  In  this  i 
eightier  avocations  had  indeed  retarded  or  suspei 
able  progress  was  said  to  have  been  made ;  an 
s  decease,  Herr  Otto,  a  man  of  talents,  who  had 
nate  friend  for  half  a  lifetime,  undertook  the  ed 
ipleting  of  it ;  not  without  sufficient  proclamation 
1,  which  in  the  mean  while  was  credible  enough, 
only  could  the  post  of  Bichter^s  Biographer  belon 
e  little  Volumes  of  that  Wahrheii  aue  Jean  J 
published  in  the  course  of  as  many  years,  are  at  Ic 
Lis.  The  First  volume,  which  came  out  in  1 
ed  some  surprise,  if  not  disappointment ;  yet  stil 

1  -  T«.      Al.    _  L  -^       - 1         A 
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autocratic  ukase,  Paul  had  appointed  himself  *  Professor  of 
his  own  History,^  and  delivered  to  the  Universe  three  beautiful 
*  Lectures  ^  on  that  subject ;  boasting,  justly  enough,  that,  in 
his  special  department,  he  was  better  informed  than  any  other 
man  whatever.  He  was  not  without  his  oratorical  secrets 
and  professorial  habits :  thus,  as  Mr.  Wortley,  in  writing  his 
parliamentary  speech  to  be  read  within  his  hat,  had  marked 
in  various  passages,  *Here  cough,^  so  Paul,  with  greater 
brevity,  had  an  arbitrary  hieroglyph  introduced  here  and 
there,  among  his  papers,  and  purporting,  as  he  tells  us, 
**Meine  Herren^  memand  scJuMrre^  niemand  gahnej  Gentle- 
men, no  scraping,  no  yawning!^ — a  hierc^lyph,  we  must 
say,  which  many  public  speakers  might  stand  more  in  need 
of  than  he. 

Unfortunately,  in  the  Second  volume,  no  other  Lectures 
came  to  light,  but  only  a  string  of  disconnected,  indeed  quite 
heterogeneous  Notes,  intended  to  have  been  fiftshioned  into 
such ;  the  full  free  stream  of  oratory  dissipated  itself  into 
unsatisfactory  drops.  With  the  Third  volume,  whidi  is  by 
much  the  longest,  Herr  Otto  appears  more  decidedly  in  his 
own  person,  though  still  rather  with  the  scissors  than  with 
the  pen;  and  behind  a  multitude  of  circumvallations  and 
outposts,  endeavours  to  advance  his  history  a  little;  the 
Lectures  having  left  it  still  almost  at  the  very  commencement. 
His  peculiar  plan,  and  the  too  manifest  purpose  to  continue 
speaking  in  Jean  PauPs  manner,  greatly  obstruct  his  pro- 
gress; which,  indeed,  is  so  inconsiderable,  that  at  the  end 
of  this  third  volume,  that  is,  after  some  seven  hundred  small 
octavo  pages,  we  find  the  hero,  as  yet,  scarcely  beyond  his 
twentieth  year,  and  the  history  proper  still  only,  as  it  were, 
beginning.  We  cannot  but  regret  that  Herr  Otto,  whose 
talent  and  good  purpose,  to  say  nothing  of  his  relation  to 
Richter,  demand  r^ard  from  us,  had  not  adopted  some 
straightforward  method,  and  spoken  out  in  plain  prose,  whidi 
seems  a  more  natural  dialect  for  him,  what  he  had  to  say  on 
this  matter.     Instead  of  a  midtifarious  combination, 
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so  slowly,  if  at  all,  towards  unity,  he  might,  without  omitting 
those  *  Lectures,^  or  any  ^  Note  **  that  had  value,  have  given  us 
a  direct  Narrative,  which,  if  it  had  wanted  the  line  of  Beauty, 
might  have  had  the  still  more  indispensable  line  of  Regularity, 
and  been,  at  all  events,  far  shorter.  Till  Hen*  Otto'^s  work 
is  completed,  we  cannot  speak  positively ;  but,  in  the  mean 
while,  we  must  say  that  it  wears  an  unprosperous  aspect,  and 
leaves  room  to  fear  that,  after  all,  Richter^s  Biography  may 
still  long  continue  a  problem.  As  for  ourselves,  in  this  state 
of  matters,  what  help,  towards  characterising  Jean  PauFs 
practical  Life,  we  can  afford,  is  but  a  few  slight  facts  gleaned 
from  Herr  Otto^s  and  other  meaner  works ;  and  which,  even 
in  our  own  eyes,  are  extremely  insufficient 

Richter  was  bom  at  Wonsiedel  in  Baireuth,  in  the  vear 
1768 ;  and  as  his  birthday  fell  on  the  Slst  of  March,  it 
was  sometimes  wittily  said  that  he  and  the  Spring  were  bom 
together.  He  himself  mentions  this,  and  with  a  laudable 
intention:  ^this  epigrammatic  fact,^  says  he,  'that  I  the 
Professor  and  the  Spring  came  into  the  world  together,  I 
have  indeed  brought  out  a  hundred  times  in  conversation, 
before  now ;  but  I  fire  it  off  here  purposely,  like  a  cannon- 
salute,  for  the  hundred-and-first  time,  that  so  by  printing  I 
may  ever  henceforth  be  unable  to  ofier  it  again  as  bon-mot 
bonbon^  when,  through  the  Printer^s  Devil,  it  has  already 
been  presented  to  all  the  world.''  Destiny,  he  seems  to 
think,  made  another  witticism  on  him;  the  word  RicfUer 
being  appellative  as  well  as  proper,  in  the  German  tongue, 
where  it  signifies  Judge,  His  Christian  name,  Jean  Paul, 
which  long  passed  for  some  freak  of  his  own,  and  a  pseud- 
onym, he  seems  to  have  derived  honestly  enough  from  his 
matemal  grandfather,  Johann  Paul  Euhn,  a  substantial 
dock-maker  in  Hof ;  only  translating  the  German  Johann 
into  the  French  Jean.  The  Richters,  for  at  least  two  genera- 
tions, had  been  schoolmasters,  or  very  subaltem  churchmen, 
distinguished  for  their  poverty  and  their  piety :  the  grand- 
father, it  appears,  is  still  remembered  in  his  little  circle,  as  a 
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man  of  quite  remarkable  innocence  and  holiness;  *in  Neu- 
stadt,^  says  his  descendant,  'they  will  show  you  a  bench 
behind  the  organ,  *  where  he  knelt  on  Sundays,  and  a  cave  he 
had  made  for  himself  in  what  is  called  the  Little  Culm,  where 
he  was  wont  to  pray.**  Holding,  and  laboriously  discharging, 
three  school  or  church  offices,  his  yearly  income  scarcely 
amounted  to  fifteen  pounds:  'and  at  this  Hunger-fountain, 
common  enough  for  Baireuth  school-people,  the  man  stood 
thirty-five  years  long,  and  cheerfully  drew/  Pteferment  had 
been  slow  in  visiting  him :  but  at  length  '  it  came  to  pass,^ 
says  Paul,  'just  in  my  birth-year,  that,  on  the  6th  of  August, 
probably  through  special  connexions  with  the  Higher  Powers, 
he  did  obtain  one  of  the  most  important  places ;  in  compari- 
son with  which,  truly,  Rectorate,  and  Town,  and  cave  in  the 
Culmberg,  were  well  worth  exchanging;  a  place,  namely,  in 
the  Neustadt  Churchyard.^ — His  good  wife  had  been  pro- 
moted thither  twenty  years  before  him.  My  parents  had 
taken  me,  an  infant,  along  with  them  to  his  death-bed.  He 
was  in  the  act  of  departing,  when  a  clergyman  (as  my  father 
has  often  told  me)  said  to  them  :  Now,  let  the  old  Jacob  lay 
his  hand  on  the  child,  and  bless  him.  I  was  held  into  the 
bed  of  death,  and  he  laid  his  hand  on  my  head. — ^Thou  good 
old  grandfather !  Often  have  I  thought  of  thy  hand,  blessing 
as  it  grew  cold, — when  Fate  led  me  out  of  dark  hours  into 
clearer, — and  already  I  can  believe  in  thy  blessing,  in  this 
material  world,  whose  life,  foundation  and  essence  is  Spirit !  ^ 
The  father,  who  at  this  time  occupied  the  humble  post  of 
Tertius  (Under-schoolmaster)  and  Organist  at  Wonsiedel,  was 
shortly  afterwards  appointed  Clerg3rman  in  the  hamlet  of 
Jodiz;  and  thence,  in  the  course  of  years,  transferred  to 
Schwarzenbach  on  the  Saale.  He  too  was  of  a  truly  devout 
disposition,  though  combining  with  it  more  energy  of  charac- 
ter, and  apparently  more  general  talent ;  being  noted  in  his 

^  Gottesacker  (God's-field),  not  Kirckhofi  the  more  common  tenn  and  exmctly 
corresponding  to  ours,  is  the  word  Richter  uses  here, — and  almost  always  else- 
where, which  in  his  writings  he  has  often  occuioo  to  dOt 


I  he  took  to  wife,  had,  as  we  guess,  brought  no 
her,  but  on]y  habits  httle  advantageous  for  a 
r  or  parson;  at  all  events,  the  worthy  man,  fin 
>u9ehold  was,  had  continual  difficulties,  and  even  i 
Paul,  who  in  those  days  was  called  Fritz,  r 
how  his  mother  used  to  despatch  him  to  Hof,  hei 
with  a  provender-bag  strapped  over  his  shoulders 
rt  of  purchasing  at  a  cheaper  rate  there ;  but  in 
t  hu  groceries  and  dainties  furnished  gratis  bj  his 
ir.  He  was  wont  to  kiss  his  grandfather's  hand 
aom,  and  speak  with  him ;  while  the  good  oV 
uonious  to  all  the  world,  but  lavish  to  her  own, 
his  bag  with  the  good  things  of  this  life,  and  ev< 
almonds  for  himself,  which,  however,  he  kept 
.  One  other  little  trait,  quite  new  in  eccle; 
3,  we  must  here  communicate.  Paul,  in  summing 
>f  existence  at  Jocfiz,  mentions  this  among  the  nu 

Autumn  eveningH  (and  though  the  weather  were  bad)  tl 
>  go  in  his  iiight-govu,  with  Paul  and  Adam  into  a  pc 
)ver  the  Soale.  The  one  younker  carried  a  mattock,  th 
lasket  Arrived  on  the  ground,  the  Father  set  tu  dig 
es,  H>  tnanf  as  were  wanted  for  rapper;  Paul  gathered  tJ 
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cloth  depends  on  its  price  at  the  clothier\  it  must  appear 
surprising  that  a  Protestant  clergyman,  who  not  only  was  in 
no  case  to  keep  fox-hounds,  but  even  saw  it  convenient  to 
dig  his  own  potatoes,  should  not  have  fallen  under  universal 
odium,  and  felt  his  usefulness  very  considerably  diminished* 
Nothing  of  this  kind,  however,  becomes  visible  in  the  history 
of  the  Jodiz  Parson :  we  find  him  a  man  powerful  in  his 
vocation ;  loved  and  venerated  by  his  flock ;  nay,  associating 
at  will,  and  ever  as  an  honoured  guest,  with  the  gentry  of 
Voigtland,  not  indeed  in  the  character  of  a  gentleman,  yet  in 
that  of  priest,  which  he  reckoned  far  higher.  like  an  old 
Lutheran,  says  his  son,  he  believed  in  the  great,  as  he  did  in 
ghosts ;  but  without  any  shade  of  fear.  The  truth  is,  the 
man  had  a  cheerful,  pure,  religious  heart;  was  diligent  in 
business,  and  fervent  in  spirit :  and,  in  all  the  relations  of  his 
life,  found  this  well-nigh  sufficient  for  him. 

To  our  Professor,  as  to  Poets  in  general,  the  recollections 
of  childhood  had  always  something  of  an  ideal,  almost  oel«ttial 
character.  Often,  in  his  fictions,  he  describes  such  scenes  with 
a  fond  minuteness ;  nor  is  poverty  any  deadly,  or  even  un- 
welcome ingredient  in  them.  On  the  whole,  it  is  not  by 
money,  or  money^s  worth,  that  man  lives  and  has  his  being. 
Is  not  God^s  universe  within  our  head,  whether  there  be  a 
torn  skull-cap  or  a  king^s  diadem  without  P  Let  no  one 
imagine  that  PauPs  young  years  were  unhappy ;  still  less  that 
he  looks  back  on  them  in  a  lachrymose,  sentimental  manner, 
with  the  smallest  symptom  either  of  boasting  or  whining. 
Poverty  of  a  far  sterner  sort  than  this  would  have  been  a 
light  matter  to  him ;  for  a  kind  mother,  Nature  herself,  had 
already  provided  against  it ;  and,  like  the  mother  of  Achilles, 
rendered  him  invulnerable  to  outward  things.  There  was  a 
bold,  deep,  joyful  spirit  looking  through  those  young  eyes ; 
and  to  such  a  spirit  the  world  has  nothing  poor,  but  all  is 
rich,  and  full  of  loveliness  and  wonder.  That  our  readers 
may  glance  with  us  into  this  foreign  Parsonage,  we  shall 
translate  some  paragraphs  from  Paulas  second  Lecture,  and 


^  the  normal  fear  into  four  eewoue,  ns  so  maay  quarter! 
yls  exhaugt  hia  happiness, 
the  rest,  let  no  one  miirvel  at  finding  an  Idjl-Wiagd 
l-world  in  a  little  hamlet  atid  parsonage.  In  the  smal 
I  raise  a  tulip-tree,  wliicli  sh.ill  extend  its  flowery  li,u^hs 
rden  ;  and  the  life-breath  of  joy  can  he  inhaled  as  well 
:ivr  as  in  the  open  wood  and  sky.  Nay,  is  not  Man's  Spi 
infinite  oelestial-apaiTes)  walled-in  within  a  six-feet  Bw 
TientB,  and  Malpighian  mucuses  and  capillar)'  tubes ; 
ve  strait  vorld-nindows,  of  Senses,  to  open  for  the  be 
eyedj   round-sunned  All ; — and   yet   it  diBeernn   and   ro; 

arcely  do  I  know  with  which  of  the  four  i|UBrter)y  Idyls  t 
h  is  A  little  heavenly  forecourt  to  the  neit ;  however,  th 
,  if  we  start  with  Ifinter  and  January,  will  perhaps 
it.  In  the  cold,  our  Father  had  commonly,  like  an  Alpii 
■me  down  from  the  upper  altitude  of  hia  study ;  and,  to  t 
Idren,  was  dwelling  on  the  plain  of  the  general  family-n 
iniiag,  he  sat  by  a  window,  committing  his  Sunday's  si 
y  ;  and  the  three  sous,  Fritz  (who  I  myself  am),  and  A< 
h  carried,  by  turns,  the  full  coffe&^up  ti>  him,  and  s 
carried  back  the  empty  one,  hecause  the  carrier  was  tbei 
the  unmelted  remains  of  the  sugar-c^ndy  (taken  again 
le  bottom  thereof.  Out  of  doors,  truly,  the  sky  covered  i 
lence ;  the  brook  with  ice,  the  village  with  snow :  bat  in 
/u  life;  nndertha  stove  a  pigeon-establishment;  on  the 
sees :  on  the  floor,  the  invincible  bull  braeh,  our  Bonne,  t 
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holidays, — analogous  to  watering  holidays^ — so  that  I  could  travel  out 
in  the  snow  of  the  court-yard,  and  to  the  ham  with  its  threshing.  Nay^ 
was  there  a  delicate  embassy  to  be  transacted  in  the  village, — for  example, 
to  the  schoolmaster,  to  the  tailor, — I  was  sure  to  he  despatched  thither 
in  the  middle  of  my  lessons ;  and  thus  I  still  got  forth  into  the  open  air 
and  the  oold,  and  measured  myself  with  the  new  snow.  At  noon,  before 
our  own  dinner,  we  children  might  also,  in  the  kitchen,  have  the  hungry 
satisfaction  to  see  the  threshers  fidl-to  and  consume  their  victuals. 

'  The  afternoon,  again,  was  still  more  important,  and  richer  in  joys. 
Winter  shortened  and  sweetened  our  lessons.  In  the  long  dusk,  our 
Father  walked  to  and  fro ;  and  the  children,  according  to  ability,  trotted 
under  his  night-gown,  holding  by  his  hands.  At  sound  of  the  Vesper- 
bell,  we  placed  ourselves  in  a  circle,  and  in  concert  devotionally  chanted 
the  hymn.  Die  finstre  Nacht  bricht  Hark  herein  (The  gloomy  Night  is 
gathering  round).  Only  in  villages,  not  in  towns,  where  probably  there 
is  more  night  than  day  labour,  have  the  evening  chimes  a  meaning  and 
beauty,  and  are  the  swan-song  of  the  day :  the  evening-bell  is  as  it  were 
the  muffle  of  the  over- loud  heart,  and,  like  a  ranz  dei  wucket  of  the 
plains,  calls  men  from  their  running  and  toiling,  into  the  land  of  silence 
and  dreams.  After  a  pleasant  watching  about  the  kitchen-door  for  the 
moonrise  of  candlelight,  we  saw  our  wide  room  at  once  illumhiated  and 
barricaded;  to  wit,  the  window-shutters  were  closed  and  bolted;  and 
behind  these  window  bastions  and  breast-works  the  child  felt  himself 
snugly  nestled,  and  well  secured  against  Knecht  Ruprecht,^  who  on  the 
outside  could  not  get  in,  but  only  in  vain  keep  growling  and  humming. 

'About  this  period  too  it  was  that  we  children  might  un'dress,  and 
in  long  train-shirts  skip  up  and  down.  Idyllic  joys  of  various  sorts 
alternated :  our  Father  either  had  his  quarto  Bible,  interleaved  with 
blank  folio  sheets,  before  him,  and  was  marking,  at  each  verse,  the 
book  wherein  he  had  read  anything  concerning  it ; — or  more  commonly 
he  had  his  ruled  music-paper;  and,  undisturbed  by  this  racketing  of 
children,  was  composing  whole  concerts  of  church-music,  with  all  their 
divisions ;  constructing  his  internal  melody  without  any  help  of  external 
tones  (as  Reichard  too  advises),  or  rather  in  spite  of  all  external  mistones. 
In  boUi  cases,  in  the  last  with  tiie  more  pleasure,  I  looked  on  as  he  wrote; 
and  rejoiced  specially,  when,  by  pauses  of  various  instruments,  whole 
pages  were  at  once  filled  up.  Hie  children  all  sat  sporting  on  that  long 
writing  and  eating  table,  or  even  under  it.  ♦  *  ♦ 

'Then,  at  length,  how  did  the  winter  evening,  once  a  week,  mount 
in  worth,  when  the  old  errand-woman,  coated  in  snow,  with  her  fruit, 
flesh  and  general- ware  basket,  entered  the  kitchen  from  Hof ;  and  we  all 

^  The  Ramhtad  (with  bk>ody  bones)  of  Gennany. 


110  MISCELLANIES 

in  this  case  had  the  distant  town  in  miniature  before  our  eyes^  nay, 
before  our  noses^  for  there  were  pastry-cakes  in  it ! ' 

Thus,  in  dull  winter  imprisonment,  among  all  manner  of 
bovine,  swinish  and  feathered  cattle,  with  their  noises,  may 
Idyllic  joys  be  found,  if  there  is  an  eye  to  see  them,  and  a 
heart  to  taste  them.  Truly  happiness  is  cheap,  did  we  apply 
to  the  right  merchant  for  it.  Paul  warns  us  elsewhere  not 
to  believe,  for  these  Idyls,  that  there  were  no  sour  days,  no 
chidings  and  the  like,  at  Jodiz :  yet,  on  the  whole,  he  had 
good  reason  to  rejoice  in  his  parents.  They  loved  him  well ; 
his  Father,  he  says,  would  ^shed  tears  ^  over  any  mark  of 
quickness  or  talent  in  little  Fritz:  they  were  virtuous  also, 
and  devout,  which,  after  all,  is  better  than  being  rich.  ^  Ever 
and  anon,^  says  he,  ^  I  was  hearing  some  narrative  from  my 
Father,  how  he  and  other  clergymen  had  taken  parts  of  their 
dress  and  given  them  to  the  poor:  he  related  these  things 
with  joy,  not  as  an  admonition,  but  merely  as  a  necessary 
occurrence.     O  God !  I  thank  thee  for  my  Father !  ^ 

Richter^s  education  was  not  of  a  more  sumptuous  sort  than 
his  board  and  lodging.  Some  disagreement  with  the  School- 
master a^  Jodiz  had  induced  the  Parson  to  take  his  sons  from 
school,  and  determine  to  teach  them  himself.  This  deter- 
mination he  executed  faithfully  indeed,  yet  in  the  most 
limited  style;  his  method  being  no  Pestalozzian  one,  but 
simply  the  old  scheme  of  task-work,  and  force-work,  operat- 
ing on  a  Latin  grammar  and  a  Latin  vocabulaiy :  and  the 
two  boys  sat  all  day,  and  all  year,  at  home,  without  other 
preceptorial  nourishment  than  getting  by  heart  long  lists  of 
words.  Fritz  learned  honestly  nevertheless,  and  in  spite  of 
his  brother  Adam^s  bad  example.  For  the  rest,  he  was  totally 
destitute  of  books,  except  such  of  his  Father^s  theological  ones 
as  he  could  come  at  by  stealth :  these,  for  want  of  better,  he 
eagerly  devoured ;  understanding,  as  he  says,  nothing  what- 
ever of  their  contents.  With  no  less  impetuosity,  and  no  less 
profit,  he  perused  the  antiquated  sets  of  Newspapers,  which 
a  kind  patroness,  the  Lady  von  Plotho,  already  mentioned. 
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was  in  the  habit  of  furnishing  to  his  Father,  not  in  separate 
sheets,  but  in  sheaves  monthly.  This  was  the  extent  of  his 
reading.  Jodiz,  too,  was  the  most  sequestered  of  all  hamlets ; 
had  neither  natural  nor  artificial  beauty ;  no  memorable  thing 
could  be  seen  there  in  a  lifetime.  Nevertheless,  under  an 
immeasurable  Sky,  and  in  a  quite  wondrous  World  it  did 
stand  ;  and  glimpses  into  the  infinite  spaces  of  the  Universe, 
and  even  into  the  infinite  spaces  of  Man^s  Soul,  could  be  had 
there  as  well  as  elsewhere.  Fritz  had  his  own  thoughts,  in* 
spite  of  schoolmasters :  a  little  heavenly  seed  of  Knowledge, 
nay,  of  Wisdom,  had  been  laid  in  him,  and  with  no  gardener 
but  Nature  herself,  it  was  silently  growing.  To  some  of  our 
readers,  the  following  circumstance  may  seem  unparalleled,  if 
not  unintelligible ;  to  others  nowise  so  : 

'  In  the  future  Literary  History  of  our  hero  it  will  become  doubtful 
whether  he  was  not  bom  more  for  Philosophy  than  for  Poetry.  In 
earliest  times  the  word  WeitweUheit  (Philosophy^  Worlt^Ditdam), — ^yet 
also  another  word^  Morgenland  (East,  Morning4and), — ^was  to  me  an  open 
Heaven's-gate,  through  which  I  looked-in  over  long,  long  gardens  of 
joy. — Never  shall  I  forget  that  inward  occurrence,  till  now  narrated  to 
no  mortal,  wherein  I  witnessed  the  birth  of  my  Self-consciousness,  of 
which  I  can  still  give  the  place  and  time.  One  forenoon,  I  was  standing, 
a  very  young  child,  in  the  outer  door,  and  looking  leftward  at  the  stack 
of  the  fuel-wood, — when  all  at  once  the  internal  vision,  '^I  am  a  Mb  {iek 
Un  ein  Ich\"  came  like  a  flash  from  heaven  before  me,  and  in  gleaming 
light  ever  afterwards  continued :  then  had  my  Me,  for  the  first  time^  seen 
itself,  and  forever.  Deceptions  of  memory  are  scarcely  conceivable  here ; 
for^  in  regard  to  an  event  occurring  altogether  in  the  veiled  Holy-of- 
Holies  of  man,  and  whose  novelty  alone  has  given  permanence  to  such 
every-day  recollections  accompanying  it,  no  posterior  description  from 
anolJier  party  would  have  mingled  itself  with  accompanying  circum- 
stances at  alL' 

It  was  in  his  thirteenth  year  that  the  family  removed  to 
that  better  church -living  at  Schwarzenbach ;  with  which 
change,  so  far  as  school-education  was  concerned,  prospects 
considerably  brightened  for  him.  The  public  Teacher  there 
was  no  deep  scholar  or  thinker,  yet  a  lively,  genial  man,  and 
warmly  interested  in  his  pupils ;  among  whom  he  soon  learned 
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to  distinguish  Fritz,  as  a  boy  of  altogether  superior  gifts. 
What  was  of  still  more  importance,  Fritz  now  got  access  to 
books;  entered  into  a  course  of  highly  miscdlaneous,  self- 
selected  reading ;  and  what  with  Bomances,  what  with  Belles- 
Lettres  works,  and  Hutchesonian  Philosophy,  and  controversial 
Divinity,  saw  an  astonishing  scene  opening  round  him  on  all 
hands.  His  Latin  and  Greek  were  now  better  taught;  he 
even  b^an  learning  Hebrew.  Two  clergymen  of  the  neigh- 
^bourhood  took  pleasure  in  his  company,  young  as  he  was; 
and  were  of  great  service  now  and  afterwards :  it  was  under 
their  auspices  that  he  commenced  composition,  and  also 
speculating  on  Theology,  wherein  he  ^  inclined  strongly  to  the 
heterodox  side.^ 

In  the  ^  family-room,^  however,  things  were  not  nearly  so 
flourishing.  The  Professor^s  three  Lectures  terminate  before 
this  date;  but  we  gather  from  his  Notes  that  surly  clouds 
hung  over  Schwarzenbach,  that  ^his  evil  days  began  there."* 
The  Father  was  engaged  in  more  complex  duties  than 
formerly,  went  often  from  home,  was  encumbered  with  debt, 
and  lost  his  former  cheerfulness  of  humour.  For  his  sons  he 
saw  no  outlet  except  the  hereditary  craft  of  School-keeping ; 
and  let  the  matter  rest  there,  taking  little  farther  charge  of 
them.  In  some  three  years  the  poor  man,  worn  down  with 
manifold  anxieties,  departed  this  life;  leaving  his  pecuniary 
affairs,  which  he  had  long  calculated  on  rectifying  by  the 
better  income  of  Schw£u:^nbach,  sadly  deranged. 

Meanwhile  Friedrich  had  been  sent  to  the  Hof  Gf/mnarium 
(Town-school),  where,  notwithstanding  this  event,  he  continued 
some  time ;  two  years  in  all ;  apparently  the  most  profitable 
period  of  his  whole  tuition;  indeed,  the  only  period  when, 
properly  speaking,  he  had  any  tutor  but  himself.  The  good 
old  cloth-making  grandfather  and  grandmother  took  charge 
of  him,  under  their  roof;  and  he  had  a  body  of  teachers,  all 
notable  in  their  way.  Herr  Otto  represents  him  as  a  fine, 
trustful,  kindly  yet  resolute  youth,  who  went  through  his 
persecutions,  preferments,  studies,  friendships  and  other  school- 
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destinies  in  a  highly  creditable  manner;  and  demonstrates 
this,  at  great  length,  by  various  details  of  facts,  far  too 
minute  for  insertion  here.  As  a  trait  of  PauPs  intellectual 
habitudes,  it  may  be  mentioned  that,  at  this  time,  he  scarcely 
made  any  progress  in  History  or  Geography,  much  as  he 
profited  in  all  other  branches ;  nor  was  the  dull  teacher 
entirely  to  blame,  but  also  the  indisposed  pupil:  indeed,  it 
was  not  till  long  afterwards,  that  he  overcame  or  suppressed 
his  contempt  for  those  studies,  and  with  an  effort  of  his  own 
acquired  some  skill  in  them.^  The  like  we  have  heard  of 
other  Poets  and  Philosophers,  especially  when  their  teachers 
chanced  to  be  prosaists  and  unphilosophical.  Richter  boasts 
that  he  was  never  punished  at  school ;  yet  between  him  and 
the  Historico-geographical  Conredor  (Second  Master)  no  good 
understanding  could  subsist.  On  one  tragi-comical  occasion, 
of  another  sort,  they  came  into  still  more  decided  collision. 
The  zealous  Conrector,  a  most  solid  pains-taking  man,  desirous 
to  render  his  Gymnasium  as  like  a  University  as  possible,  had 
imagined  that  a  series  of  ^  Disputations,^  some  foreshadow  of 
those  held  at  College,  might  be  a  useful,  as  certainly  enough 
it  would  be  an  ornamental  thing.  By  ill-luck  the  worthy 
President  had  selected  some  church  article  for  the  theme  of 
such  a  disputation :  one  boy  was  to  defend,  and  it  fell  to 
PauFs  lot  to  impugn  the  dogma;  a  task  which,  as  hinted 
above,  he  was  very  specially  qualified  to  undertake.  Now, 
honest  Paul  knew  nothing  of  the  limits  of  this  game ;  never 
dreamt  but  he  might  argue  with  his  whole  strength,  to  what- 
ever results  it  might  lead.  In  a  very  few  rounds,  accordingly, 
his  antagonist  was  borne  out  of  the  ring,  as  good  as  lifeless ; 
and  the  Conrector  himself,  seeing  the  danger,  had,  as  it  were, 

^  'All  History,'  thus  he  writes  in  his  thirty-second  year,  'in  so  fiu  as  it 
is  an  affair  of  memory,  can  only  be  reckoned  a  sapless  heartless  thisUe  for 
pedantic  chaffinches ; — ^but,  on  the  other  hand,  like  Natnre,  it  has  highest  vahie, 
in  as  far  as  we,  by  means  of  it,  as  by  means  of  Nature,  can  divine  and  read  the 
Infinite  Spirit,  who,  with  Nature  and  History,  as  with  letters,  legibly  writes  to 
us.  He  who  finds  a  God  in  the  physical  world  will  also  find  one  in  the  moral, 
which  is  History  Nature  forces  on  our  heart  a  Creator ;  History  a  Providence.' 
VOL.  II,  H 


^    to    tilt;  ruui    \ji.    AAt^    — 

or  whirling  in  eddies  ;  only  his  gall  was  in  active 
^  remained  for   him   but   to    close  the  debate 
•e,  Sirrah  !  '"* — and  lea\c  the  room,  with  a  face 
'  the  much  more  famous  Subrector  Hans  von  ] 
'  of   a    mingled    colour,    like   red   bole,   green 
ellow,  and  vomissemerU  de  la  reined 
h  his  studies  in  the  Leipzig  University,  whith 
led  in  1781,  begins  a  far  more  important  era  for 
y  the  era  of  his  manhood,  and  first  entire  depei 
iself.     In  regard  to  literary  or  scientific  cultum 
ar  that  he  derived  much  furtherance  firom  Lc 
Liore,  at  least,  than  the  mere  neighbourhood  of  lil 
low-leamers  might  anywhere  else  have  afibrdei 

professorial  courses  he  did  attend,  and  with  dil 
»  much  in  the  character  of  critic,  as  well  as  of 
in  the  habit  of  *  measiuring  minds  ^  with  men  sc 
nd  more  honourable  than  he ;  and  erelong  his 
ly  of  them  had  not  a  little  abated.  What  his  < 
studies  was,  or  whether  he  had  any  fixed  plan,  we 
at  Hof,  without  election  or  rejection  on  his  on 

been  trained  with  some  view  to  Theology;  1: 
rty  other  professional  view  soon  faded  away  in  ] 
to  a  variety  of  causes;  and  Bichter,  now  sti 

' A^,^   all  nomnrat 
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little  guidance,  and  soon  came  to  expect  little.  Ernesti,  the 
only  truly  eminent  man  of  the  place,  had  died  shortly  after 
PauPs  arrival  there. 

Nay,  it  was  necessity  as  well  as  choice  that  detached  him 
from  professions ;  he  had  not  the  means  to  enter  any.  Quite 
another  and  far  more  pressing  set  of  cares  lay  round  him  ; 
not  how  he  could  live  easily  in  future  years,  but  how  he  could 
live  at  edl  in  the  present,  was  the  grand  question  with  him. 
Whatever  it  might  be  in  regard  to  intellectual  matters, 
certainly,  in  regard  to  moral  matters,  Leipzig  was  his  true 
seminary,  where,  with  many  stripes.  Experience  taught  him 
the  wisest  lessons.  It  was  here  tiiat  he  first  saw  Poverty,  not 
in  the  shape  of  Parsimony,  but  in  the  far  sterner  one  of 
actual  Want ;  and,  unseen  and  single-handed,  wrestling  with 
Fortune  for  life  or  death,  first  proved  what  a  rugged,  deep- 
rooted,  indomitable  strength,  under  such  genial  softness, 
dwelt  in  him  ;  and  from  a  buoyant  cloud-capt  Youth,  per- 
fected himself  into  a  clear,  free,  benignant,  and  lofty-minded 
Man. 

Meanwhile  the  steps  towards  such  a  consummation  were 
painful  enough.  His  old  Schoolmaster  at  Schwarzenbach, 
himself  a  Leipziger,  had  been  wont  to  assure  him  that  he 
might  live  for  nothing  in  Leipzig,  so  easily  were  '  free-tables,^ 
*  stipendia^  private  teaching  and  the  like,  to  be  procured 
there,  by  youths  of  merit.  That  Richter  was  of  this  latter 
species,  the  Rector  of  the  Hof  Gymnasium  bore  honourable 
witness ;  mviting  the  Leipzig  dignitaries,  in  his  Testimanwm, 
to  try  the  candidate  themselves ;  and  even  introducing  him 
in  person  (for  the  two  had  travelled  together)  to  various 
influential  men  :  but  all  these  things  avcdled  him  nothing. 
The  Professors  he  found  beleaguered  by  a  crowd  of  needy 
sycophants,  diligent  in  season  and  out  of  season,  whose  whole 
tactics  were  too  loathsome  to  him ;  on  all  hands,  he  heard 
the  sad  saying:  Lipsia  xniU  expectarij  Leipzig  preferments 
must  be  waited  for.  Now,  waiting  was  of  all  things  the 
most  inconvenient  for  poor  Richter.      In  his  pocket  he  had 


0  might  be  near  her,  now  stood  alone  there,  w 
family,  and  in  the  most  forlorn  situation.  Shi 
ml  chief  heir,  indeed ;  but   former  benefaction! 

less  to  inherit  than  had  been  expected  ;  na; 
rlatives  contested  the  whole  arrangement,  and  sh 
•  her  remaining  substance  in  lawsuits,  scarcely  res 
,  in  the  shape  of  borrowed  pittances  and  by  ( 
iQugh  to  supply  her  with  daily  bread.     Nor  v 

alone  that  she  had  to  sufl'er,  but  contumely  ii< 
f  public  openly  finding  her  guilty  of  Unthrift 

of  Rssistance,  repeating  to  her  dispraise,  over 

he  old  proverb,  *  Hard  got,  soon  gone ' ;  for  all 

i  had  no  remedy,  but  loud  complaining  to  Heavt 

The  good  woman,  with  the  most  honest  dispos 

1  fact  to  have  had  but  a  small  share  of  wisdor 
.11  for  her  present  trying  situation.  Herr  Oil 
chter's  portraiture  of  Lenette  in  the  Blumen-  1 
ruen-Siiicke  (Flower,  Fruit  and  Thorn  Pieces)  ct 
latures  of  his  mother :  Lenette  is  of  '  an  uprig 
I  and  limited  nature';  assiduous,  even  to  exi 
g  and  scouring ;  true-hearted,  religious  in  her  » 
liscontents,  suspicion  and  headstrong  whims  ;  a 
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thing ;  for  after  various  acts  of  vagrancy,  he  had  enlisted  in 
a  marching  regiment ;  with  which,  or  in  other  devious  courses, 
he  marched  on,  and  only  the  grand  billet-master.  Death, 
found  him  fixed  quarters.  The  Richter  establishment  had 
parted  from  its  old  moorings,  and  was  now,  with  wind  and 
tide,  fast  drifting  towards  fatal  whirlpools. 

In  this  state  of  matters,  the  scarcity  of  Leipzig  could 
nowise  be  supplied  from  the  fulness  of  Hof ;  but  rather  the 
two  households  stood  like  concave  mirrors  reflecting  one 
another^s  keen  hunger  into  a  still  keener  for  both.  What 
outlook  was  there  for  the  poor  Philosopher  of  nineteen? 
Even  his  meagre  ^  bread  and  milk^  could  not  be  had  for 
nothing ;  it  became  a  serious  consideration  for  him  that  the 
shoemaker,  who  was  to  sole  his  boots,  *  did  not  trust.^  Far 
from  affording  him  any  sufiicient  moneys,  his  straitened 
mother  would  willingly  have  made  him  borrow  for  her  own 
wants ;  and  was  incessantly  persuading  him  to  get  places  for 
his  brothers.  Richter  felt  too,  that  except  himself,  desolate, 
helpless  as  he  was,  those  brothers,  that  old  mother,  had  no 
stay  on  earth.  There  are  men  with  whom  it  is  as  with 
Schiller^s  Friedland  :  ^  Night  must  it  be  ere  Friedland^s  star 
will  beam.^  On  this  forsaken  youth  Fortune  seemed  to  have 
let  loose  her  bandogs,  and  hungry  Ruin  had  him  in  the  wind ; 
without  was  no  help,  no  counsel :  but  there  lay  a  giant  force 
within ;  and  so,  from  the  depths  of  that  sorrow  and  abase- 
ment his  better  soul  rose  purified  and  invincible,  like  Hercules 
from  his  long  Labours.  A  high,  cheerful  Stoicism  grew  up  in 
the  man.  Poverty,  Pain,  and  all  Evil,  he  learned  to  regard, 
not  as  what  they  seemed,  but  as  what  they  were ;  he  learned 
to  despise  them,  nay,  in  kind  mockery  to  sport  with  them,  as 
with  bright-spotted  wild-beasts  which  he  had  tamed  and 
harnessed.  *  What  is  Poverty,'  said  he ;  *  who  is  the  man 
that  whines  under  it  ?  The  pain  is  but  as  that  of  piercing 
the  ears  is  to  a  maiden,  and  you  hang  jewels  in  the  wound.^ 
Dark  thoughts  he  had,  but  they  settled  into  no  abiding 
gloom  :    *  sometimes,^  says  Otto,  *  he  would  wave  his  finger 
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across  his  brow,  as  if  driving  back  some  hostile  series  of 
ideas  ^;  and  farther  complaint  he  did  not  utter.^  During 
this  sad  period,  he  wrote  out  for  himself  a  little  manual  of 
practical  philosophy,  naming  it  Andachtsbuch  (Book  of  Devo- 
tion), whidi  contains  such  meudms  as  these : 

'  Every  anpleasant  feeling  is  a  sign  that  I  have  become  untrue  to  my 
resolutions. — ^Epictetus  was  not  unhappy. — 

'  Not  chance^  but  I  am  to  blame  for  my  sufferings. 

'  It  were  an  impossible  miracle  if  none  befell  thee :  look  for  their 
comings  therefore ;  each  day  make  thyself  sure  of  many. 

'Say  not,  were  my  sorrows  other  than  these^  I  should  bear  them 
better. 

'  Think  of  the  host  of  Worlds,  and  of  the  plagues  on  this  World-mote. 
— Death  puts  an  end  to  the  whole. — 

'  For  virtue's  sake  I  am  here :  but  if  a  man,  for  his  task^  forgets  and 
sacrifices  all,  why  shouldst  not  thou  ? — 

'  Expect  ii^uries,  for  men  are  weak^  and  thou  thyself  doest  such  too 
often. 

'  Mollify  thy  heart  by  painting  out  the  sufferings  of  thy  enemy ;  think 
of  him  as  of  one  spiritually  sick^  who  deserves  sympathy.— 

'  Most  men  judge  so  badly ;  why  wouldst  thou  be  praised  by  a  child  ? 
— No  one  would  respect  thee  in  a  beggar's  coat :  what  is  a  respect  that  is 
paid  to  wooUen  cloth,  not  to  thee?' 

These  are  wise  maxims  for  so  young  a  man ;  but  what  was 
wiser  still,  he  did  not  rest  satisfied  with  mere  maxims,  which, 
how  true  soever,  are  only  a  dead  letter,  till  Action  first  gives 
them  life  and  worth.  Besides  devout  prayer  to  the  gods,  he 
set  his  own  shoulder  to  the  wheel.  *  Evil,^  says  he,  ^  is  like  a 
nightmare ;  the  instant  you  begin  to  strive  with  it,  to  bestir 
yourself,  it  has  already  ended.'  Without  farther  parleying, 
there  as  he  stood,  Richter  grappled  with  his  Fate,  and 
resolutely  determined  on  self-help.  His  means,  it  is  true, 
were  of  the  most  unpromising  sort,  yet  the  only  means  he 
had :    the    writing   of   Books !      He   forthwith   commenced 

^  In  bodily  pain  he  was  wont  to  show  the  like  endurance  and  indifference. 
At  one  period  of  his  life  he  had  violent  headaches,  which  forced  him,  for  the  sake 
of  a  slight  alleviation,  to  keep  his  head  perfectly  erect ;  you  might  see  him 
talking  with  a  calm  face  and  all  his  old  gaiety,  and  only  know  by  this  posture 
that  be  was  suffering. 
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writing  them.  The  Gr'&nldndiache  Prozesse  (Greenland  Law- 
suits), a  collection  of  satirical  sketches,  full  of  wild  gay  wit 
and  keen  insight,  was  composed  in  that  base  environment  of 
his,  with  unpaid  milkscores  and  unsoled  boots ;  and  even  still 
survives,  though  the  Author,  besides  all  other  disadvantages, 
was  then  only  in  his  nineteenth  year.  But  the  heaviest  part 
of  the  business  yet  remained ;  that  of  finding  a  purchaser 
and  publisher.  Richter  tried  all  Leipzig  with  his  manuscript, 
in  vain;  to  a  man,  with  that  total  contempt  of  Grammar 
which  Jedediah  Cleishbotham  also  complains  of,  they  *  de- 
clined the  article.'*  Paul  had  to  stand  by,  as  so  many  have 
done,  and  see  his  sunbeams  weighed  on  hay-scales,  and  the 
hay-balance  give  no  symptoms  of  moving.  But  Paulas  heart 
moved  as  little  as  the  balance.  Leipzig  being  now  exhausted, 
the  World  was  all  before  him  where  to  try ;  he  had  nothing 
for  it  but  to  search  till  he  found,  or  till  he  died  searching. 
One  Voss  of  Berlin  at  length  bestirred  himself;  accepted, 
printed  the  Book,  and  even  gave  him  sixteen  huis  cTor  for  it. 
What  a  Potosi  was  here !  Paul  determined  to  be  an  author 
henceforth,  and  nothing  but  an  author ;  now  that  his  soul 
might  even  be  kept  in  his  body  by  that  trade.  His  mother, 
hearing  that  he  had  written  a  book,  thought  that  perhaps  he 
could  even  write  a  sermon,  and  was  for  his  coming  down  to 
preach  in  the  High  Church  of  Hof.  ^  What  is  a  sermon,^  said 
Paul,  ^  which  every  miserable  student  can  spout  forth  ?  Or, 
think  you,  there  is  a  parson  in  Hof  that,  not  to  speak  of 
writing  my  Book,  can,  in  the  smallest  degree,  understand  it  ?  ^ 
But  unfortunately  his  Potosi  was  like  other  mines;  the 
metalliferous  vein  did  not  last ;  what  miners  call  a  shifi  or 
trouble  occurred  in  it,  and  now  there  was  nothing  but  hard 
rock  to  hew  on.  The  Orimlandische  Prozesse^  though  printed, 
did  not  sell ;  the  public  was  in  quest  of  pap  and  treacle,  not 
of  fierce  curry  like  this.  The  Reviewing  world  mostly  passed 
it  by  without  notice ;  one  poor  dog  in  Leipzig  even  lifted  up 
his  leg  over  it.  *  For  anjrthing  we  know,^  saith  he,  <  much,  if 
not  all  of  what  the  Author  here,  in  bitter  tone,  sets  forth  on 


|^UOO\^t 


And  herewith  tne  iii-starreti  qimuiujicci   ^j 
(thing  special  had  happened.      '  Singular  !  "*  adds 
this   review,  which   at   the  time   pretended  to 
^'il  attention,  and   likely   enough  obtained   it,   v 
lieu  into  everlasting  oblivion,  had  not  its   conu" 
Eit  very  work,  which  every  rational  reader  was  to 
)r  rather  never  to  open,  raised  it  up  for  mome 
anient,  say  we,  is  enough :  let  it  drop  again  into 
3ool«  and  sink  there  to  endless  depths ;  for  all 
iewer-flesh  too,  is  fallible  and  pardonable, 
ber^s  next  Book  was  soon  ready ;  but,  in  this  po 
rs,  no  man  would  buy  it.     The  Selection  Jrar^ 
of  the  Devilf  such  was  its  wonderful  title,  lay  by 
i  another  principle  than  the  Horatian  one,  for 
ars.     It  was  in  vain  that  he  exhibited,  and 
,  and  left  no  stone  unturned,  ransacking  the  woi 
her ;  there  was  none  anywhere  to  be  met  with, 
ed  Richter  tried  other  plans.     He  presented  ] 
itors  with  Essays,  some  one  in  ten  of  which  mi{ 
[ ;  he  made  joint-stock  with  certain  provincial  1 
Hof  district,  who  had  cash,  and  published  for 
he  sometimes  borrowed,  but  was  in  hot  haste  to  i 
i  as  the  young  ravens;  he  was  often  in  dan 
^  The  prisoner's  allowance,^  says  he,  ^  is  brea 
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Sahara,  with  nothing  round  him  but  stem  sandy  solitude, 
and  no  landmark  on  Earth,  but  only  loadstars  in.  the  Heaven, 
Richter  does  not  anywhere  appear  to  have  faltered  in  his 
progress ;  for  a  moment  to  have  lost  heart,  or  even  to  have 
lost  good  humour.  *  The  man  who  fears  not  death,^  says  the 
Greek  Poet,  ^will  start  at  no  shadows/  Paul  had  looked 
Desperation  full  in  the  face,  and  found  that  for  him  she  was 
not  desperate.  Sorely  pressed  on  from  without,  his  inward 
energy,  his  strength  both  of  thought  and  resolve,  did  but 
increase,  and  establish  itself  on  a  surer  and  surer  foundation ; 
he  stood  like  a  rock  amid  the  beating  of  continual  tempests ; 
nay,  a  rock  crowned  with  foliage ;  and  in  its  clefts  nourishing 
flowers  of  sweetest  perfume.  For  there  was  a  passionate  fire 
in  him,  as  well  as  a  stoical  calmness;  tenderest  Love  was 
there,  and  Devout  Reverence;  and  a  deep  genial  Humour 
lay,  like  weum  sunshine,  softening  the  whole,  blending  the 
whole  into  light  sportful  harmony.  In  these  its  hard  trials, 
whatever  was  noblest  in  his  nature  came  out  in  still  purer 
clearness.  It  was  here  that  he  learned  to  distinguish  what  is 
perennial  and  imperishable  in  man,  from  what  is  transient 
and  earthly;  and  to  prize  the  latter,  were  it  king'^s  crowns 
and  conqueror's  triumphal  chariots,  but  as  the  wrappage  of 
the  jewel ;  we  might  say,  but  as  the  finer  or  coarser  Paper 
on  which  the  Heroic  Poem  of  Life  is  to  be  written.  A  lofty 
indestructible  faith  in  the  dignity  of  man  took  possession  of 

about  what  is,  after  all,  a  very  slender  item  in  German  affairs,  the  JBurscJksnli^en, 
or  manners  of  the  young  men  at  Universities.  We  must  regret  that  in  discussing 
this  matter,  since  it  was  thought  worth  discussing,  the  true  significance  and  soul 
of  it  should  not  have  been,  by  some  £unt  indication,  pointed  out  to  us.  Apart 
from  its  duelling  punctilios,  and  beer>8ongs,  and  tobftcco-smoking,  and  other 
fopperies  of  the  system,  which  are  to  the  German  student  merely  what  coadi- 
driving  and  horse-dealing,  and  other  kindred  fopperies,  are  to  the  English, 
Burschenism  is  not  without  its  meaning  more  than  Oxfordism  or  Cambridgeism. 
The  Bursch  strives  to  say  in  the  strongest  language  he  can :  "  See  I  I  am  an 
unmoneyed  scholar,  and  a  free  man  " ;  the  Oxonian  and  Cantab,  again,  endeavour 
to  say:  "See!  I  am  a  moneyed  scholar,  and  a  spirited  gentleman.**  We 
rather  think  the  Bursch's  assertion,  were  it  rightly  worded,  would  be  the  more 
profitable  of  the  two. 


CJ 


L  in  the  dark  deep  wells  of  Adversity  he  had  c 
It  himself  strong,  courageous,  even  gay.      He 
lal  world  wherewith  to  fence  himself  against  t 
leats  of  the  external."*     Studying,  writing,  in   tl 
jh  grim  Scarcity  iooked-in  on  him  through  the 
er  looked  out  again  on  that  fiend  with  a  qu 
:sl  eye.     Surely,  we  should  find  it  hard  to 
ous  nature  such  fortune:  yet  is  one  such  ma 
nanhood  amid  these  stem,  truth-telling  influenc 
usand  popular  ballad-mongers,  and  sleek  literal 
k^t  in  perpetnal  boyhood  by  influences  that  al 

my  Historical  Leetares^'  lays  Paul«  ^  the  buainsss  of  '. 
tmth  more  and  more  make  itg  appearmnoe^ — with  the  h 
eat  height^ — about  as  often  as  Feasting  in  Thummef^  1 
inking  in  Richardson's  ClarUia ;  nevertheless^  I  cannot! 
i^erty :  Welcome !  so  thou  come  not  at  quite  too  lai 
h  bears  heavier  on  talent  than  Poverty ;  under  gold- 
LToneSy  who  knows  how  many  a  spiritual  giant  may  1 
Euid  buried !  When  among  the  flames  of  youth^  and 
ter  powers  as  weU,  the  oil  of  Riches  is  also  poured 
main  of  the  PhcBuix  but  his  ashes ;  and  only  a  Goethe 
p^  even  at  the  sun  of  good  fortune^  his  phcBniz  wings 
K)r  Historical  Professor^  in  this  place,  would  not,  for  mu 
lad  much  money  in  his  youth.     Fate  manages  Poets,  i 
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quiet  endurance  combining  a  sickly  dispiritment,  others  a 
hardened  dulness  or  even  deadness  of  heart ;  nay,  there  are 
some  whom  Misery  itself  cannot  teach,  but  only  exasperate ; 
who,  far  from  parting  with  the  mirror  of  their  Vanity,  when 
it  is  trodden  in  pieces,  rather  collect  the  hundred  fragments 
of  it,  and  with  more  fondness  and  more  bitterness  than  ever, 
behold  not  one  but  a  hundred  images  of  Self  therein :  to 
these  men  Pain  is  a  pure  evil,  and  as  school-dunces  their 
hard  Pedagogue  will  only  whip  them  to  the  end.  But  in 
modem  days,  and  even  among  the  better  instances,  there  is 
scarcely  one  that  we  remember  who  has  drawn  from  poverty 
and  suffering  such  unmixed  advantage  as  Jean  Paul ;  acquiring 
under  it  not  only  Herculean  strength,  but  the  softest  tender- 
ness of  soul ;  a  view  of  man  and  man'*s  life  not  less  cheerful, 
even  sportful,  than  it  is  deep  and  calm.  To  Fear  he  is  a 
stranger;  not  only  the  rage  of  men,  *the  ruins  of  Nature 
would  strike  him  fearless  ^ ;  yet  he  has  a  heart  vibrating  to 
all  the  finest  thrills  of  Mercy,  a  deep  loving  sympathy  with 
all  created  things.  There  is,  we  must  say,  something  Old- 
Grecian  in  this  form  of  mind ;  yet  Old-Grecian  imder  the 
new  conditions  of  our  own  time ;  not  an  Ethnic,  but  a  C!hris- 
tian  greatness.  Richter  might  have  stood  beside  Socrates, 
as  a  faithful  though  rather  tumultuous  disciple;  or  better 
still,  he  might  have  bandied  repartees  with  Diogenes,  who, 
if  he  could  nowhere  find  Men,  must  at  least  have  admitted 
that  this  too  was  a  Spartan  Boy.  Diogenes  and  he,  much  as 
they  differed,  mostly  to  the  disadvantage  of  the  former,  would 
have  found  much  in  common :  above  all,  that  resolute  self- 
dependence,  and  quite  settled  indifference  to  the  *  force  of 
public  opinion.^  Of  this  latter  quality,  as  well  as  of  various 
other  quedities  in  Richter,  we  have  a  curious  proof  in  the 
Episode,  which  Herr  Otto  here  for  the  first  time  details 
with  accuracy,  and  at  large,  <  concerning  the  Costume  con- 
troversies/ There  is  something  great  as  well  as  ridiculous 
in  this  whole  story  of  the  Costume,  which  we  must  not  pass 
unnoticed. 
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MISCELLANIES 


It  was  in  the  second  year  of  his  rtisidence  at  Leipzig,  and 
when,  as  we  have  seen,  his  necessities  were  pressing  enough, 
that  Richter,  finding  himself  uupatronised  by  the  World, 
thought  it  might  be  reasonable  if  he  paid  a  little  attention, 
as  far  as  convenient,  to  the  wishes,  rational  orders  and  even 
whims  of  his  only  other  Patron,  namely,  of  Himself.  Now 
the  long  vi(<its  of  the  hair-dresser,  with  his  powders,  pu%  and 
pomatums,  were  decidedly  irksome  to  him,  and  even  too  ex- 
pensive ;  besides,  his  love  of  Swift  and  Steme  made  him  love 
the  English  and  their  modes;  which  things  being  considered, 
Paul  made  A'ee  to  cut  off  his  cue  altogether,  and  with  certain 
other  alterations  in  his  dress,  to  walk  abroad  in  what  was 
called  the  English  fashion.  We  rather  conjecture  that,  in 
some  points,  it  was,  after  all,  but  Pseu do- English  ;  at  least, 
we  can  find  no  tradition  of  any  such  mode  having  then  or  ever 
been  prevalent  here  in  its  other  details.  For  besides  the 
docked  cue,  he  had  shirts  i  la  ffamlet ;  wore  his  breast 
open,  without  neckcloth ;  in  such  guise  did  he  appear  openly. 
Astonishment  took  hold  of  the  minds  of  men.  German 
students  have  more  licence  than  most  people  in  selecting 
fantastic  garbs ;  but  the  bare  neck  and  want  of  cue  seemed 
graces  beyond  the  reach  of  true  art.  We  can  figure  the 
massive,  portly  cynic,  with  what  humour  twinkling  in  his  eye 
he  came  forth  among  the  el^ant  gentlemen ;  feeling,  like 
that  juggler-divinity  Ramdass,  well  known  to  Baptist  Mis- 
sionaries, that  *he  had  fire  enough  in  his  stomach  to  bum 
away  all  the  sins  of  the  world,'  It  was  a.  species  of  pride, 
even  of  foppety,  we  will  admit ;  but  a  tough,  strong-limbed 
species,  like  that  which  in  ragged  gown  '  trampled  on  the 
pride  of  Plato.' 

Nowise  in  so  respectable  a  light,  however,  did  a  certain 
JUaguter,  or  pedagogue  dignitary,  of  Richter's  neighbourhood 
regard  the  matter.  Poor  Richter,  poor  in  purse,  rich  other- 
wise, had,  at  this  time,  hired  for  himself  a  small  mean  garden- 
house,  that  he  might  have  a  little  fresh  air,  through  summer, 
in  his  studies  :  the  Magister,  who  had  hired  a  large  sumptuous 
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one  in  the  same  garden,  naturally  met  him  in  his  walks, 
bare-necked,  cueless ;  and  perhaps  not  liking  the  cast  of  his 
countenance,  strangely  twisted  into  Sardonic  wrinkles,  with 
all  its  broad  honest  benignity, — took  it  in  deep  dudgeon 
that  such  an  unauthorised  character  should  venture  to  enjoy 
Nature  beside  him.  But  what  was  to  be  done  ?  Super- 
cilious looks,  even  frowning,  would  accomplish  nothing ;  the 
Sardonic  visage  was  not  to  be  frowned  into  the  smallest 
terror.  The  Magister  wrote  to  the  landlord,  demanding 
that  this  nuisance  should  be  abated.  Richter,  with  a  praise- 
worthy love  of  peace,  wrote  to  the  Magister,  promising  to  do 
what  he  could  :  he  would  not  approach  his  (the  Magister^s) 
house  so  near  as  last  night ;  would  walk  only  in  the  evenings 
and  mornings,  and  thereby  for  most  part  keep  out  of  sight 
the  apparel  *  which  convenience,  health  and  poverty  had  pre- 
scribed for  him.**  These  were  fair  conditions  of  a  boundary- 
treaty;  but  the  Magister  interpreted  them  m  too  literal  a 
sense,  and  soon  found  reason  to  complain  that  they  had  been 
infringed.  He  again  took  pen  and  ink,  and  in  peremptory 
language  represented  that  Paul  had  actually  come  past  a 
certain  Statue,  which,  without  doubt,  stood  within  the  de- 
batable land ;  threatening  him,  therefore,  with  Herr  Komer, 
the  landlord'^s  vengeance,  and  withal  openly  testifying  his  own 
contempt  and  just  rage  against  him.  Paul  answered,  also  in 
writing.  That  he  had  nowise  infringed  his  promise,  this  Statue, 
or  any  other  Statue,  having  nothing  to  do  with  it ;  but  that 
now  he  did  altogether  revoke  said  promise,  and  would  hence- 
forth walk  whensoever  and  wheresoever  seemed  good  to  him, 
seeing  he  too  paid  for  the  privilege.  *  To  me,'  observed  he, 
*Herr  Komer  is  not  dreadful  (JUrchterKch)'^ ;  and  for  the 
Magister  himself  he  put  down  these  remarkable  words  :  '  You 
despise  my  mean  name ;  nevertheless  take  note  qfit;  Jbr  you 
wiU  not  have  done  the  loiter  long^  till  thejbrmer  will  not  be  in 
your  power  to  do\  1  speak  ambiguously,  that  I  may  not  speak 
arrogantly."  Be  it  noted,  at  the  same  time,  that  with  a 
noble  spirit  of  accommodation,  Richter  proposed  yet  new 


;ica,o  v^ui    x not   x  axciiLO    r»cit;    ^mv    tvinj«».:ii     tu    it 

long  as   they  felt   themselves   innocent    in    tot 
lat  the  Magister  thought  of  the  *  mean  name  "* 
awards,  we  do  not  learn. 

[3ut  if  such  tragical  things  went  on  in  Ix'ipzig, 
re  when  he  went  down  to  Hof  in  the  holidayj 

rate,  the  Richters  stood  in  slight  esteem ! 
\e  our  readers  to  learn  that  Paul,  with  the  mildes 
tinacity,  resisted  all  expostulations  of  friends, 
ions  of  foes,  in  this  great  cause;  and  went  i 
mkij  for  the  space  of  no  less  than  seven  y 
iself  seemed  partly  sensible  that  it  was  affSect 

man  would  have  his  humour  out.     ^  On  the  ^ 
*  /  hold  the  constant  regard  we  pay,  in  all  oui 
judgments  qf  others,  as  the  poison  of  our  peace, 
>  our  virtue.     At  this  slave-chain  I  have  long 
rcely  ever  hope  to  break  it  entirely  asunder, 
iistom  myself  to  the  censure  of  others,  and  apj 
t  I  may  leam  to  endure  fools.^     So  speaks 
»genes,  embracing  his  frozen  pillar,  by  way  of 
1  \  as  if  the  world  did  not  give  us  frozen  pill 
this  kind,  without  our  wilfully  stepping  asic 
m  !     Better  is  that  other  maxim  :  ^  He  who  d 

world  in  important  matters  should  the  mor 
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'  Advertisement 

'The  CJndersigued  begs  to  give  notice^  that  whereas  crept  hair  has  as 
many  enemies  as  red  hair^  and  said  enemies  of  the  hair  are  enemies 
likewise  of  the  person  it  grows  on ;  whereas  farther^  such  a  fashion  is 
in  no  respect  Christian^  since  otherwise  Christian  persons  would  have 
adopted  it ;  and  whereas,  especially,  the  Undersigned  has  suffered  no 
less  from  his  hair  than  Absalom  did  from  his,  though  on  contrary 
grounds ;  and  whereas  it  has  been  notified  that  the  public  purposed  to 
send  him  into  his  grave,  since  the  hair  grew  there  without  scissors :  he 
hereby  gives  notice  that  he  will  not  push  matters  to  such  extremity. 
Be  it  known,  therefore,  to  the  nobility,  gentry  and  a  discerning  public  in 
general,  that  the  Undersigned  proposes,  on  Sunday  next,  to  appear  in 
various  important  streets  (of  Hof)  with  a  short  false  cue ;  and  with  this 
cue  as  with  a  magnet,  and  cord-of-love,  and  magic-rod,  to  possess  him- 
self forcibly  of  the  affections  of  all  and  sundry,  be  who  they  may/ 

And  thus  ended  *  gloriously,^  as  Herr  Otto  thinks,  the  long 
•clothes-martyrdom';  from  the  cou«e  of  which,  besides  its 
intrinsic  comicality,  we  may  learn  two  things :  first,  that 
Paul  nowise  wanted  a  due  indifference  to  the  popular  wind, 
but,  on  fit  or  unfit  occasion,  could  stand  on  his  own  basis 
stoutly  enough,  wrapping  his  cloak  as  himself  listed;  and 
secondly,  that  he  had  such  a  buoyant,  elastic  humour  of 
spirit,  that  besides  counter-pressure  against  Poverty,  and 
Famine  itself,  there  was  still  a  clear  overplus  left  to  play 
fantastic  tricks  with,  at  which  the  angels  could  not  indeed 
weep,  but  might  well  shake  their  heads  and  smile.  We 
return  to  our  history. 

Several  years  before  the  date  of  this  *  Advertisement,^ 
namely  in  1784,  Paul,  who  had  now  determined  on  writing, 
with  or  without  readers,  to  the  end  of  the  chapter,  finding 
no  furtherance  in  Leipzig  but  only  hunger  and  hardship, 
bethought  him  that  he  might  as  well  write  in  Hof  beside 
his  mother  as  there.  His  publishers,  when  he  had  any,  were 
in  other  cities;  and  the  two  households,  like  two  dying 
embers,  might  perhaps  show  some  feeble  point  of  red-heat 
between  them,  if  cunningly  laid  together.  He  quitted 
Leipzig,    after   a   three-years   residence    there;    and    fairly 


tment.'  Paul  had  no  books,  except  'twelve  ma 
mes  of  excerpts,'  and  the  considerable  library  v 
ied  in  his  head;  with  which  small  resources,  the 
oially  aa  he  had  still  no  cue,  could  not  well  see  v 
jecome  of  him.  Two  great  furtherances,  how 
,  of  which  the  public  took  no  sufficient  note :  a  n 
lis  shoulders,  not,  fis  is  more  common,  a  mere  hat 
ty  fff>ff!cs  of  a  head  ;  and  the  strangest,  stoutesi 
uite  noble  Heart  within  him.  Here,  then,  he  t 
le  duty  of  man, '  priire  his  existence  more  than  his 
existence,'  which  latter  was,  indeed,  easily  enoi 
emed.  Come  of  it  what  might,  he  determineti, 
strength,  to  try  issues  to  the  uttermost  with  I 
while  fighting  like  a  very  Ajax  against  her,  t 
;hing  in  her  face  till  she  too  burst  into  laugh 
ed  frowning  at  him.'  He  would  nowise  slackei 
horahip,  therefore,  but  continued  stubbornly  to 
lis  right  work,  let  the  weather  be  sunny  or  snow 
rest,  Poverty  was  written  on  the  posts  of  his  di 
lin  on  every  equipment  of  his  existence ;  he  t 
ht  read  in  large  characters ;  '  Good  Christian  peo 
«ive  that  I  have  little  money ;  what  inference 
V  from  it  ? '     So  hunff  the  stniirffle.  and  ae  vet 
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purposing  henceforth  to  '  bring  up  no  children  but  his  own, 
— his  books,^  let  Famine  say  to  it  what  she  pleased. 

'With  his  mother,'  uys  Otto,  'sad  st  timei  also  with  Mvenl  of  his 
brothers,  but  always  with  one,  he  lived  in  a  mean  houM,  which  had  only 
a  single  apartment ;  and  this  went  on  eren  when,— after  the  appearance 
of  the  JUamien, — his  star  began  to  rise,  ascending  higher  and  higher, 
and  never  again  declining.  *  »  « 

'  As  Paul,  in  the  characters  of  Walt  and  Vult '  (it  is  hie  direct  itate- 
ment  in  these  Notes),  meant  to  depict  himself;  so  it  maj  be  remarked, 
that  in  the  delineation  of  Lenette,  his  Mother  stood  before  hia  mind,  at 
the  period  when  this  down-presaed  and  hamiliated  woman  b^^an  to 
gather  heart,  and  raise  herself  up  agun ; '  seeing  she  could  no  longer 
doubt  the  truth  of  his  predictions,  tliat  Authorship  must  and  would 
prosper  with  him.  She  now  the  more  buiU}',  in  one  and  the  same  room 
where  Paul  was  writing  and  studying,  managed  the  household  opera- 
tions; cooking,  washing,  scouring,  handling  the  broom,  and  these  being 
finished,  spinnin);  cotton.  Of  the  punful  income  earned  by  this  latter 
employment  she  kept  a  written  account.  One  such  revenne-book,  under 
the  title  Wu*  ich  ergpatttten  (Earned  by  spinning),  whiob  extends  from 
March  1793  to  September  I7d4,  is  still  in  existence.  The  produce  of 
March,  the  first  year,  stands  entered  there  as  2  florins,  fil  kreutzen, 
3  pfennigs' (somewhere  about  four  shillings  !);  'that  of  April,' etc.  ;  'at 
last,  that  of  September  1794,  2  fl.  1  kr. ;  and  on  the  laat  page  of  tke 
little  book  stands  marked,  that  Samuel  (the  youngest  aon)  had,  an  the 
^  of  this  same  September,  got  new  boots,  which  cost  3  tbjen,' — almott 
a  whole  quarter's  revenue ! 

Considering  these  things,  how  moumfu)  would  it  have 
seemed  to  Paul  that  Bishop  Dogbolt  could  not  get  trans- 
lated, because  of  Politics ;  and  the  too  high-souled  Viscount 
Plumcake,  thwarted  in  courtship,  was  seized  with  a  perceptible 
dyspepsia ! 

1  Gottmill  and  QundiUusvult,  two  Biothera  (lee  Paul's  Fltplfaitrt)  of  the 
most  opposite  lempeniineiits :  the  fonoei  a  still,  soft-heacled,  teuful  eothuiiut  t 
the  other  a  madcap  humorist,  honest  at  bottom,  but  bontiog  out  on  all  bands 
with  tbe  strangest  explodons,  speculative  and  piactieaL 

*  '  Quite  up,  indeed,  ihe  could  never  more  rise ;  and  in  lileot  hamili^, 
avoiding  any  loud  eipieuioa  of  salisfaclion,  the  lived  to  enjoy,  with  tlmoroos 
gladness,  the  delight  of  seeing  her  ion's  worth  pnblidy  recognised,  and  Ma 
acquaintance  sought  by  tbe  most  inSuendal  men,  and  herself  too  boooured  oa 
this  account,  at  she  had  never  before  been.' 

VOU  II.  I 


rary  i^glaad,  aDove  au,  sucn  < 
iculiar  interest  in  these  times ;  the  interest  of  ( 
\ty.  Of  all  literary  phenomena,  that  of  a  literary 
If;  to  believe  that  he  is  poor,  may  be  regarded  a 
it.  Can  a  man  without  capital  actually  open  hU 
speak  to  mankind  ?  Had  he  no  landed  property,  I 
onnexion  with  the  higher  classes ;  did  he  not  even 
y?  By  these  documents  it  would  appear  so.  Thi 
a  nobleman,  nor  gentleman,  nor  gigman ; '  but  s: 
ui ! 

n  the  whole,  what  a  wondrous  spirit  of  gentility 
late  our  British  Literature  at  this  era !      We  ha' 

of  Letters  now,  but  only  Literary  Gentlemen.  Si 
isou  was  the  last  that  ventured  to  appear  in  that  f 
acter,  and  support  himself  on  his  own  legs,  withou 
zhes,  purchaeed  or  stolen :  rough  old  Samuel,  the  It 
he  Romans!  Time  was,  when  in  English  Literatu 
.nglish  Life,  tlie  comedy  of  '  Every  Man  in  his  Hui 
daily  enacted  among  us ;  but  now  the  poor  French 
ch  in  every  sense,  '  Quen  d'tra-l-onf  spellbinds  l 
we  have  nothing  for  it  but  to  drill  and  cane  each 

one  uniform,  regimental  'nation   of  gentlemen.* 
who  would  write  heroic  poems,"  said  Milton,  *mal 

i  be  di  J  iluu  m. 
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as  with  true  metal,  in  the  ears  of  mankind,  that  they  may 
listen  to  him.  Herein  does  the  secret  of  good  writing  now 
consist,  as  that  of  good  living  has  always  done.  When  we 
first  visited  Grub-street,  and  with  bared  head  did  reverence 
to  the  genius  of  the  place,  with  a  *^  SalvCj  magna  parens  I  ^  we 
were  astonished  to  learn  on  inquiry,  that  the  Authors  did 
not  dwell  there  now,  but  had  all  removed  years  ago  to  a  sort 
of  *  High  Life  below  Stairs,'  far  in  the  West  For  why, 
what  remedy  was  there ;  did  not  the  wants  of  the  age  require 
it?  How  can  men  write  without  High  Life;  and  how, 
except  below  Stairs,  as  Shoulder-knot,  or  as  talking  Kater- 
felto,  or  by  second-hand  communication  with  these  two,  can 
the  great  body  of  men  acquire  any  knowledge  thereof  ?  Nay, 
has  not  the  Atlantis,  or  true  Blissful  Island  of  Poesy,  been, 
in  all  times,  understood  to  lie  Westward,  though  never 
rightly  discovered  till  now?  Our  great  fault  with  writers 
used  to  be,  not  that  they  were  intrinsically  more  or  less 
completed  Dolts,  with  no  eye  or  ear  for  the  *  open  secret  "^  of 
the  world,  or  for  anything  save  the  *open  display'  of  the 
world, — for  its  gilt  ceilings,  marketable  pleasures,  war- 
chariots,  and  all  manner,  to  the  highest  manner,  of  Lord- 
Mayor  shows,  and  Guildhall  dinners,  and  their  own  small 
part  and  lot  therein ;  but  the  head  and  front  of  their  offence 
lay  in  this,  that  they  had  not  *  frequented  the  society  of  the 
upper  classes.'  And  now,  with  our  improved  age,  and  this 
so  universal  extension  of  <  High  Life  below  Stairs,'  what  a 
blessed  change  has  been  introduced ;  what  benign  conse- 
quences will  follow  therefrom  ! 

One  consequence  has  already  been  a  degree  of  Dapperism 
and  Dilettantism,  and  rickety  Debility,  unexampled  in  the 
history  of  Literature,  and  enough  of  itself  to  make  us  *  the 
envy  of  surrounding  nations';  for  hereby  the  literary  man, 
once  so  dangerous  to  the  quiescence  of  society,  has  now 
become  perfectly  innoxious,  so  that  a  look  will  quail  him, 
and  he  can  be  tied  hand  and  foot  by  a  spinster's  thread. 
Hope  there  is,  that  henceforth  neither  Church  nor  State  will 
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be  put  in  jeopardy  by  Literature.  The  old  literary  man,  as 
we  have  said,  stood  on  his  own  legs;  had  a  whole  heart  within 
him,  and  might  be  provoked  into  many  things.  But  the  new 
literary  man,  on  the  other  hand,  cannot  stand  at  all,  save  in 
stays ;  he  must  first  gird  up  his  weak  sides  with  the  whale- 
bone of  a  certain  fashionable,  knowing,  half-squirarchal  air, 
— be  it  inherited,  bought,  or,  as  is  more  likely,  borrowed  or 
stolen,  whalebone;  and  herewith  he  stands  a  little  without 
collapsing.  If  the  man  now  twang  his  jew^s-harp  to  please 
the  children,  what  is  to  be  feared  from  hun ;  what  more  is 
to  be  required  of  him  ? 

Seriously  speaking,  we  must  hold  it  a  remarkable  thing 
that  every  Englishman  should  be  a  ^gentleman^  that  in  so 
democratic  a  country,  our  common  title  of  honour,  which  all 
men  assert  for  themselves,  should  be  one  which  professedly 
depends  on  station,  on  accidents  rather  than  on  qualities ;  or 
at  best,  as  Coleridge  interprets  it,  ^  on  a  certain  indifference 
to  money  matters,'  which  certain  indifference  again  must  be 
wise  or  mad,  you  would  think,  exactly  as  one  possesses  much 
money,  or  possesses  little  !  We  suppose  it  must  be  the  com- 
mercial genius  of  the  nation,  counteracting  and  suppressing 
its  political  genius;  for  the  Americans  are  said  to  be  still 
more  notable  in  this  respect  than  we.  Now,  what  a  hollow, 
windy  vacuity  of  internal  character  this  indicates ;  how,  in 
place  of  a  rightly-ordered  heart,  we  strive  only  to  exhibit  a 
full  purse ;  and  all  pushing,  rushing,  elbowing  on  towards  a 
false  aim,  the  courtier's  kibes  are  more  and  more  galled  by 
the  toe  of  the  peasant :  and  on  every  side,  instead  of  Faith, 
Hope  and  Charity,  we  have  Neediness,  Greediness  and  Vain- 
glory ;  all  this  is  palpable  enough.  Fools  that  we  are  !  Why 
should  we  wear  our  knees  to  horn,  and  sorrowfully  beat  our 
breasts,  praying  day  and  night  to  Mammon,  who,  if  he  would 
even  hear  us,  has  almost  nothing  to  give?  For,  granting 
that  the  deaf  brute-god  were  to  relent  for  our  sacrifidngs ; 
to  change  our  gilt  brass  into  solid  gold,  and  instead  of 
hungry  actors  of  rich  gentility,  make  us  all  in  very  deed 
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Rothschild-Howards  tomorrow,  what  good  were  it  ?  Are  we 
not  already  denizens  of  this  wondrous  England,  with  its  high 
Shakspeares  and  Hampdens ;  nay,  of  this  wondrous  Universe, 
with  its  Galaxies  and  Eternities,  and  unspeakable  Splendours, 
that  we  should  so  worry  and  scramble,  and  tear  one  another 
in  pieces,  for  some  acres  (nay,  still  oftener,  for  the  sfunc  of 
some  acres),  more  or  less,  of  clay  property,  the  largest  of  which 
properties,  the  Sutherland  itself,  is  invisible  even  from  the 
Moon  ?  Fools  that  we  are  !  To  dig  and  bore  like  ground- 
worms  in  those  acres  of  ours,  even  if  we  have  acres ;  and  far 
from  beholding  and  enjoying  the  heavenly  Lights,  not  to 
know  of  them  except  by  unheeded  and  unbelieved  report ! 
Shall  certain  pounds  sterling  that  we  may  have  in  the  Bank 
of  England,  or  the  ghosts,  of  certain  pounds  that  we  would 
fain  seem  to  have,  hide  from  us  the  treasures  we  are  all  born 
to  in  this  the  *  City  of  God '  ? 

My  inheritance  how  wide  and  fair ; 
Time  is  my  estate,  to  Time  I  'm  heir ! 

But,  leaving  the  money-changers,  and  honour-hunters,  and 
gigmen  of  every  degree,  to  their  own  wise  ways,  which  they 
will  not  alter,  we  must  again  remark  as  a  singular  circum- 
stance, that  the  same  spirit  should,  to  such  an  extent,  have 
taken  possession  of  Literature  also.  This  is  the  eye  of  the 
world ;  enlightening  all,  and  instead  of  the  shows  of  things 
unfolding  to  us  things  themselves :  has  the  eye  too  gone 
blind ;  has  the  Poet  and  Thinker  adopted  the  philosophy  of 
the  Grocer  and  Valet  in  Livery?  Nay,  let  us  hear  Lord 
Byron  himself  on  the  subject.  Some  years  ago,  there  appeared 
in  the  Magazines,  and  to  the  admiration  of  most  editorial 
gentlemen,  certain  extracts  from  Letters  of  Lord  Byron's, 
which  carried  this  philosophy  to  rather  a  high  pitch.  His 
Lordship,  we  recollect,  mentioned,  that  *  all  rules  for  Poetry 
were  not  worth  a  d — ^n  "^  (saving  and  excepting,  doubtless,  the 
ancient  Rule-of-Thumb,  which  must  still  have  place  here); 
after  which  aphorism,  his  Lordship  proceeded  to  state  that 


hers  were  not  familiar,  and  so  could  not  write  it.- 
is  fast  growing  time  that  all  this  should  be  drumi 

our  Planet,  and  forbidden  to  return. 

Uichter,  for  his  part,  was  quite  excluded  from  th 
d  of  Jlof;  foi-  Hof  too  bas  its  West-PTid  ;  •  cvcrj 
ngs  for  his  parade-place ;  would  still  wish,  at  bant 

master  of  some  seat  or  other,  wherein  to  overtop 
at  plucked  goose  of  the  neighbourhood,'  So  poor 
uld  only  be  admitted  to  the  West-end  of  the  T 
lere  truly  he  had  a  very  superior  establishment 
Tal,  clerical  and  other  conscript  fathers  of  Hof  mij 
ey  BO  inclined,  have  lent  him  a  few  books,  told  or 
me  fewer  lies  of  him,  and  thus  positively  and  m 
own  the  young  adventurer  many  a  little  service  j  1 
alined  to  none  of  these  things,  and  happily  he  waa 

do  without  them.  Gay,  gentle,  frolicsome  as  a  U 
-ong,  forbearant  and  royally  courageous  as  a  lion,  he 
jng,  amid  the  scouring  of  kettles,  the  hissing  of  fryi 
e  hum  of  hts  mother's  wheel ; — and  it  is  not  wi 
oud  feeling  that  our  reader  (for  he  too  is  a  man) 
:^tory  being  at  last  gained,  and  of  Works,  which  t 
Hective  nation  in  Europe  regards  as  classical,  being 
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that  the  UnsicJUbare  Loge  (Invisible  Lodge),  sent  forth  from 
the  Hof  spinning-establishment  in  1798,  was  the  first  of  his 
works  that  obtained  any  decisive  favour.  A  long  trial  of 
faith;  for  the  man  had  now  been  besieging  the  litenury 
citadel  upwards  of  ten  years,  and  still  no  breach  visible! 
With  the  appearance  of  Hesperuif  another  wondrous  Novd, 
which  proceeded  from  the  same  ^single  apartment,^  in  1796, 
the  si^e  may  be  said  to  have  terminated  by  storm;  and 
Jean  Paul,  whom  the  most  knew  not  what  in  the  world  to 
think  of,  whom  here  and  there  a  man  of  weak  judgment  had 
not  even  scrupled  to  declare  half-mad,  made  it  universally 
indubitable,  that  though  encircled  with  dusky  vapours,  and 
shining  out  only  in  strange  many-hued  irregular  bursts  of 
flame,  he  was  and  would  be  one  of  the  celestial  Luminaries  of 
his  day  and  generation.  The  keen  intellectual  energy  dis- 
played in  HesperfiSf  still  more  the  nobleness  of  nrind,  the 
sympathy  with  Nature,  the  warm,  impetuous,  yet  pure  and 
lofty  delineations  of  Friendship  and  Love ;  in  a  less  dq|p;ee 
perhaps,  the  wild  boisterous  humour  that  ever3nrhere  prevails 
in  it,  secured  Richter  not  only  admirers,  but  personal  well* 
wishers  in  all  quarters  of  his  country.  61eim,  for  example, 
though  then  eighty  years  of  age,  and  among  the  last  sur- 
vivors of  a  quite  different  school,  could  not  contain  himself 
with  rapture.  *  What  a  divine  genius  {GoUgefmui)^  thus 
wrote  he  some  time  afterwards, '  is  our  Friedrich  Richter !  I 
am  reading  his  Blummstucke  for  the  second  time:  here  is 
more  than  Shakspeare,  said  I,  at  fifty  passages  I  have  marked. 
What  a  divine  genius !  I  wonder  over  the  human  head,  out 
of  which  these  streams,  these  brooks,  these  Rhine-falls,  these 
Blandusian  fountains  pour  forth  over  human  nature  to  make 
human  nature  humane ;  and  if  today  I  object  to  the  plan, 
object  to  phrases,  to  words,  I  am  contented  with  all  tomorrow.* 
The  kind  lively  old  man,  it  appears,  had  sent  hun  a  gay 
letter,  signed  *  Septimus  Fixlein,^  with  a  present  of  money  in 
it;  to  which  Richter,  with  great  heartiness,  and  tome  curiosity 
to  penetrate  the  secret,  made  answer  in  this  very  BlumenHUcke\ 


other  dialect ;  screeching  out  a  rusty  Nutk  Dom'ine 
th  considerable  force  of  pipe,  instead  of  its  last  mor 
d  very  unhandsome  grunt.  For  the  credit  of  our  oi 
■■  could  have  wished  that  the  Reviewing  world  ha 
'  its  DimUtas  a  little  sooner. 

In  1797  the  Widow  Richter  was  taken  away  f 
-ange  variable  climate  of  this  world, — we  shall  ho[ 
nnier  one ;  her  kettles  hung  unscoured  on  the  wi 
e  spool,  so  often  filled  with  her  cotton-thi-ead  am 
th  her  teare,  revolved  no  more.  Poor  old  weatbcs 
avy-laden  aoul !     And  yet  a  light-beam  from  on  1 

her  also;  and  the  'nine  shillings  for  SamueFs  ne^ 
:re  more  bounteous  and  more  blessed  than  many 
nsom.  Nay,  she  saw  before  departing,  that  she,  e 
d  bom  a  mighty  man ;  and  her  early  sunshii 
owned  in  deluges,  again  looked  out  at  evening  wi' 
■ewell. 

The  Hof  household  being  thus  broken  up,  Rid 
lie  years  led  a  wandering  life.  In  the  course  of  tl 
'97  we  find  him  once  more  in  Leipzig ;  and  trul 
■  other  circumstances  than  of  old.  For  instead 
)ckinged,  shovel -hat  ted,  but  too  imperious  Magiste 
►uld  not  let  him  ™-^,n«  hi,  ^«.^  t.:-^  ^-~  1....--L  :. 
eh. 
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indeed,  Jean  Paul  seems,  ever  henceforth,  to  have  had  what 
we  should  reckon  a  surprising  access.  For  example : — ^  the 
social  circles  where  the  Duchess  Amelia  (of  Weimar)  was 
wont  to  assemble  the  most  talented  men,  first,  in  Ettersburg, 
afterwards  in  Tiefurt ' ; — then  the  *  Duke  of  Meinungen  at 
Coburg,  who  had  with  pressing  kindness  invited  him  ^ ; — ^the 
Prince  Primate  Dalberg,  who  did  much  more  than  invite  him  ; 
— late  in  life,  ^  the  gifted  Duchess  Dorothea,  in  Lobichau,  of 
which  visit  he  has  himself  commemorated  the  festive  days,^ 
etc.  etc. ; — all  which  small  matters,  it  appears  to  us,  should 
l>e  taken  into  consideration  by  that  class  of  British  philoso- 
phers, troublesome  in  many  an  intellectual  tea-circle,  who 
deduce  the  *  Grerman  bad  taste  ^  from  our  own  old  everlasting 
^  want  of  intercourse  ^ ;  whereby,  if  it  so  seemed  good  to  them, 
their  tea,  till  some  less  self-evident  proposition  were  started, 
might  be  <  consumed  with  a  certain  stately  silence.^ 

But  next  year  (1798)  there  came  on  F^ul  a  far  grander 
piece  of  good  fortune  than  any  of  these;  namely,  a  good 
wife ;  which,  as  Solomon  has  long  ago  recorded,  is  a  <  good 
thing."  He  had  gone  from  Leipzig  to  Berlin,  still  busily 
writing ;  ^  and  during  a  longer  residence  in  this  latter  city," 
says  Doring, '  Caroline  Mayer,  daughter  of  the  Royal  Prussian 
Privy  Councillor  and  Professor  of  Medicine,  Dr.  John  Andrew 
Mayer "  (these  are  all  his  titles),  <  gave  him  her  hand  ;  nay, 
even,"  continues  the  microscopic  Doring,  *  as  is  said  in  a  public 
paper,  bestowed  on  him  (aufSrUckte)  the  bride-kiss  of  her  own 
accord."  What  is  still  more  astonishing,  she  is  recorded  to 
have  been  a  ^  chosen  one  of  her  sex,"  one  that,  *  like  a  gentle^ 
guardian,  care-dispelling  genius,  went  by  his  side  through  all 
his  pilgrimage." 

Shortly  after  this  great  event,  Paul  removed  with  his  new 
wife  to  Weimar,  where  he  seems  to  have  resided  some  years, 
in  high  favour  with  whatever  was  most  illustrious  in  that 
city.  His  first  impression  on  Schiller  is  characteristic  enough. 
'  Of  Hesperus,"  thus  writes  Schiller,  <  I  have  yet  made  no  men- 
tion to  you.      I  found  him  pretty  much   what  I  expected; 


188  MISCELLANIES 

foreign,  like  a  man  fallen  from  the  Moon ;  full  of  good  will, 
and  heartily  inclined  to  see  things  about  him,  but  without 
organ  for  seeing  them.  However,  I  have  only  spoken  to  him 
onoe,  and  so  I  can  say  little  of  him.^  ^  In  answer  to  which, 
Goethe  also  expresses  his  love  for  Richter,  but  doubts 
whether  in  literary  practice  he  will  ever  fall-in  with  them  two, 
much  as  his  theoretical  creed  inclined  that  way.^  Hesperus 
proved  to  have  more  <  organ  ^  than  Schiller  gave  him  credit 
for;  nevertheless  Goethe'^s  doubt  had  not  been  unfounded* 
It  was  to  Herder  that  Paul  chiefly  attached  himself  here ; 
esteeming  the  others  as  high-gifted,  friendly  men,  but  only 
Herder  as  a  teacher  and  spiritual  father ;  of  which  latter  re- 
lation, and  the  warm  love  and  gratitude  accompanjdng  it  on 
Paulas  side,  his  writings  give  frequent  proof.  ^  If  Herder  was 
not  a  Poet,^  says  he  once,  ^  he  was  something  more, — a  Poem  !  * 
With  Wieland  too  he  stood  on  the  friendliest  footing,  often 
walking  out  to  visit  him  at  Osmanstadt,  whither  the  old  man 
had  now  retired.  Perhaps  these  years  spent  at  Weimar,  in 
close  intercourse  with  so  many  distinguished  persons,  were,  in 
regard  to  outward  matters,  among  the  most  instructive  of 
Richter^s  life :  in  regard  to  inward  matters,  he  had  already 
served,  and  with  credit,  a  hard  apprenticeship  elsewhere.  We 
must  not  forget  to  mention  that  TUaUy  one  of  his  chief 
romances  (published  at  Berlin  in  1800),  was  written  during 
his  abode  at  Weimar ;  so  likewise  the  Flegeljahre  (Wild  Oats); 
and  the  eulogy  of  Charlotte  Corday^  which  last,  though 
originally  but  a  Magazine  Essay,  deserves  notice  for  its  bold 
eloquence,  and  the  antique  republican  spirit  manifested  in  it. 
With  respect  to  Titan^  which,  together  with  its  Comic  Appenr 
dix^  forms  six  very  extraordinary  volumes,  Richter  was  accus- 
tomed, on  all  occasions,  to  declare  it  his  masterpiece,  and 
even  the  best  he  could  ever  hope  to  do;  though  there  are 
not  wanting  readers  who  continue  to  regard  Hesperus  with 
preference.     For  ourselves,  we  have  read  Tiian  with  a  certain 

^  BrUfwechsel  vwischen  Schiller  und  Goethe  (Correspondence  between  Schiller 
and  Goethe),  b.  IL  77. 
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disappointment,  after  hearing  so  much  of  it ;  yet  on  the 
whole  must  incline  to  the  Author^s  opinion.  One  day  we 
hope  to  afford  the  British  public  some  sketch  of  both  these 
works,  concerning  which,  it  has  been  said,  *  there  is  solid 
metal  enough  in  them  to  fit-out  whole  circulating  libraries, 
were  it  beaten  into  the  usual  filigree;  and  much  which, 
attenuate  it  as  we  might,  no  Quarterly  Subscriber  could  well 
carry  with  him.**  Richter^s  other  Novels  published  prior  to 
this  period  are,  the  Invisible  Lodge ;  the  Siebenkds  (or  Flower, 
Fruit  and  Thorn  Pieces) ;  the  Life  qf  Qumhu  Fixlein ;  the 
Jvbelseniur  (I^arson  in  Jubilee) :  Jean  PauPe  Letters  and  Fuiure ' 
History,  the  Dejeuner  in  Kuhschnappelj  the  Biographical  Be- 
erections  under  the  Cranium  qf  a  Giantess j  scarcely  belonging 
to  this  species.  The  Novels  published  afterwards,  which  we 
may  as  well  catalogue  here,  are,  the  Lihen  Fibets  (Life  of 
Fibel);  Katzenbergers  Badereise  (Eatssenbeiger^s  Journey  to 
the  Bath) ;  Schmdzles  Beise  nach  FUUz  (Schmelzle^s  Journey  to 
Flatz) ;  the  Cornet^  named  also  Nicholaus  Margrqf. 

It  seems  to  have  been  about  the  year  180S,  that  Paul  had 
a  pension  bestowed  upon  him  by  the  FUrst  Primus  (Prince 
Primate)  von  Dalberg,  a  prelate  famed  for  his  munificenoe, 
whom  we  have  mentioned  above.  What  the  amount  was,  we 
do  not  find  specified,  but  only  that  it  *  secured  him  the  means 
of  a  comfortable  life,^  and  was  *  subsequently,^  we  suppose 
after  the  Prince  Primate^s  decease,  <  paid  him  by  the  King  of 
Bavaria.^  On  the  strength  of  which  fixed  revenue,  Paul  now 
established  for  himself  a  fixed  household ;  selecting  for  this 
purpose,  after  various  intermediate  wanderings,  the  city  of 
Baireuth,  *  with  its  kind  picturesque  environment  ^ ;  where, 
with  only  brief  occasional  excursions,  he  continued  to  live  and 
write.  We  have  heard  that  he  was  a  man  universally  loved, 
as  well  as  honoured  there :  a  friendly,  true,  and  high-minded 
man  ;  copious  in  speech,  which  was  full  of  grave  genuine 
humour ;  contented  with  simple  people  and  simple  pleasures ; 
and  himself  of  the  simplest  habits  and  wishes.  He  had  three 
children ;    and  a  guardian  angel,  doubtless  not  without  her 


loymcnts.'     In  addition  to  the  latter  part  of  tl 
id  above,  which,  with  the  others,  as  all  of  them 
ss  genuine  poetical  productions,  we  feel  reluctant 

even  transiently  by  so  despicable  an  English 
philosophical    and    critical    performances,   espec 
ohule  der  Aesthetik  (Introduction  to  iGsthetics), 
na  (Doctrine  of  Education),  belong  wholly  to  £ 
to  enumerate  a  multitude  of  miscellaneous  wrii 
il,  literary,  scientific  subjects,  but  always  in  a  hi 
istic,  poetic  dress),  which  of  themselves  might  he 
'ortune  of  no  mean  man.     His  heart  and  oonsc 
as  his  head  and  hand,  were  in  the  work ;  from  ^ 
station  could  withdraw  him.     *I  hold  my  du^ 
Q  these  Biographical  Notes,  *  not  to  lie  in  enj< 
iring,  but  in  writing, — ^whatever  time  it  may  coc 

money  may  be  forborne, — nay,  whatever  pleasi 
iple,  that  qX  seeing  Switzerland,  which  nothing 
fice  of  time  forbids.^ — *  I  deny  myself  my  evenii 
leres^en)  in  my  eagerness  to  work  ;  but  the  inter 
ly  children  I  cannot  deny  myself.^    And  again  :  * 

presumes  to  give  poetic  delight,  should  conte 
tigly  forbear  all  enjoyments,  the  sacrifice  of  whicl 
his  ci^eative  powers ;  that  so  he  may  perhaps  d 

jrV  and    tt    wbnl«»    TU»r»nlo'        Jn    "Dt/»V»4-*»%.V    «J-.— ^  — 
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into  something  higher  that  remains.'-'  I  have  de<»ribed  so 
muchy^  says  he  elsewhere,  *  and  I  die  without  ever  having  seen 
Switzerland,  and  the  Ocean,  and  so  many  other  sights.  But 
the  Ocean  of  Eternity  I  shall  in  no  case  fail  to  see.^ 

A  heavy  stroke  fell  on  him  in  the  year  1821,  when  his  only 
son,  a  young  man  of  great  promise,  died  at  the  University. 
Paul  lost  not  his  composure;  but  was  deeply,  incurably 
wounded.  ^  Epistolary  lam^itations  on  my  misfortune,**  says 
he,  ^  I  read  unmoved,  for  the  bitterest  is  to  be  heard  within 
myself,  and  I  must  shut  the  ears  of  my  soul  to  it ;  but  a 
single  new  trait  of  Max^s  fair  nature  opens  the  whole  lacerated 
heart  asunder  again,  and  it  can  only  drive  its  blood  into  the 
eyes/  New  personal  sufferings  awaited  him :  a  decay  of 
health,  and,  what  to  so  indefatigable  a  reader  and  writer  was 
still  worse,  a  decay  of  eyesight,  increasing  at  last  to  almost 
total  blindness.  This  too  he  bore  with  his  old  steadfastness, 
cheerfully  seeking  what  help  was  to  be  had ;  and  when  no 
hope  of  help  remained,  still  cheerfully  labouring  at  his  voca- 
tion, though  in  sickness  and  in  blindness.^  Dark  without,  he 
was  inwardly  full  of  light ;  busied  on  his  favourite  theme,  the 
Immortality  of  the  Soul;  when  (on  the  14th  of  November 
18S5)  Death  came,  and  PauPs  work  was  ail  accomplished, 
and  that  great  question  settled  for  him  on  far  higher  and 
indisputable  evidence.  The  unfinished  Volume  (which  under 
the  title  of  Selina  we  now  have)  was  carried  on  his  bier  to 
the  grave ;  for  his  funeral  was  public,  and  in  Baireuth,  and 
elsewhere,  all  possible  honour  was  done  to  his  memory. 

In  regard  to  PauPs  character  as  a  man  we  have  little  to 
say,  beyond  what  the  facts  of  this  Narrative  have  already  said 
more  plainly  than  in  words.     We  learn  from  all  quarters,  in 

1  He  begins  a  letter  applying  for  spectacles  (August  1824)  in  these  terms : 
'  Since  last  winter,  my  eyes  (the  left  had  already,  without  cataract,  been  long 
half-blind,  and,  like  Reviewers  and  Litt&atntrst  read  nothing  but  title-pages) 
have  been  seized  by  a  daily-increasing  Night-Ultra  and  Enemy-to-Light,  who, 
did  not  I  withstand  him,  would  shortly  drive  me  into  the  Orcus  of  Amaurosis. 
Then,  Addio^  optra  omnia  I '    Doring,  p.  3a. 
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one  or  the  other  dialect,  that  the  pure,  high  morality  which 
adorns  his  writings  stamped  itself  also  on  his  life  and  actions. 
<He  was  a  tender  husband  and  father,''  says  Doring,  'and 
goodness  itself  towards  his  friends  and  cdl  that  was  near  him/ 
The  significance  of  such  a  spirit  as  Richter^s,  practically 
manifested  in  such  a  life,  is  deep  and  manifold,  and  at  this 
era  will  merit  careful  study.  For  the  present,  however,  we 
must  leave  it,  in  this  d^ree  of  clearness,  to  the  reader^s  own 
consideration;  another  and  still  more  immediately  needful 
department  of  our  task  still  remains  for  us. 

Richter^s  intellectual  and  literary  character  is,  perhaps,  in 
a  singular  d^ree  the  counterpart  and  image  of  his  practical 
and  moral  character:  his  Works  seem  to  us  a  more  than 
usually  feiithful  transcript  of  his  mind ;  written  with  great 
warmth  direct  from  the  heart,  and  like  himself,  wild,  strong, 
original,  sincere.  Viewed  under  any  aspect,  whether  as 
Thinker,  Moralist,  Satirist,  Poet,  he  is  a  phenomenon ;  a 
vast,  many-sided,  tumultuous,  yet  noble  nature  ;  for  faults  as 
for  merits,  ^  Jean  Paul  the  Unique.'*  In  all  departments,  we  find 
in  him  a  subduing  force ;  but  a  lawless,  untutored,  as  it  were 
half-savage  force.  Thus,  for  example,  few  understandings 
known  to  us  are  of  a  more  irresistible  character  than 
Richter^s ;  but  its  strength  is  a  natural,  unarmed,  Orson-like 
strength :  he  does  not  cunningly  undermine  his  subject,  and 
ky  it  open,  by  syllogistic  implements  or  any  rule  of  art ;  but 
he  crushes  it  to  pieces  in  his  arms,  he  treads  it  asunder,  not 
without  gay  triumph,  under  his  feet;  and  so  in  almost 
monstrous  fashion,  yet  with  piercing  clearness,  lays  bare  the 
inmost  heart  and  core  of  it  to  all  eyes.  In  passion  again, 
there  is  the  same  wild  vehemence  :  it  is  a  voice  of  softest  pity, 
of  endless  boundless  wailing,  a  voice  as  of  Rachel  weeping  for 
her  children ; — or  the  fierce  bellowing  of  lions  amid  savage 
forests.  Thus  too,  he  not  only  loves  Nature,  but  he  revels 
in  her;  plunges  into  her  infinite  bosom,  and  fills  his  whole 
heart  to  intoxication  with  her  charms.  He  tells  us  that 
he  was  wont  to  study,  to  write,  almost  to  live,  in  the  open 
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air ;  and  no  skyey  aspect  was  so  dismal  that  it  altogether 
wanted  beauty  for  him.  We  know  of  no  Poet  with  so  deep 
and  passionate  and  universal  a  feeling  towards  Nature :  *  from 
the  solemn  phases  of  the  starry  heaven  to  the  simple  floweret 
of  the  meadow,  his  eye  and  his  heart  are  open  for  her  charms 
and  her  mystic  meanings/  But  what  most  of  all  shadows 
forth  the  inborn  essential  temper  of  PauPs  mind,  is  the  sport- 
fulness,  the  wild  heartfelt  Humour,  which,  in  his  highest  as  in 
his  lowest  moods,  ever  exhibits  itself  as  a  quite  inseparable 
ingredient.  His  Humour,  with  all  its  wildness,  is  of  the 
gravest  and  kindliest,  a  genuine  Humour ;  *  consistent  with 
utmost  earnestness,  or  rather,  inconsistent  with  the  want  of 
it."  But  on  the  whole,  it  is  impossible  for  him  to  write  in 
other  than  a  humorous  manner,  be  his  subject  what  it  may. 
His  Philosophical  Treatises,  nay,  as  we  have  seen,  his  Auto- 
biography itself,  everything  that  comes  from  him,  is  encased 
in  some  quaint  fantastic  framing ;  and  roguish  eyes  (yet  with 
a  strange  sympathy  in  the  matter,  for  his  Humour,  as  we 
said,  is  heartfelt  and  true)  look  out  on  us  through  many  a 
grave  delineation.  In  his  Novels,  above  all,  this  is  ever  an 
indispensable  quality,  and,  indeed,  announces  itself  in  the  very 
entrance  of  the  business,  often  even  on  the  title-page.  Think, 
for  instance,  of  that  Selection  Jrom  the  Papers  of  the  Devil ; 
Hesperus,  or  the  Dog-past-days ;  Siebenkas's  Wedded-lifij 
Death  and  Nuptials ! 

'The  first  aspect  of  these  peculiarities,'  says  one  of  Richter^s  English 
critics^ '  cannot  prepossess  us  in  his  fiivour ;  we  are  too  forcibly  reminded 
of  theatrical  claptraps  and  literary  quackery :  nor  on  opening  one  of  the 
works  themselves  is  the  case  much  mended.  Piercing  gleams  of  thought  do 
not  escape  us ;  singular  truths,  conveyed  in  a  form  as  singular ;  grotesque, 
and  often  truly  ludicrous  delineations ;  pathetic,  magnificent,  fi&r-sound- 
ing  passages  ;  effusions  full  of  wit,  knowledge  and  imagination,  but  diffi- 
cult to  bring  under  any  rubric  whatever ;  all  the  elements,  in  short,  of  a 
glorious  inteUect,  but  dashed  together  in  such  wild  arrangement  that 
their  order  seems  the  very  ideal  of  confusion.  The  style  and  structure  of 
the  book  appear  alike  incomprehensible.  The  narrative  is  every  now  and 
then  suspended,  to  make  way  for  some  '^  Extra-leaf,"  some  wild  digres- 
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aion  upon  any  subject  but  the  one  in  hand ;  the  htnguage  gnma  with 
indescribable  metaphors^  and  allusions  to  all  things  human  and  divine ; 
flowing^onwards^  not  like  a  river,  but  like  an  inundation ;  circling  in  com- 
plex eddies^  chafing  and  gurglings  now  this  way,  now  that,  till  the  proper 
current  sinks  out  of  view  amid  the  boundless  uproar.  We  close  the  work 
with  a  mingled  feeling  of  astonishment,  oppression  and  perplexity ;  and 
Richter  stands  before  us  in  brilliant  cloudy  vagueness,  a  giant  mass  of 
intellect,  but  without  form,  beauty  or  intelligible  purpose. 

'  To  readers  who  believe  that  intrinsic  is  inseparable  from  superficial 
excellence,  and  that  nothing  can  be  good  or  beautiful  which  is  not  to  be 
seen-through  in  a  moment,  Richter  can  occasion  little  difficulty.  They 
admit  him  to  be  a  man  of  vast  natural  endowments,  but  he  is  utterly 
uncultivated,  and  without  command  of  them ;  full  of  monstrous  affecta- 
tion, the  very  high-priest  of  Bad  Taste ;  knows  not  the  art  of  writing, 
scarcely  that  there  is  such  an  art ;  an  insane  visionary,  floating  forever 
among  baseless  dreams  that  hide  the  firm  earth  from  his  view  :  an  intel- 
lectual Polyphemus,  in  short,  monHrum  horrendum,  ir^orme,  ingeru, 
(carefully  adding)  cui  lumen  ademptum;  and  they  close  their  verdict 
reflectively  with  his  own  praiseworthy  maxim :  ^'  Providence  has  given  to 
the  English  the  empire  of  the  sea,  to  the  French  that  of  the  land,  to  the 
Germans  that  of— the  air." 

'  In  this  way  the  matter  is  adjusted ;  briefly,  comfortably  and  wrong. 
The  casket  was  difficult  to  open  :  did  we  know,  by  its  very  shape,  that 
there  was  nothing  in  it,  that  so  we  should  cast  it  into  the  sea.^  Affecta- 
tion is  often  singularity,  but  singularity  is  not  always  affectation.  If 
the  nature  and  condition  of  a  man  be  really  and  truly,  not  conceitedly 
and  untruly,  singular,  so  also  will  his  manner  be,  so  also  ought  it  to  be. 
Affectation  is  the  product  of  Falsehood,  a  heavy  sin,  and  the  parent  of 
numerous  heavy  sins ;  let  it  be  severely  punished,  but  not  too  lightly 
imputed.  Scarcely  any  mortal  is  absolutely  free  from  it,  neither  most 
probably  is  Richter ;  but  it  is  in  minds  of  another  substance  than  his 
that  it  grows  to  be  the  ruling  product.  Moreover,  he  is  actually  not  a 
visionary ;  but,  with  all  his  visions,  will  be  found  to  see  the  firm  Earth, 
in  its  whole  figures  and  relations,  much  more  clearly  than  thousands  of 
such  critics,  who  too  probably  can  see  nothing  else.  Far  from  being 
untrained  or  uncultivated,  it  will  surprise  these  persons  to  discover  that 
few  men  have  studied  the  art  of  writing,  and  many  other  arts  besides, 
more  carefully  than  he ;  that  his  Vonchule  der  Aesthetik  abounds  with 
deep  and  sound  maxims  of  criticism  ;  in  the  course  of  which  many  com- 
plex works,  his  own  among  others,  are  rigidly  and  justly  tried,  and  even 
the  graces  and  minutest  qualities  of  style  are  by  no  means  overlooked  or 
unwisely  handled. 

'  Withal,  there  is  something  in  Richter  that  incites  us  to  a  second,  to 
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a  third  perusal.  His  works  are  hard  to  understand^  but  they  always  have 
a  meanings  often  a  true  and  deep  one.  In  our  closer,  more  comprehensive 
glance,  their  truth  steps  forth  with  new  distinctness,  their  error  dissi- 
pates and  recedes,  passes  into  veniality,  often  even  into  beauty ;  and  at 
last  the  thick  haze  which  encircled  the  form  of  the  writer  melts  away, 
and  he  stands  revealed  to  us  in  his  own  steadfast  features,  a  colossal 
spirit,  a  lofty  and  original  thinker,  a  genuine  poet,  a  high-minded,  true 
and  most  amiable  man. 

'  1  have  called  him  a  colossal  spirit,  for  this  impression  oontinuee  with 
us :  to  the  last  we  figure  him  as  something  gigantic :  for  all  the  elements 
of  his  structure  are  vast,  and  combined  together  in  living  and  life-giving, 
rather  than  in  beautiful  or  symmetrical  order.  His  InteUect  is  keen, 
impetuous,  far-grasping,  fit  to  rend  in  pieces  the  stubbomest  materials, 
and  extort  from  them  their  most  hidden  and  refractory  truth.  In  his 
Humour  he  sports  with  the  highest  and  the  lowest,  he  can  play  at  bowls 
with  the  Sun  and  Moon.  His  Imagination  opens  for  us  the  Land  of 
Dreams ;  we  sail  with  him  through  the  boundless  Abjrss ;  and  the  secrets 
of  Space,  and  Time,  and  Life,  and  Annihilation,  hover  round  us  in  dim, 
cloudy  forms  ;  and  darkness,  and  immensity,  and  dread  encompass  and 
overshadow  us.  Nay,  in  handling  the  smallest  matter,  he  works  it  with 
the  tools  of  a  giant  A  common  truth  is  wrenched  from  its  old  combina- 
tions, and  presented  to  us  in  new,  impassable,  abysmal  oontrast  with  its 
opposite  error.  A  trifie,  some  slender  character,  some  jest,  or  quip,  or 
spiritual  toy,  is  shaped  into  most  quaint,  yet  often  truly  living  form ;  but 
shaped  somehow  as  with  the  hammer  of  Vulcan,  with  three  strokes  that 
might  have  helped  to  forge  an  iEgis.  The  treasures  of  his  mind  are  of 
a  similar  description  with  the  mind  itself;  his  knowledge  is  gathered 
from  all  the  kingdoms  of  Art,  and  Science,  and  Nature,  and  lies  round 
him  in  huge  unwieldy  heaps.  His  very  language  is  Titauian;  deep, 
strong,  tumultuous ;  shining  with  a  thousand  hues,  fused  from  a  thousand 
elements,  and  winding  in  labyrinthic  mazes. 

'Among  Richter's  gifts,'  continues  this  critic,  'the  first  that  strikes 
us  as  truly  great  is  his  Imagination  ;  for  he  loves  to  dwell  in  the  loftiest 
and  most  solemn  provinces  of  thought:  his  works  abound  with  mys- 
terious allegories,  visions  and  typical  adumbrations;  his  Dreams,  in 
particular,  have  a  gloomy  vastness,  broken  here  and  there  by  wild  far- 
darting  splendour ;  and  shadowy  forms  of  meaning  rise  dimly  from  the 
bosom  of  the  void  Infinite.  Yet,  if  I  mistake  not.  Humour  is  his  ruling 
quality,  the  quality  which  lives  most  deeply  in  his  inward  nature,  and 
most  strongly  influences  his  manner  of  being.  In  this  rare  g^ft,  for  none 
is  rarer  than  true  Humour,  he  stands  unrivalled  in  his  own  country,  and 
among  late  writers  in  every  other.  To  describe  Humour  is  difiicult  at 
all  times,  and  would  perhaps  be  more  than  usually  difficult  in  Richter^s 
VOL.  II.  K 


imour  ceases  to  be  applicable,  his  success  is  more  or  less 
the  treatment  of  heroes  proper  he  is  seldom  completely  hapj 
)()t  into  rugged  exaggeration  in  his  hands  ;  their  sensibilit 
)  ropiousand  tearful,  their  magnanimity  too  fierce,  abrupt  and 
ing.     In  some  few  instances  they  verge  towards  absolute  faili 
red  with  their  less  ambitious  brethren,  they  are  almost  oi 
(t ;  with  all  their  brilliancy  and  vigour,  too  like  that  posit 
nate,  volcanic  class  of  personages  whom  we  meet  with  so  fret 
tvels;  they  call  themselves  Men^  and  do  their  utmost  to 
lertion^  but  they  cannot  make  us  believe  it ;  for,  after  all  the 
^  and  storming,  we  see  well  enough  that  they  are  but  Bng 
more  life  than  the  Freethinkers'  model  in  MarHnui  SerU 
irembeig  Man,  who  operated  by  a  combination  of  pipes  and  1 
)ugh  he  oould  breathe  and  digest  perfectly,  and  even  reason 
»8t  country  parsons,  was  made  of  wood  and  leather.    In  H 
iduct  of  such  histories  and  delineations,  Richter  seldom  i 
irantage :  the  incidents  are  often  startling  and  extravagant ; 
ucture  of  the  story  has  a  rugged,  broken,  huge,  artificial  a 
LI  not  assume  the  air  of  truth.    Yet  its  chasms  are  strangel; 
th  the  costliest  materials ;  a  world,  a  universe  of  wit,  and  k 
1  fancy,  and  imagination  has  sent  its  fiurest  products  to 
ifice ;  the  rude  and  rent  Cyclopean  walls  are  resplendent  w 
1  beaten  gold ;  rich  stately  foliage  screens  it,  the  balmiest  i 
cle  it ;  we  stand  astonished  if  not  captivated,  delighted  if  not 
the  artist  and  his  art' 

With  these  views,  so  far  as  they  go,  we  see  little  x 
sagree.    There  is  doubtless  a  deeper  meaning  in  the 
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would  be  a  difficult  and  no  very  profitable  one.  The  Eng- 
lish public  has  not  yet  seen  Richter ;  and  must  know  him 
before  it  can  judge  him.  For  us,  in  the  present  circum- 
stances, we  hold  it  a  more  promising  plan  to  exhibit  some 
specimens  of  his  workmanship  itself,  than  to  attempt  describ- 
ing it  anew  or  better.  The  general  outline  of  his  intellectual 
aspect,  as  sketched  in  few  words  by  the  writer  already  quoted, 
may  stand  here  by  way  of  preface  to  these  Extracts  :  as  was 
the  case  above,  whatever  it  may  want,  it  contains  nothing 
that  we  dissent  from. 

'To  characterise  Jean  Paul's  Works^'  says  he^  '  would  be  difficult  after 
the  fullest  inspection :  to  describe  them  to  English  readers  would  be 
next  to  impossible.  Whether  poetical^  philosophical^  didactic^  fantastic, 
they  seem  all  to  be  emblems,  more  or  less  complete,  of  the  singular  mind 
where  they  originated.  As  a  whole,  the  first  perusal  of  them,  more 
particularly  to  a  foreigner,  is  almost  infidlibly  offensive;  and  neither 
their  meaning  nor  their  no-meaning  is  to  be  discerned  without  long  and 
sedulous  study.  They  are  a  tropical  wilderness,  full  of  endless  tortuosi- 
ties ;  but  with  the  fairest  flowers  and  the  coolest  fountains ;  now  over- 
arching us  with  high  umbrageous  gloom,  now  opening  in  long  gorgeous 
vistas.  We  wander  through  them,  enjoying  their  wild  grandeur ;  and, 
by  degrees,  our  half-contemptuous  wonder  at  the  Author  passes  into 
reverence  and  love.  His  face  was  long  hid  from  us  ;  but  we  see  him  at 
length  in  the  firm  shape  of  spiritual  manhood ;  a  vast  and  most  singular 
nature,  but  vindicating  his  singular  nature  by  the  force,  the  beauty  and 
benignity  which  pervade  it.  In  fine,  we  joyfully  accept  him  for  what  he 
is,  and  was  meant  to  be.  The  graces,  the  polish,  the  sprightly  elegancies 
which  belong  to  men  of  lighter  make,  we  cannot  look  for  or  demand 
from  him.  His  movement  is  essentially  slow  and  cumbrous,  for  he 
advances  not  with  one  fiiculty,  but  with  a  whole  mind ;  with  intellect, 
and  pathos,  and  wit,  and  humour,  and  imagination,  moving  onward  like 
a  mighty  host,  motley,  ponderous,  irregular,  irresistible.  He  is  not  airy, 
sparkling  and  precise :  but  deep,  billowy  and  vast.  The  melody  of  his 
nature  is  not  expressed  in  common  notemarks,  or  written  down  by  the 
critical  gamut :  for  it  is  wild  and  manifold ;  its  voice  is  like  the  voice 
of  cataracts,  and  the  sounding  of  primeval  forests.  To  feeble  ears  it  is 
discord  ;  but  to  ears  that  understand  it,  deep  majestic  music'  ^ 

As  our  first  specimen,  which  also  may  serve  for  proof  that 

^  German  Romanu  (Cent.  Ed.),  vol.  ii.  p.  127. 
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Richter,  in  adopting  his  own  extraordinary  style,  did  it  with 
L-lear  knowledge  of  what  excellence  in  style,  and  the  varioiu 
kinds  and  degrees  of  excellence  therein,  properly  signified,  we 
select,  from  his  VorsckttU  der  Aesthetik  {above  mentioned  and 
reconi mended),  the  following  miniature  sketches :  the  reader 
acquainted  with  the  persons,  will  find  th&se  sentences,  as  we 
believe,  strikingly  descriptive  and  exact. 

'Visit  Herder's  creation*,  where  Greek  life-freelmees  and  Hindwi  lifft- 
weuritietis  are  wonderfully  blended :  you  walk,  as  it  were,  amid  moou- 
ehine,  into  n'hlch  the  red  dawu  is  already  foiling  ;  bat  tine  hidden  euh  » 
the  painter  of  both.' 

'Similar,  but  more  cnrnpncted  into  periods,  is  Friedricb  Heinrich 
Jacohi's  \'if[oroua,  GermaD-hearted  prote ;  musical  in  every  eente,  far 
even  his  imag'es  are  otlen  derived  from  tones.  Tlie  rare  union  betwwti 
rutting  force  of  intellectual  utterance,  and  infinitude  of  sentiment,  pives 
lis  the  tense  metallic  chord  with  it«  soft  tones.' 

'  In  Goethe's  prose,  on  the  other  hand,  his  fixedness  of  form  gives  ut 
the  Memuon's-tone.  A  plastic  rounding-,  a  pictorial  detennlnataness, 
which  even  betrays  the  manual  artist,  make  hii  works  a  fixed  still  galleiT 
of  figures  and  bronie  statues.' 

'  Luther's  prose  is  a  half-battle ;  few  deeds  are  equal  to  his  words.' 

'  Klopstock's  prose  frequently  evinces  a  sharpness  of  diction  tfordering 
on  poverty  of  matter  ;  a  quality  peculiar  to  Grammarians,  who  most  of 
all  know  ditlindlg,  but  least  of  all  know  muth.  From  want  of  matter, 
one  is  apt  to  think  too  much  of  language.  New  views  of  the  world,  like 
these  other  poets,  Klopstock  scarcely  gave.  Hence  the  naked  winter- 
boughs.  In  his  prose ;  the  multitude  of  circumscribed  propositions ;  the 
brevity;  the  return  of  the  same  small  sharp-cut  figures,  for  instance,  of 
the  Resurrection  as  of  a  Harvest-field.* 

'  The  perfection  of  pomp-prose  we  find  in  Schiller  :  what  the  utmost 
apleudour  of  reflection  in  images,  in  fulness  and  antithesis  can  give,  he 
gives.  Nay,  often  he  plays  on  the  poetic  strings  with  to  rich  And  jewel' 
loaded  a  band,  that  the  aparkling  mass  disturbs,  if  not  the  playing,  yat 
our  hearing  of  it.' ' 

That  Richter's  own  playing  and  pcdnting  differed  widely 
tram  all  of  these,  the  reader  has  already  heard,  and  may  now 
convince  himself.     Take,  for  example,  the  following  of  a  fair- 
weather  scene,  selected  from  a  thousand  such  that  may  be 
•  yoTKhtli,  t.  S4S. 
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found  in  his  writings  ;  nowise  as  the  best,  but  simply  as  the 
briefest.    It  is  in  the  May  season,  the  last  evening  of  Spring  * 

'Such  a  May  as  the  present  (of  1794)^  Nature  has  not  in  the  memory 
of  man — beguu ;  for  this  is  but  the  fifteenth  of  it  People  of  reflection 
have  long  been  vexed  once  every  year,  that  our  German  singers  should 
indite  Maynsougs^  since  several  other  months  deserve  such  a  poetical 
Night-music  better ;  and  I  myself  have  often  gone  so  £&r  as  to  adopt  the 
idiom  of  our  market-women,  and  instead  of  May  butter  to  say  June 
butter^  as  also  June,  March,  April  songs.  But  thou,  kind  May  of  this 
year,  thou  deservest  to  thyself  all  the  songs  which  were  ever  made  on 
thy  rude  namesakes  ! — By  Heaven  !  when  I  now  issue  from  the  wavering 
chequered  acacia-grove  of  the  Castle,  in  which  I  am  writing  this  Chapter, 
and  come  forth  into  the  broad  living  light,  and  look  up  to  the  warming 
Heaven,  and  over  its  Earth  budding  out  beneath  it, — the  Spring  rises 
before  me  like  a  vast  full  cloud,  with  a  splendour  of  blue  and  green.  I 
see  the  sun  standing  amid  roses  in  the  western  sky,  into  which  he  has 
thrown  his  ray-hruih  wherewith  he  has  today  been  painting  the  Earth ; — and 
when  I  look  round  a  little  in  our  picture-exhibition, — his  enamelling  is 
still  hot  on  the  mountains ;  on  the  moist  chalk  of  the  moist  earth,  the 
flowers,  full  of  sap-colours,  are  laid  out  to  dry,  and  the  forget-me-not, 
with  miniature  colours;  under  the  varnish  of  the  streams  the  skyey 
Painter  has  pencilled  his  own  eye;  and  the  clouds,  like  a  decoration^ 
painter,  he  has  touched-off  with  wild  outlines  and  single  tints ;  and  so 
he  stands  at  the  border  of  the  Earth,  and  looks  back  on  his  stately 
Spring,  whose  robe-folds  are  valleys,  whose  breast-bouquet  is  gardens,  and 
whose  blush  is  a  vernal  evening,  and  who,  when  she  arises,  will  be — 
Summer  !'  ^ 

Or  the  following,  in  which  moreover  are  two  happy  living 
figures,  a  bridegroom  and  a  bride  on  their  marriage-day : 

'He  led  her  from  the  crowded  dancing-room  into  the  cool  evening. 
Why  does  the  evening,  does  the  night,  put  warmer  love  in  our  hearts  ? 
Is  it  the  nightly  pressure  of  helplessness ;  or  is  it  the  exalting  separation 
from  the  turmoils  of  life,  that  veiling  of  the  world.  In  which  for  the  soul 
nothing  then  remains  but  souls : — is  it  therefore  that  the  letters  in  which 
the  loved  name  stands  written  on  our  spirit  appear,  like  phosphorus 
writing,  by  night,  on  fire,  while  by  day  in  their  cloudy  traces  they  but 
smoke  ? 

'  He  walked  with  his  bride  into  the  castle-garden :    she  hastened 

^  Cirman  Romance  (Cent.  Ed.),  vol.  ii.,  Fizlein,  p.  297. 


ouda  have  falleD  down  like  rose-leavei ;  and  the  evenis 
-idemsn  of  the  sun,  hovers  like  a  glancing  butterfly  above  ti 
III,  modest  aa  a  bride,  deprives  no  single  starlet  of  its  light' 

'  The  wuidering  p&ir  arrived  at  the  old  gardener's  hut ;  nc 
>i;ked  and  dumb,  with  dark  windows  in  the  light  garden,  like 
f  the  Past  surviving  in  the  Present.  Bured  twigs  of  trees  wi 
ith  olaimny  half-fonned  leavM,  over  the  thick  intertwisted 
le  huabes.  The  Spring  was  standing,  like  a  conqueror,  witl 
is  feet.  In  the  blue  pond,  now  bloodless,  a  dusky  even: 
allowed  out ;  and  the  gushing  waters  were  moistening  the  t 
be  silver  sparks  of  stars  were  rising  ou  the  altar  ef  the  Elast, 
iwu  extiugiiished  in  the  red-sea  of  the  West' 

'The  wind  whirred,  like  a  night-bird,  louder  through  the 
ive  tones  to  the  acacia-grove,  and  the  tones  called  to  the  pa 
^t  become  happy  within  it :  "  Enter,  new  mortal  pair,  and  th 

past,  and  of  my  withering  and  your  own  ;  and  be  holy  a 
id  weep,  not  for  joy  only,  but  for  gratitude  also  ] "     •    • 

'They  reached  the  h lazing,  rustling  marriage- ho uiie,  but  thi 
»arts  sought  Btillneaa ;  and  a  foreign  touch,  as  in  the  bloast 
ould  hare  disturbed  the  flower-nuptials  of  their  souls.  T 
tther,  and  winded  up  into  the  churchyard  to  preserve  t 
lajestio  ou  the  groves  and  muuutaius  stood  the  Night  b« 
3art,  and  made  it  also  great.  Over  the  white  st«eple-obelii 
!Bted  bluer  and  darker ;  and  behind  it  wavered  the  withei 
'the  Maypole  with  faded  flag.  The  son  noticed  his  father' 
hich  the  wind  was  opening  and  shutting  with  harsh  noise  tl 
1  the  metal  cross,  to  let  the  vear  of  his  death  be  read  on  the 
ith 
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earth.  She  fell  on  his  neck  and  filtered :  "  O  beloved,  I  have  neither 
fiither  nor  mother,  do  not  forsake  me  I " 

'  O  thou  who  hast  still  a  fiither  and  a  mother,  thank  God  for  it  on  the 
day  when  thy  soul  is  fiill  of  glad  tears,  and  needs  a  bosom  wherein  to 
shed  them. 

'And  with  this  embracing  at  a  fiither's  grave,  let  this  day  of  joy  be 
holily  concluded.'  ^ 

In  such  passages,  slight  as  they  are,  we  fancy  an  experienced 
eye  will  trace  some  features  of  originality,  as  well  as  of  un- 
commonness ;  an  open  sense  for  Nature,  a  soft  heart,  a  warm 
rich  fancy,  and  here  and  there  some  under-current  of  Humour 
are  distinctly  enough  dbcemible.  Of  this  latter  quality,  which^ 
as  has  been  often  said,  forms  Richter^s  grand  characteristic,  we 
would  fain  give  our  readers  some  correct  notion ;  but  see  not 
well  how  it  is  to  be  done.  Being  genuine  poetic  humour,  not 
drollery  or  vulgar  caricature,  it  is  like  a  fine  essence,  like  a 
soul ;  we  discover  it  only  in  whole  works  and  delineations ;  as 
the  soul  is  only  to  be  seen  in  the  living  body,  not  in  detached 
limbs  and  fragments.  Richter^s  Humour  takes  a  great  variety 
of  forms,  some  of  them  sufficiently  grotesque  and  piebald; 
ranging  from  the  light  kindly-comic  vein  of  Sterne  in  his 
TVim  and  Uncle  Toby  over  all  intermediate  degrees,  to  the 
rugged  grim  farce -tragedy  often  manifested  m  Hogarth^s 
pictures;  nay,  to  still  darker  and  wilder  moods  than  this. 
Of  the  former  sort  are  his  characters  of  Fixlein,  Schmelzle, 
Fibel :  of  the  latter,  his  Vult,  Giannozzo,  Leibgeber,  Schoppe, 
which  last  two  are  indeed  one  and  the  same.  Of  these,  of 
the  spirit  that  reigns  m  them,  we  should  despair  of  giving 
other  than  the  most  inadequate  and  even  incorrect  idea,  by 
any  extracts  or  expositions  that  could  possibly  be  furnished 
here.  Not  without  reluctance  we  have  accordingly  renounced 
that  enterprise;  and  must  content  ourselves  with  some  ^Extra- 
leaf,^  or  other  separable  passage;  which,  if  it  afford  no  emblem 
of  Richter's  Humour,  may  be,  in  these  drcumstanoes,  our  best 
approximation  to  such.     Of  the  ^Extra-leaves^  m  Hesperus 

*  Gtrman  R0ma$u$  (Cent.  Ed.),  vol.  ii.,  Fixleini  p.  287. 
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itself,  a  considerable  volume  might  be  formed,  and  truly  one 
of  the  strangest.  Most  of  them,  however,  are  national ;  could 
not  be  apprehended  without  a  commentary ;  and  even  then, 
much  to  their  disadvantage,  for  Humour  must  be  seen,  not 
through  a  glass,  but  face  to  face.  The  following  is  nowise 
one  of  the  best ;  but  it  turns  on  what  we  believe  is  a  quite 
European  subject,  at  all  events  is  certainly  an  English  one. 

*  Ejftrorleqf  on  Daughter-fiiU  Houses 

'The  Minister's  house  was  an  open  bookshop^  the  books  in  which 
(the  daughters)  you  might  read  there^  but  could  not  take  home  with 
you.  Though  five  other  daughters  were  already  standing  in  five  private 
libraries^  as  wives,  and  one  under  the  ground  at  Maienthal  was  sleeping 
off  the  child's-play  of  Ufe,  yet  still  in  this  daughter-warehouse  there 
remained  three  gratis  copies  to  be  disposed  of  to  good  friends.  The 
Minister  was  alwajrs  prepared,  in  drawing  from  the  office-lottery,  to  give 
his  daughters  as  premiums  to  winners,  and  holders  of  the  lucky  ticket. 
Whom  God  gives  an  office,  he  also  gives,  if  not  sense  for  it,  at  least  a 
wife.  In  a  daughter-full  house  there  must,  as  in  the  Church  of  St 
Peter^s,  be  eor^fessionals  for  all  nations,  for  all  characters,  for  all  fiiults ; 
that  the  daughters  may  sit  as  confessoresses  therein,  and  absolve  from 
all,  bachelorship  only  excepted.  As  a  Natural-Philosopher,  I  have  many 
times  admired  the  wise  methods  of  Nature  for  distributing  daughters 
and  plants :  Is  it  not  a  fine  arrangement,  said  I  to  the  Natural-Historian 
Goeze,  that  Nature  should  have  bestowed  specially  on  young  women, 
who  for  their  growth  require  a  rich  mineralogical  soil,  some  sort  of 
hooking-«pparatus,  whereby  to  stick  themselves  on  miserable  marriage- 
cattle,  that  they  may  carry  them  to  ht  places  ?  Thus  Linnseus,^  as  you 
know,  observes  that  such  seeds  as  can  flourish  only  in  fat  earth  are 
furnished  with  barbs,  and  so  fasten  themselves  the  better  on  grazing 
quadrupeds,  which  transport  them  to  stalls  and  dunghills.  Strangely 
does  Nature,  by  the  wind, — which  father  and  mother  must  raise, — scatter 
daughters  and  fir-seeds  into  the  arable  spots  of  the  forest  Who  does 
not  remark  the  final  cause  here,  and  how  Nature  has  equipped  many  a 
daughter  with  such  and  such  charms,  simply  that  some  Peer,  some 
mitred  Abbot,  Cardinal- deacon,  appanaged  Prince,  or  mere  country 
Baron,  may  lay  hold  of  said  charmer,  and  in  the  character  of  Father 
or  Brideman,  hand  her  over  ready-made  to  some  gawk  of  the  like  sort, 
as  a  wife  acquired  by  purchase  ?  And  do  we  find  in  bilberries  a  slighter 
attention  on  the  part  of  Nature?    Does  not  the  same  Linnseus  notice,  in 

>  *Hi8  Aman.  Acad.^Tht  treatise  on  the  Habitable  Globe.' 
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the  same  treatise,  that  they  too  are  eased  in  a  nutritive  juice  to  incite 
the  Fox  to  eat  them ;  after  which  the  villain, — digest  them  he  cannot^ — 
in  such  sort  as  he  may,  hecomes  their  sower  ? — 

'O,  my  heart  is  more  in  earnest  than  you  think ;  the  parents  anger  me 
who  are  soul -brokers ;  the  daughters  sadden  me  who  are  made  slave- 
negresses. — Ah,  is  it  wonderful  that  these,  who,  in  their  West-Indian 
marketplace,  must  dance,  laugh,  speak,  sing,  till  some  lord  of  a  planta- 
tion take  them  home  with  him, — that  tiiese,  I  say,  should  be  as  slavishly 
treated  as  they  are  sold  and  bought?  Ye  poor  lambs ! — And  yet  ye  too 
are  as  bad  as  your  sale-mothers  and  sale-fathers : — what  is  one  to  do  with 
his  enthusiasm  for  your  sex,  when  one  travels  through  German  towns, 
where  every  heaviest^pursed,  every  longest-titled  individual,  were  he 
second  cousin  to  the  Devil  himself,  can  point  with  his  finger  to  thirty 
houses,  and  say  :  *'  I  know  not,  shall  it  be  from  the  pearl-coloured,  or 
the  nut-brown,  or  the  steel-green  house,  that  I  wed ;  open  to  customers 
are  they  all ! " — How,  my  girls !  Is  your  heart  so  little  worth  that  you 
cut  it,  like  old  clothes,  after  any  fiishion,  to  fit  any  breast;  and  doea  it 
wax  or  shrink,  then,  like  a  Chinese  ball,  to  fit  itself  into  the  ball-mould 
and  marriage-ringcase  of  any  male  heart  whatever  ?  "  Well,  it  must ; 
unless  we  would  sit  at  home,  and  grow  Old  Maids,"  answer  they ;  whom 
I  will  not  answer,  but  turn  scomfiiUy  away  from  them,  to  address  that 
same  Old  Maid  in  these  words : 

'  '^  Forsaken,  but  patient  one ;  misknown  and  mistreated  !  Think  not 
of  the  times  when  thou  hadst  hope  of  better  than  the  present  are,  and 
repent  the  noble  pride  of  thy  heart  never !  It  is  not  always  our  duty 
to  marry,  but  it  always  is  our  duty  to  abide  by  right,  not  to  purchase 
happiness  by  loss  of  honour,  not  to  avoid  unweddedness  by  untruthful- 
ness. Lonely,  unadmired  heroine !  in  thy  last  hour,  when  all  Life  and 
the  bygone  possessions  and  scaffoldings  of  Life  shall  crumble  to  pieces, 
ready  to  fall  down ;  in  that  hour  thou  wilt  look  back  on  thy  untenanted 
life ;  no  children,  no  husband,  no  w^  eyes  will  be  there ;  but  in  the 
empty  dusk  one  high,  pure,  angelic,  smiling,  beaming  Figure,  godlike 
and  mounting  to  the  Godlike,  will  hover,  and  beckon  tiiee  to  mount  with 
her ; — mount  thou  with  her,  the  Figure  is  thy  Virtue." ' 

• 

We  have  spoken  above,  and  warmly,  of  Jean  PauPs  Ima 
gination,  of  his  high  devout  feeling,  which  it  were  now  a  still 
more  grateful  part  of  our  task  to  exhibit.  But  in  this  also 
our  readers  must  content  themselves  with  some  imperfect 
glimpses.  What  religious  opinions  and  aspirations  he  speci- 
ally entertained,  how  that  noblest  portion  of  man^s  interest 
represented  itself  in  such  a  mind,  were  long  to  describe,  did 
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we  even  know  it  with  certainty.     He  hints  somewhere  that 

*  the  soul,  which  by  nature  looks  Heavenward,  is  without  a 
Temple  in  this  age';  in  which  little  sentence  the  careful 
reader  will  decipher  much. 

'  But  there  nill  come  another  era,'  says  Paul,  '  nrhen  it  shall  be  light, 
and  itiau  will  anaketi  from  his  lofty  dreams,  and  liod — his  dreams  still 
there,  and  that  aothiii^  la  gone  save  his  steep. 

'The  stones  and  rocki,  which  tvo  veiled  Figures  (Neceisitjr  and  Vice), 
like  DeacalioQ  and  Pyrrha,  are  casting  behind  them  at  Goodnesa,  will 
themeelvea  become  men. 

'And  on  the  Western-gate  (Abendlhor,  evening-gate)  of  this  centurf 
stands  written :  Here  ii  the  May  to  Virtue  and  Wisdom ;  as  on  the 
Western-gate  at  Cberson  stands  the  proud  Inscription  :  Here  is  the  way 
to  Byxauce. 

'  Infinite  Providence,  Thou  wilt  eauM  the  day  to  dawn. 

'  But  as  yet  struggles  the  twelfth-hour  of  the  Night ;  nocturnal  birds 
of  prey  are  on  the  wing,   spectres  uproar,   the  dead   walk,   the  living 

Connected  with  this,  there  is  one  (Ahvr  piece,  which  also, 
for  its  singular  poetic  qualities,  we  shall  translate  here.  The 
reader  has  heard  much  of  Richter's  Dreams,  with  what 
strange  prophetic  power  he  rulea  over  that  chaoa  of  spiritual 
Nature,  bodying  forth  a  whole  world  of  Darkness,  broken  by 
pallid  gleams  or  wild  sparkles  of  light,  and  peopled  with  huge, 
shadowy,  bewildered  shapes,  &U1  of  grandeur  and  meaning. 
No  Poet  known  to  us,  not  Milton  himself  shows  such  a  vast- 
ness  of  Imagination ;  such  a  rapt,  deep,  Old-Hebrew  spirit 
as  Kichter  in  these  scenes.  He  mentions,  in  his  Biographical 
Notes,  the  impression  which  these  lines  of  the  Tempeit  had 
on  him,  as  recited  by  one  of  his  companions  : 

'  We  are  such  stuff 
As  Dreams  are  made  of,  and  our  little  Life 
Is  rounded  with  a  sleep. 

*  The  passage  of  Shakapeare,'  says  he,  '  rounded  tnth  a  skep 
(mit  Schlqf  umgebffn),  in  Plattner's  mouth,  created  whole 
books  in  uie.* — The  following  Dream  is  perhaps  his  grandest, 

>  H*iptrut:  Preface. 
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as  undoubtedly  it  is  among  his  most  celebrated.  We  shall 
give  it  entire,  long  as  it  is,  and  therewith  finish  our  quota- 
tions. What  value  he  himself  put  on  it,  may  be  gathered 
from  the  following  Note :  *  If  ever  my  heart,^  says  he,  *  were 
to  grow  so  wretched  and  so  dead  that  all  feelings  in  it 
which  announce  the  being  of  a  God  were  extinct  there,  I 
would  terrify  myself  with  this  sketch  of  mine ;  it  would  heal 
me,  and  give  me  my  feelings  back.^  We  translate  from 
SiebenkdSy  where  it  forms  the  first  Chapter,  or  BlumenstUck 
(Flower-Piece) : — 

'The  purpose  of  this  Fiction  is  the  excuse  of  its  boldness.  Men  deny 
the  Divine  Existence  with  as  little  feeling  as  the  most  assert  it  Even  in 
our  true  systems  we  go  on  collecting  mere  words^  play-marks  and  medals, 
as  misers  do  coins ;  and  not  till  late  do  we  transform  the  words  into  feel- 
ings^ the  coins  into  enjo)rment8.  A  man  may,  for  twenty  years^  believe 
the  Immortality  of  the  Soul ; — in  the  one-and-twentieth,  in  some  great 
moment^  he  for  the  first  time  discovers  with  amaaement  the  rich  meaning 
of  this  belief^  the  warmth  of  this  Naphtha-well. 

'  Of  such  sort,  too,  was  my  terror,  at  the  poisonous  stifling  vapour 
which  floats  out  round  the  heart  of  him  who  for  the  first  time  enters  the 
school  of  Atheism.  I  could  with  less  pain  deny  Immortality  than  Deity : 
there  I  should  lose  but  a  world  covered  with  mists,  here  I  should  lose 
the  present  world,  namely  the  Sun  thereof:  the  whole  spiritual  Universe 
is  dashed  asunder  by  the  hand  of  Atheism  into  numberless  quicksilver- 
points  of  Me's,  which  glitter,  run,  waver,  fly  together  or  asunder,  without 
unity  or  continuance.  No  one  in  Creation  is  so  alone,  as  the  denier  oi 
God ;  he  mourns,  with  an  orphaned  heart  Xhai  has  lost  its  great  Father, 
by  the  Corpse  of  Nature,  which  no  World-spirit  moves  and  holds  to- 
gether, and  which  grows  in  its  grave ;  and  he  mourns  by  that  Corpse  till 
he  himself  crumble  off  from  it.  The  whole  world  lies  before  him,  like 
the  Egyptian  Sphinx  of  stone,  half-buried  in  the  sand ;  and  the  All  is 
the  cold  iron  mask  of  a  formless  Eternity.    *    *    * 

'  I  merely  remark  farther,  that  with  the  belief  of  Atheism,  the  belief 
of  Immortality  is  quite  compatible ;  for  the  same  Necessity,  which  in  this 
Life  threw  my  light  dewdrop  of  a  Me  into  a  flower-bell  and — under  a 
Sun,  can  repeat  tiiat  process  in  a  second  life ;  nay,  more  easily  embody 
me  the  second  time  than  the  first. 


'  If  we  hear,  in  childhood,  that  the  Dead,  about  midnight,  when  our 
skep  reaches  near  the  soulf  and  darkens  even  our  dreams,  awake  out  of 
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theirs^  and  in  the  church  mimic  the  worship  of  the  livings  we  shudder 
at  Death  by  reason  of  the  dead^  and  in  the  night-solitude  turn  away  our 
eyes  from  the  long  silent  windows  of  the  churchy  and  fear  to  search  in 
their  gleaming^  whether  it  proceed  Ax)m  the  moon. 

'  Childhood^  and  rather  its  terrors  than  its  raptures^  take  wings  and 
radiance  again  in  dreams^  and  sport  like  fire-flies  in  the  little  night  of 
the  soul.  Crush  not  these  flickering  sparks ! — Leave  us  even  our  dark 
painful  dreams  as  higher  half-shadows  of  reality  ! — And  wherewith  will 
you  replace  to  us  those  dreams^  which  bear  us  away  from  under  the  tumult 
of  the  water&ll  into  the  still  heights  of  childhood^  where  the  stream  of 
life  yet  ran  silent  in  its  little  plain^  and  flowed  towards  its  abjrsses^  a 
mirror  of  the  Heaven  ? — 

'  I  was  lying  once,  on  a  summer  evening,  in  the  sunshine ;  and  I  fell 
asleep.  Methougfat  I  awoke  in  the  Churchyard.  The  down-rolling  wheels 
of  the  steeple-dock,  which  was  striking  eleven,  had  awakened  me.  In 
the  emptied  night-heaven  I  looked  for  the  Sun ;  for  I  thought  an  eclipse 
was  veiling  him  with  the  Moon.  All  the  Graves  were  open^  and  the  iron 
doors  of  the  charnel-house  were  swinging  to  and  fro  by  invisible  hands. 
On  the  walls  flitted  shadows^  which  proceeded  from  no  one,  and  other 
shadows  stretched  upwards  in  the  pale  air.  In  the  open  coffins  none 
now  lay  sleeping  but  the  children.  Over  the  whole  heaven  hung,  in 
large  folds,  a  grey  sultry  mist ;  which  a  giant  shadow,  like  vapour,  was 
drawing  down,  nearer,  closer  and  hotter.  Above  me  I  heard  the  distant 
fall  of  avalanches ;  under  me  the  first  step  of  a  boundless  earthquake. 
The  Church  wavered  up  and  down  with  two  interminable  Dissonances, 
which  struggled  with  each  other  in  it ;  endeavouring  in  vain  to  mingle 
in  unison.  At  times,  a  grey  glimmer  hovered  along  the  windows,  and 
under  it  the  lead  and  iron  fell  down  molten.  The  net  of  the  mist,  and 
the  tottering  Earth  brought  me  into  that  hideous  Temple ;  at  the  door 
of  which,  in  two  poison-bushes,  two  glittering  Basilisks  lay  brooding. 
I  passed  through  unknown  Shadows,  on  whom  ancient  centuries  were 
impressed. — All  the  Shadows  were  standing  round  the  empty  Altar ;  and 
in  all,  not  the  heart,  but  the  breast  quivered  and  pulsed.  One  dead 
man  only,  who  had  just  been  buried  there,  still  lay  on  his  coffin  without 
quivering  breast ;  and  on  his  smiling  countenance  stood  a  happy  dream. 
But  at  the  entrance  of  one  Living,  he  awoke,  and  smiled  no  longer ; 
he  lifted  his  heavy  eyelids,  but  within  was  no  eye ;  and  in  his  beating 
breast  there  lay,  instead  of  a  heart,  a  wound.  He  held  up  his  hands  and 
folded  them  to  pray ;  but  the  arms  lengthened  out  and  dissolved ;  and 
the  hands,  still  folded  together,  fell  away.  Above,  on  the  Church-dome, 
stood  the  dial-plate  of  Eternity,  whereon  no  number  appeared,  and  which 
was  its  own  index:  but  a  black  finger  pointed  thereon,  and  the  Dead 
sought  to  see  the  time  by  it. 
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'  Now  sank  from  aloft  a  noble^  high  Fonxij  with  a  look  of  uneffMeable 
sorrow^  down  to  the  Altar^  and  all  the  Dead  cried  out^  "  Christ !  is  there 
no  God  ?  *'  He  answered^  "  There  is  none  1 "  The  whole  Shadow  of  each 
then  shuddered^  not  the  breast  alone ;  and  one  afler  the  other^  all^  in 
this  shuddering^  shook  into  pieces. 

^  Christ  continued  :  ''  I  went  through  the  Worlds^  I  mounted  into  the 
Suns,  and'  flew  with  the  Galaxies  through  the  wastes  of  Heaven ;  but 
there  is  no  God !  I  descended  as  far  as  Being  casts  its  shadow^  and  looked 
down  into  the  Ahjea  and  cried^  Father^  where  art  thou  ?  But  I  heard 
only  the  everlasting  storm  which  no  one  guides,  and  the  gleaming  Rain- 
bow of  Creation  hung  without  a  Sun  that  made  it,  over  the  Abyss,  and 
trickled  down.  And  when  I  looked  up  to  the  immeasurable  world  for 
the  Divine  Eye,  it  glared  on  me  with  an  empty,  black,  bottomless  Eye- 
socket ;  and  Eternity  lay  upon  Chaos,  eating  it  and  ruminating  it  Cry 
on,  ye  Dissonances ;  cry  away  the  Shadows^  for  He  is  not ! " 

^'llie  pale-grown  Shadows  flitted  away,  as  white  vapour  which  frost 
has  formed  with  the  warm  breath  disappears ;  and  all  was  void.  O,  then 
came,  fearful  for  the  heart,  the  dead  Children  who  had  been  awakened 
in  the  Churchyard  into  the  Temple,  and  cast  themselves  before  the  high 
Form  on  the  Altar,  and  said,  '^  Jesus,  have  we  no  Father?"  And  he 
answered,  with  streaming  tears,  ''  We  are  all  orphans,  I  and  you :  we 
are  without  Father  ! " 

'Then  shrieked  the  Dissonances  still  louder, — the  quivering  walls 
of  the  Temple  parted  asunder ;  and  the  Temple  and  the  Children  sank 
down,  and  the  whole  Earth  and  the  Sun  sank  after  it,  and  the  whole 
Universe  sank  with  its  immensity  before  us ;  and  above,  on  the  summit 
of  immeasurable  Nature,  stood  Christ,  and  gazed  down  into  the  Universe 
chequered  with  its  thousand  Suns,  as  into  the  Mine  bored  out  of  the 
Eternal  Night,  in  which  the  Suns  run  like  mine-lamps,  and  the  Galaxies 
like  silver  veins. 

'And  as  he  saw  the  grinding  press  of  Worlds,  the  torch-dance  of 
celestial  wildfires,  and  the  coral-banks  of  beating  hearts ;  and  as  he  saw 
how  world  after  world  shook  off  its  glimmering  souls  upon  the  Sea  of 
Death,  as  a  water-bubble  scatters  swimming  lights  on  the  waves,  then 
majestic  as  the  Highest  of  the  Finite,  he  raised  his  eyes  towards  the 
Nothingness,  and  towards  the  void  Immensity,  and  said :  **  Dead,  dumb 
Nothingness  1  Cold,  everlasting  Necessity !  Frantic  Chance !  Know 
ye  what  this  is  that  lies  beneath  you  ?  When  will  ye  crush  the  Universe 
in  pieces,  and  me  ?  Chance,  knowest  thou  what  thou  doest,  when  with 
thy  hurricanes  thou  walkest  through  that  snow-powder  of  Stars,  and 
extinguishest  Sun  after  Sun,  and  that  sparkling  dew  of  heavenly  light! 
goes  out  as  thou  passest  over  it?  How  is  each  so  solitary  in  this  wide 
grave  of  the  All  I    I  am  alone  with  myself!    O  Father,  O  Father  1 
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where  is  thy  infinite  bosom,  th&t  1  might  rest  on  it  ^     Ah,  'iF  each 
is  iU  own  father  and  creator,  vhy  CAQnot  it  be  it«  own  destroyer  too? 

'  "  1b  this  l>esi<le  mo  yet  a  Man  ?  Unhappy  one  '.  Vour  Lttle  life  is 
the  sigh  of  Nature,  or  only  its  echo ;  s  convex-mirror  throws  its  my* 
into  that  dust^lond  of  dead  men's  aahes  down  on  the  Earth ;  and  that 
you,  cloud-formed  wavering  phantasms,  arise. — Look  down  into  the 
Abyss,  over  which  clouds  of  uhee  are  moving;  mirts  full  of  Worlde 
reek  up  from  the  Sea  of  Death ;  the  Futvre  it  a  mounting'  mist,  and  the 
Prraril  is  a  blllng  one. — Knowest  thou  thy  Earth  ag^n?" 

'  Here  Christ  looked  down,  and  his  eyes  filled  with  tenrs,  and  he  wid ; 
"Ah,  I  was  once  there;  I  was  still  happy  then  ;  I  had  still  my  Infinite 
Father,  and  looked  up  chnerfully  from  the  mountains  into  the  im- 
measurable Heaven,  and  pressed  my  mangled  breast  on  his  healing  form, 
and  said,  even  in  the  bitterness  of  death  ;  Father,  take  thy  Eon  from  this 
bleeding  hull,  and  lift  him  to  thy  heartl — Ah,  ye  too  happy  inhabitanta 
of  Earth,  ye  still  believe  in  Him.  Perhaps  even  now  your  Sun  is  gwxtg 
down,  and  ye  kneel  amid  bttwsomi,  and  brightness,  and  tears,  and  lift 
trustful  hands,  and  cry  with  joy-streaming  eyes  to  the  opened  Heaven  : 
'  Me  too  thou  knowest,  Omnipotent,  and  all  my  wounds ;  and  at  death 
thou  receivest  me,  and  closest  them  all ! '  Unhappy  crt*tureg,  at  death 
they  will  not  be  closed  !  Ah,  when  the  sorrow-laden  lay*  himaelf,  with 
galled  back,  into  the  Earth,  to  sleep  till  a  fairer  Morning  fuU  of  Truth, 
full  of  Virtue  and  Joy, — he  awakens  in  a  stormy  Chaos,  in  the  everlast- 
ing Midnight, — and  ther«  cornea  no  Morning,  and  no  soft  healing  hand, 
and  no  Infinite  Father !— Mortal,  beside  me  !  if  thou  still  livest,  pray  to 
Him ;  else  hast  thou  lost  him  forever  ! " 

'  And  as  I  fell  down,  and  looked  into  the  sparkling  Universe,  I  nw  the 
upborne  Rings  of  the  Giant-Serpent,  the  Serpent  of  Eternity,  which  had 
coiled  itself  round  the  All  of  Worlds, — and  the  Rings  sank  down,  and 
encircled  the  All  doubly ;  and  then  It  wound  itself,  innumerable  waye, 
round  Nature,  and  swept  the  Worlds  from  their  places,  and  crashing, 
squeezed  the  Temple  of  Immensity  together,  into  the  Church  of  a  Bnry- 
VDg-^miaA, — and  all  grew  strut,  dark,  fearful, — and  on  Immeasurably- 
extended  Hammer  was  to  strike  the  last  hour  of  Hme,  and  shiver  the 
Universe  asunder,  .  .  .  when  I  awoke. 

'  My  soul  wept  for  joy  that  I  could  still  p»y  to  God ;  and  the  joy,  and 
the  weeping,  and  the  ftith  on  him  were  my  prayer.  And  as  I  arose,  the 
Sun  was  glowing  deep  l>ehind  the  full  purpled  corn-«ars,  and  casting 
meekly  the  gleam  of  its  twilight-red  on  the  little  Moon,  which  was  rising 
in  the  East  without  an  Aurora ;  and  between  the  sky  and  the  earth,  a 
gay  transient  air-people  was  stretching  out  its  abort  wings,  and  living, 
as  I  did,  before  ^e  Infinite  Father ;  and  from  all  Nature  around  ma 
flowed  peaceful  tones  as  itam  distant  evening-bells.' 


■oS^^ 
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Without  commenting  on  this  singular  piece,  we  must  here 
for  the  present  close  our  lucubrations  on  Jean  Paul.  To 
delineate,  with  any  correctness,  the  specific  features  of  such 
a  genius,  and  of  its  operations  and  results  in  the  great  variety 
of  provinces  where  it  dwelt  and  worked,  were  a  long  task ;  for 
which,  perhaps,  some  groundwork  may  have  been  laid  here,  and 
which,  as  occasion  serves,  it  will  be  pleasant  for  us  to  resume. 

Probably  enough  our  readers,  in  considering  these  strange 
matters,  will  too  often  bethink  them  of  that  ^Episode  con- 
cerning Paul's  Costume  ^ ;  and  conclude  that,  as  in  living,  so 
in  writing,  he  was  a  Mannerist,  and  man  of  continual  Afiecta^ 
tions.  We  will  not  quarrel  with  them  on  this  point;  we 
must  not  venture  among  the  intricacies  it  would  lead  us  into. 
At  the  same  time,  we  hope  many  will  agree  with  us  in  honour- 
ing Richter,  such  as  he  was;  and  Mn  spite  of  his  hundred 
real,  and  his  ten  thousand  seeming  faults,^  discern  under  this 
wondrous  guise  the  spirit  of  a  true  Poet  and  Philosopher.  A 
Poet,  and  among  the  highest  of  his  time,  we  must  reckon 
him,  though  he  wrote  no  verses;  a  Philosopher,  though  he 
promulgated  no  systems  :  for,  on  the  whole,  that  ^  Divine  Idea 
of  the  World  ^  stood  in  clear  ethereal  light  before  his  mind ; 
he  recognised  the  Invisible,  even  under  the  mean  forms  of 
these  days,  and  with  a  high,  strong  not  uninspired  heart, 
strove  to  represent  it  in  the  Visible,  and  publish  tidings  of 
it  to  his  fellow-men.  This  one  virtue,  the  foundation  of  all 
the  other  virtues,  and  which  a  long  study  more  and  more 
clearly  reveals  to  us  in  Jean  Paul,  will  cover  far  greater  sins 
than  his  were.  It  raises  him  into  quite  another  sphere  than 
that  of  the  thousand  elegant  Sweet-singers,  and  cause-and- 
efFect  PhilosopheSf  in  his  own  country  or  in  this ;  the  million 
Novel-manufacturers,  Sketchers,  practical  Discoursers  and  so 
forth,  not  once  reckoned  in.  Such  a  man  we  can  safely 
recommend  to  universal  study;  and  for  those  who,  in  the 
actual  state  of  matters,  may  the  most  blame  him,  repeat  the 
old  maxim  :  ^  What  is  extraordinary,  try  to  look  at  with  your 
own  eyes.' 


LUTHER'S   PSALM* 

[1331] 

Amoxg  Lutlior's  Spiiitual  Songs,  of  which  various 
liave  appeared  of  late  yeai's,'  the  oiif  entitlwl  Ehic 
ist  UTiser  Gott  is  universally  regarded  as  the  best ; 
«ttll  retains  iti:  place  and  deiotional  use  in  the  Psi 
Protestant  Germany.  Of  the  Tune,  which  aiso  is 
we  have  no  copy,  and  only  a  secondhand  knowled 
original  Words,  probably  never  before  printed  ii 
we  subjoin  the  following  Translation ;  which,  if 
the  only  merit  it  can  pretend  to,  that  of  liteiul 
to  the  sense,  will  not  prove  unacceptable  to  01 
Luther's  music  is  heard  daily  in  our  churches,  seve 
Hnest  Psalm-times  being  of  his  composition.  Lut 
ments  also  ore,  or  should  be,  present  in  many  « 
heart ;  the  more  interesting  to  us  is  any  the  smt 
ciilate  expression  of  these. 

I'he  great  Reformer's  love  of  music,  of  [toetry,  it 
been  remarked,  is  one  of  the  most  significant  feati 
rharacter.  But  indeed,  if  every  great  man,  Nape 
self,  is   intrinsically  a  poet,  an   idealist.,  with   mn 
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miraculous  power  he  had  obtained  there,  could  work  such 
changes  in  the  Material  World.  As  a  participant  and 
dispenser  of  divine  influences,  he  shows  himself  among  human 
affairs;  a  true  connecting  medium  and  visible  Messenger 
between  Heaven  and  Earth;  a  man,  therefore,  not  only 
permitted  to  enter  the  sphere  of  Poetry,  but  to  dwell  in  the 
purest  centre  thereof:  perhaps  the  most  inspired  of  all 
Teachers  since  the  first  Apostles  of  his  foith ;  and  thus  not 
a  Poet  only,  but  a  Prophet  and  god-ordained  Priest,  which 
is  the  highest  form  of  that  dignity,  and  of  all  dignity. 

Unhappily,  or  happily,  Luther^s  poetic  feeling  did  not  so 
much  learn  to  express  itself  in  fit  Words  that  take  captive 
every  ear,  as  in  fit  Actions,  wherein  truly,  under  still  more 
impressive  manifestation,  the  spirit  of  spheral  melody  resides, 
and  still  audibly  addresses  us.  In  his  written  Poems  we 
find  little,  save  that  strength  of  one  ^  whose  words,'  it  has 
been  said,  ^  were  half  battles ' ;  little  of  that  still  harmony 
and  blending  softness  of  union,  which  is  the  last  perfection 
of  strength ;  less  of  it  than  even  his  conduct  often  mani- 
fested. With  Words  he  had  not  learned  to  make  pure 
music;  it  was  by  Deeds  of  love  or  heroic  valour  that  he 
spoke  freely;  in  tones,  only  through  his  Flute,  amid  tears, 
could  the  sigh  of  that  strong  soul  find  utterance. 

Nevertheless,  though  in  imperfect  articulation,  the  same 
voice,  if  we  will  listen  weU,  is  to  be  heard  also  in  his  writings, 
in  his  Poems.  The  following,  for  example,  jars  upon  our 
ears :  yet  there  is  something  in  it  like  the  sound  of  Alpine 
avalanches,  or  the  first  murmur  of  earthquakes ;  in  the  very 
vastness  of  which  dissonance  a  higher  unison  is  revealed  to 
us.  Luther  wrote  this  Song  in  a  time  of  blackest  threaten- 
ings,  which  however  could  in  nowise  become  a  time  of  despair. 
In  those  tones,  rugged,  broken  as  they  are,  do  we  not  recog- 
nise the  accent  of  that  summoned  man  (summoned  not  by 
Charles  the  Fifth,  but  by  God  Almighty  also),  who  answered 
his  friends^  warning  not  to  enter  Worms,  in  this  wise: 
**  Were  there  as  many  devils  in  Worms  as  there  are  roof-tiles^ 
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Diets,  and  hosts,  and  nations,  were  but  weak ;  wt 
forest,  with  all  its  strong  treet,  ma;  be  to  the  sma 
of  electric  ^r^. 


XinefiMe  Burg  itt  wuer  Oott, 
JHn  gute»  Wehr  un4  Wnffen  ; 
Br  hUJt  ua»fir«y  aut  ailer  Noth, 
Die  VTuJetrt  hat  betrnffen. 
D»raUelt6*»  Ftind 
Mil  Emit  erijetaa  mtint ; 
Orott  Machl  und  vtel  IA*t 
Stingraiaan'  Batlxeuch  ut, 
A^fBrin  in  nicht  sein*  OUditK. 

MU  untrer  Maeht  i*t  NiekU  geOan, 

WW  tind  gar  baid  vtrtoren : 

St  itrmft/Sr  uru  der  reehte  ifann, 

Don  Golt  nltiit  hat  trkortn. 

Fragil  du  leer  er  itt  t 

Bh-  htitit  Jttntt  Ohriil, 

Der  Bent  Zibaoth, 

Und  itt  kna  ander  Oott, 

Dot  Fald  mutt  er  bthaiten. 

Und  Venn  die  ITeA  voU  Teiiftl  war, 
Und  anOt'n  unt  gar  vereehUngen, 
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Vie  umtr  er  tkh  tUtU, 
That  er  tint  doA  NickU; 
Dm  maeU  tr  UtftrieUt, 
Bin  WMMn  kma  iMiJiUbn. 

Dm  Wort  tit  tolimt  tatien  tlain, 

Uitd  keltun  Da»k  da*a  kaitn; 

ErtMtbtj/vju  voht  a^tfdan  i%iit 

Mil  teinem  OeiMt  tend  Gaben. 

Jfthmm  tie  unt  den  Leib, 

One,  Ehr',  Kind  vnd  Wiib, 

Lattfahren  dahin. 

Sit  haben't  kein  Oeteiim, 

Dot  Beieh  QoUet  mutt  unt  NeibM. 

A  ufe  stronghold  our  God  la  itill, 
A  trusty  shield  and  ireapon ; 
He  '11  help  as  cleu  from  ftll  tha  111 
That  hath  us  now  o'ertaken. 
The  ancient  Prince  of  Hall 
HaHi  risen  with  purpose  fell ; 
Strong  mail  of  Cnft  and  Power 
He  weareth  in  this  hour. 
On  Earth  is  not  his  fellow. 


But  for  us  fights  the  proper  Man, 
Whom  God  himself  hath  Iddden. 
Ask  ye,  Who  is  this  same? 
Christ  Jesus  la  his  name. 
The  Lord  Zebaoth's  Son, 
He  and  no  other  one 
Shall  conquer  in  the  battle. 

And  were  this  world  «U  Devils  o'«i 
And  watching  to  devout  as. 
We  lay  it  not  to  heart  so  sore, 
Not  they  can  overpower  as. 
And  let  the  Prince  of  111 
Look  grim  aa  e'er  he  will. 
He  harms  us  not  a  whit : 
For  why?  his  doom  It  writ, 
A  word  dull  quickly  slaj  him. 


These  things  shall  vanish  all. 
The  dtp  of  God  remainetb. 


"% 


SCHILLER* 

[1831] 

To  the  student  of  German  Literature,  or  of  Literature  in 
general,  these  Volumes,  purporting  to  lay  open  the  private 
intercourse  of  two  men  eminent  beyond  all  others  of  their 
time  in  that  department,  will  doubtless  be  a  welcome  appear- 
ance. Neither  Schiller  nor  Goethe  has  ever,  that  we  have 
hitherto  seen,  written  worthlessly  on  any  subject;  and  the 
writings  here  offered  us  are  confidential  Letters,  relating  more- 
over to  a  highly  important  period  in  the  spiritual  history,  not 
only  of  the  parties  themselves,  but  of  their  country  likewise ; 
full  of  topics,  high  and  low,  on  which  far  meaner  talents  than 
theirs  might  prove  interesting.  We  have  heard  and  known  so 
much  of  both  these  venerated  persons ;  of  their  friendship, 
and  true  cooperation  in  so  many  noble  endeavours,  the  fruit 
of  which  has  long  been  plain  to  every  one :  and  now  are  we 
to  look  into  the  secret  constitution  and  conditions  of  all  this ; 
to  trace  the  public  result,  which  is  Ideal,  down  to  its  roots  in 
the  Common ;  how  Poets  may  live  and  work  poetically  among 
the  Prose  things  of  this  world,  and  Fausts  and  TeUa  be 
written  on  rag-paper  and  with  goose-quills,  like  mere  Minerva 
Novels,  and  songs  by  a  Person  of  Quality !  Virtuosos  have 
glass  bee-hives,  which  they  curiously  peep  into ;  but  here  truly 
were  a  far  stranger  sort  of  honey-making.  Nay,  apart  from 
virtuosoship,  or  any  technical  object,  what  a  hold  have  such 
things  on  our  universal  curiosity  as  men !     If  the  sympathy 

^  Frasbr's  Magazine,  Na  i^—Brufmeekul  twischm  SchiiUr  und  Gotihi^ 
in  denjakrm  1794  bis  1805  (Correspondence  between  Schiller  and  Goethe,  la 
the  years  I794-I&)5).  ist-3d  Volumes  (X794-I797).  Stuttgart  and  TttbingeOt 
1828-9. 


with  a  Goethe,  so  rarely  do  Schillers  meet  wil 
Jiniong  us,  tempt  Honesty  itself  into  eavesdropping 
Unhappily  the  conversation  flits  away  forevei 
liour  that  witnessed  it ;  and  the  Letter  and  Ant 
lively,  genial  ns  they  may  be,  arc  only  a  poor  ei 
epitome  of  it.  The  livuig  dramatic  movemeni 
nothing  but  the  cold  historical  net-product  renu 
It  is  true,  in  every  confidential  Letter,  the  writer  w 
measure,  more  or  less  directly  depict  himself:  but 
Painting,  by  pen  or  pencil,  so  inadequate  as  in 
Spiritual  Nature,  The  Pyramid  can  be  measured  ii 
feet,  and  the  draughtsman  represents  it,  with  all  i 
ment,  on  canvas,  accurately  to  the  eye ;  nay,  Moi 
embossed  in  coloured  stucco  ;  and  we  have  his  ves] 
miniature  facsimile,  in  our  museums.  But  for  { 
let  him  who  would  know  such,  pray  that  he  maj 
daily  face  to  face ;  for  in  the  dim  distance,  and  by 
the  imagination,  our  vision,  do  what  we  may,  will 
perfect.  How  pale,  thin,  ineffectual  do  the  great 
would  fain  summon  from  History  rise  before  us  \ 
palpable  men  does  our  utmost  effort  body  tbi 
oflenest  only  like  Ossian's  ghosts,  in  hazy  twilight, ' 
dim  I 
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Signs,  everliving  witnesses  of  what  has  been,  prophetic  tokens 
of  what  may  still  be,  the  revealed,  embodied  Possibilities  of 
human  nature;  which  greatness  he  who  has  never  seen,  or 
rationally  conceived  of,  and  with  his  whole  heart  passionately 
loved  and  reverenced,  is  himself  forever  doomed  to  be  little. 
How  many  weighty  reasons,  how  many  innocent  allurements 
attract  our  curiosity  to  such  men !  We  would  know  them, 
see  them  visibly,  even  as  we  know  and  see  our  like :  no  hint, 
no  notice  that  concerns  them  is  superfluous  or  too  small  for 
us.  Were  Gulliver^s  Conjuror  but  here,  to  recall  and  sensibly 
bring  back  the  brave  Past,  that  we  might  look  into  it,  and 
scrutinise  it  at  will !  But  alas,  in  Nature  there  is  no  such 
conjuring:  the  great  spirits  that  have  gone  before  us  can 
survive  only  as  disembodied  Voices ;  their  form  and  distinctive 
aspect,  outward  and  even  in  many  respects  inward,  all  whereby 
they  were  known  as  living,  breathing  men,  has  passed  into 
another  sphere ;  from  which  only  History,  in  scanty  memorials, 
can  evoke  some  fiunt  resemblance  of  it.  The  more  precious, 
in  spite  of  all  imperfections,  is  such  Histoiy,  are  such 
memorials,  that  still  in  some  d^;ree  preserve  what  had  others 
wise  been  lost  without  recovery. 

For  the  rest,  as  to  the  maxim,  often  enough  inculcated  on 
us,  that  dose  inspection  will  abate  our  admiration,  that  only 
the  obscure  can  be  sublime,  let  us  put  small  faith  in  it. 
Here,  as  in  other  provinces,  it  is  not  knowledge,  but  a  little 
knowledge,  that  puffieth  up,  and  for  wonder  at  the  thing 
known  substitutes  mere  wonder  at  the  knower  thereof:  to  a 
sdolist  the  starry  heavens  revolving  in  dead  mechanism  may 
be  less  than  a  Jacobus  vision ;  but  to  the  Newton  they  are 
more;  for  the  same  God  still  dwells  enthroned  there,  and 
holy  Influences,  like  Angels,  still  ascend  and  descend  ;  and 
this  clearer  vision  of  a  little  but  renders  the  remaining  mystery 
the  deeper  and  more  divine.  So  likewise  is  it  with  true 
spiritual  greatness.  On  the  whole,  that  theory  of  *  no  man 
being  a  hax>  to  his  valet,^  carries  us  but  a  littie  way  into  the 
real  nature  of  the  case.     With  a  superficial  meaning  which  it 


My,  u  in  practice  it  is  of  little  or  no  immediate 
or  were  it  never  so  true,  yet  unless  we  preferred  h 
:ars  to  small  realities,  our  practical  course  were 
me:  to  inquire,  to  investigate  by  all  methods,  til 
early. 

What  worth  in  this  biographical  point  of  view  tl 
tondence  <^  Schiller  and  Goethe  may  have,  we  s 
,tempt  determining  here ;  the  rather  as  only  a  pi 
le  Work,  and  to  judge  by  the  space  of  time  inclw 
ily  a  small  portion,  is  yet  before  us.  Nay,  perhapi 
orth  will  not  become  apparent  till  a  future  age,  < 
arsons  and  concerns  it  treats  of  shall  have  asatiin 
■oper  relative  magnitude,  and  stand  disencumbered, 
er  separated  from  contemporary  trii-ialities,  which 
resent,  with  their  hollow  transient  bulk,  so  mar  our 
wo  centuries  ago,  Leicester  and  Essex  might  be  the 
'England;  their  Kenilworth  Festivities  and  Cadiz 
ons  seemed  the  great  occurrences  of  that  day ; — l 
auld  we  now  give,  were  these  all  forgotten,  a; 
i^rrespondence  between  Shakspeare  and  Ben  Jonsi 
;nly  brought  to  light  1 

One  valuable  quality  these  Letters  of  Schiller  an( 
ery  if  w 
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they  are  filled  up,  may  be  looked  upon  as  real  likenesses. 
Perhaps,  to  most  readers,  some  larger  intermixture  of  what  we 
should  call  domestic  interest,  of  ordinary  human  concerns,  and 
the  hopes,  fears  and  other  feelings  these  excite,  would  have 
improved  the  Work;  which  as  it  is,  not  indeed  without 
pleasant  exceptions,  turns  mostly  on  compositions,  and  publica- 
tions, and  philosophies,  and  other  such  high  matters.  This, 
we  believe,  is  a  rare  fault  in  modem  Correspondences ;  where 
generally  the  opposite  fault  is  complained  of,  and  except  mere 
temporalities,  good  and  evil  hap  of  the  corresponding  parties, 
their  state  of  purse,  heart  and  nervous  system,  and  the  moods 
and  humours  these  give  rise  to, — little  stands  recorded  for  us. 
It  may  be,  too,  that  native  readers  will  feel  such  a  want  less 
than  foreigners  do,  whose  curiosity  in  this  instance  is  equally 
minute,  and  to  whom  so  many  details,  familiar  enough  in  the 
country  itself,  must  be  imknown.  At  all  events,  it  is  to  be 
remembered  that  Schiller  and  Groethe  are,  in  strict  speech. 
Literary  Men;  for  whom  their  social  life  is  only  as  the 
dwelling-place  and  outward  tabernacle  of  their  spiritual  life ; 
which  latter  is  the  one  thing  needful ;  the  other,  except  in 
subserviency  to  this,  meriting  no  attention,  or  the  least 
possible.  Besides,  as  cultivated  men,  perhaps  even  by  natural 
temper,  they  are  not  in  the  habit  of  yielding  to  violent 
emotions  of  any  kind,  still  less  of  unfolding  and  depicting 
such,  by  letter,  even  to  closest  intimates ;  a  turn  of  mind, 
which,  if  it  diminished  the  warmth  of  their  epistolary  inter- 
course, must  have  increased  their  private  happiness,  and  so  by 
their  friends  can  hardly  be  regretted.  He  who  wears  his 
heart  on  his  sleeve,  will  often  have  to  lament  aloud  that  daws 
peck  at  it :  he  who  does  not,  will  spare  himself  such  lament- 
ing. Of  Rousseau  Confessions,  whatever  value  we  assign  that 
sort  of  ware,  there  is  no  vestige  in  this  Correspondence. 

Meanwhile,  many  cheerful,  honest  little  domestic  touches 
are  given  here  and  there ;  which  we  can  accept  gladly,  with 
no  worse  censure  than  wishing  that  there  had  been  more. 
But  this  Correspondence  has  another  and  more  proper  aspect 
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too,  who  are  troubled  with  no  controversies  on  Romanticism 
and  Classicism, — ^the  Bowles  controversy  on  Pope  having  long 
since  evaporated  without  result,  and  all  critical  guild-brethren 
now  working  diligently,  with  one  accord,  in  the  calmer  sphere 
of  Vapidism  or  even  Nullism, — Schiller  is  no  less  universally 
esteemed  by  persons  of  any  feeling  for  poetry.  To  readers  of 
Grerman,  and  these  are  increasing  everywhere  a  hundred-fold, 
he  is  one  of  the  earliest  studies ;  and  the  dullest  cannot  study 
him  without  some  perception  of  his  beauties.  For  the  Un- 
Grerman,  again,  we  have  Translations  in  abundance  and 
superabundance;  through  which,  under  whatever  distortion, 
however  shorn  of  his  beams,  some  image  of  this  poetical  sun 
must  force  itself;  and  in  susceptive  hearts  awaken  love,  and  a 
desire  for  more  immediate  insight.  So  that  now,  we  suppose, 
anywhere  in  England,  a  man  who  denied  that  Schiller  was  a 
Poet  would  himself  be,  firom  every  side,  declared  a  Prosaist, 
and  thereby  summarily  enough  put  to  silence. 

All  which  being  so,  the  weightiest  part  of  our  duty,  that 
of  preliminary  pleading  for  Schiller,  of  asserting  rank  and 
excellence  for  him  while  a  stranger,  and  to  judges  suspicious 
of  counterfeits,  is  taken  off  our  hands.  The  knowledge  of  his 
works  is  silently  and  rapidly  proceeding ;  in  the  only  way  by 
which  true  knowledge  can  be  attained,  by  loving  study  of  them 
in  many  an  inquiring,  candid  mind.  Moreover,  as  remarked 
above,  Schiller^s  works,  generally  speaking,  require  little  com- 
mentary :  for  a  man  of  such  excellence,  for  a  true  Poet,  we 
should  say  that  his  worth  lies  singularly  open ;  nay,  in  great 
part  of  his  writings,  beyond  such  open,  universally  recognis- 
able worth,  there  is  no  other  to  be  sought. 

Yet  doubtless  if  he  is  a  Poet,  a  genuine  interpreter  of  the 
Invisible,  Criticism  will  have  a  greater  duty  to  discharge  for 
him.  Every  Poet,  be  his  outward  lot  what  it  may,  finds  him- 
self bom  in  the  midst  of  Prose ;  he  has  to  struggle  from  the 
littleness  and  obstruction  of  an  Actual  world,  into  the  freedom 
and  infinitude  of  an  Ideal ;  and  the  history  of  such  struggle, 
which  is  the  history  of  his  life,  cannot  be  other  than  instruc- 
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tive.  His  is  a,  high,  laborious,  unrequited,  or  only  self- 
requited  endeavour ;  which,  however,  by  the  law  of  his  being, 
he  is  compelled  to  undertake,  and  must  prevail  in,  or  be 
permanently  wretched ;  nay,  the  more  wretched,  the  nobler 
his  gifts  are.  For  it  is  the  deep,  inborn  claim  of  his  whole 
spiritual  nature,  and  will  not  and  must  not  go  unanswered. 
His  youthful  unrest,  that  *  unrest  of  genius,^  often  so  wayward 
in  its  character,  is  the  dim  anticipation  of  this  ;  the  mysteri- 
ous, all-powerful  mandate,  as  from  Heaven,  to  prepare  himself, 
to  piurify  himself,  for  the  vocation  wherewith  he  is  called. 
And  yet  how  few  can  fulfil  this  mandate,  how  few  earnestly 
give  heed  to  it !  Of  the  thousand  jingling  dilettanti,  whose 
jingle  dies  with  the  hoiu:  which  it  harmlessly  or  hurtfully 
amused,  we  say  nothing  here:  to  these,  as  to  the  mass  of 
men,  such  calls  for  spiritual  perfection  speak  only  in  whispers, 
drowned  without  difficulty  in  the  din  and  dissipation  of  the 
world.  But  even  for  the  Byron,  for  the  Bums,  whose  ear  is 
quick  for  celestial  messages,  in  whom  <  speaks  the  prophesying 
spirit,^  in  awful  prophetic  voice,  how  hard  is  it  to  ^  take  no 
counsel  with  flesh  and  blood,^  and  instead  of  living  and 
writing  for  the  Day  that  pcusses  over  them,  live  and  write 
for  the  Eternity  that  rests  and  abides  over  them ;  instead  of 
living  commodiously  in  the  Half,  the  Reputable,  the  Plausible, 
*  to  live  resolutely  in  the  Whole,  the  Gkxxl,  the  True ! '  ^ 
Such  Halfness,  such  halting  between  two  opinions,  such  pain- 
ful, altogether  fruitless  negotiating  between  Truth  and  False- 
hood, has  been  the  besetting  sin,  and  chief  misery,  of  mankind 
in  all  ages.  Nay,  in  our  age,  it  has  christened  itself  Moderation, 
a  prudent  taking  of  the  middle  course;  and  passes  current 
among  us  as  a  virtue.  How  virtuous  it  is,  the  withered  con- 
dition of  many  a  once  ingenuous  nature  that  has  lived  by  this 
method  ;  the  broken  or  breaking  heart  of  many  a  noble  nature 
that  could  not  live  by  it, — speak  aloud,  did  we  but  listen. 

And   now  when,  from  among  so   many  shipwrecks  and 
misventures,  one  goodly  vessel  comes  to  land,  we  joyfully 

^  Im  Ganun,  GuUn^  IVakren  nsolut  zu  Ubi9u    Goethe. 


what  region  of  Prose  riae  into  Poetry  ?  Under  wb 
accidents ;  with  what  inward  faculties ;  by  what 
with  what  result  f 

For  any  thorough  or  final  answer  to  such  que 
evident  enough,  neither  our  own  means,  nor  the  ptt 
tioD  of  our  readers  in  regard  to  this  matter,  i 
measure  adequate.  Nevertheless,  the  impeifect 
must  be  made  before  the  perfect  result  can  appi 
sli^t  CsLT-off  glance  over  the  character  of  the  t 
looked  and  lived,  in  Action  and  in  Poetry,  will  nc 
be  unacceptable  from  us  :  for  such  as  know  little  i 
it  may  be  an  opening  of  the  way  to  better  knov 
such  as  are  already  familiar  with  him,  it  may  be  a 
words  of  what  they  themselves  have  often  thought,  an 
therefore,  as  the  confirming  testimony  of  a  second  < 

Of  Schiller's  personal  history  there  are  accounts 
accessible  publications ;  so  that,  we  suppose,  no  fort 
tive  of  his  Life,  which  may  now  be  considered 
known,  is  necessary  here.  Such  as  are  curious  on  t 
and  still  uninformed,  may  find  some  satisfaction  i 
of  SchiUer  (London,  1826);  in  the  Vie  de  SchiO, 
to  the  French  Translation  of  his  Dramatic  Worl 
Aca/    '   "  " ""  "  i'   '      "'      '^glLl,   ~ 
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man  existing  only  for  Contemplation ;  guided  forward  by  the 
pursuit  of  ideal  things,  and  seeking  and  finding  his  true 
welfare  therein.  A  singular  simplicity  characterises  it,  a  re- 
moteness from  whatever  is  called  business  ;  an  aversion  to  the 
tumults  of  business,  an  indifference  to  its  prizes,  grows  with 
him  from  year  to  year.  He  holds  no  office ;  scarcely  for  a 
little  while  a  University  Professorship;  he  covets  no  pro- 
motion; has  no  stock  of  money;  and  shows  no  discontent 
with  these  arrangements.  Nay,  when  permanent  sickness, 
continual  pain  of  body,  is  added  to  them,  he  still  seems 
happy :  these  last  fifteen  years  of  his  life  are,  spiritually  con- 
sidei'ed,  the  clearest  and  most  productive  of  all.  We  might 
say,  there  is  something  priest-like  in  that  Life  of  his :  under 
quite  another  colour  and  envminment,  yet  with  aims  difiering 
in  form  rather  than  in  essence,  it  has  a  priest-like  stillness, 
a  priest-like  purity ;  nay,  if  for  the  Catholic  Faith  we  sub-^ 
stitute  the  Ideal  of  Art,  and  for  Convent  Rules,  Moral  or 
iEsthetic  Laws,  it  has  even  something  of  a  monastic  character. 
By  the  three  monastic  vows  he  was  not  bound :  yet  vows  of 
as  high  and  difficult  a  kind,  both  to  do  and  to  forbear,  he 
had  taken  on  him ;  and  his  happiness  and  whole  business  lay 
in  observing  them.  Thus  immured,  not  in  cloisters  of  stone 
and  mortar,  yet  in  cloisters  of  the  mind,  which  separate  him 
as  impassably  from  the  vulgar,  he  works  and  meditates  only 
on  what  we  may  call  Divine  things;  his  familiar  task,  his 
very  recreations,  the  whole  actings  and  fanc^ngs  of  his  daily 
existence,  tend  thither. 

As  in  the  life  of  a  Holy  Man  too,  so  in  that  of  Schiller, 
there  is  but  one  great  epoch :  that  of  taking  on  him  these 
Literary  Vows ;  of  finally  extricating  himself  from  the  dis- 
tractions of  the  world,  and  consecrating  his  whole  future  days 
to  Wisdom.  What  lies  before  this  epoch,  and  what  lies 
after  it,  have  two  altogether  difierent  characters.  The  former 
is  worldly,  and  occupied  with  worldly  vicissitudes ;  the  latter 
is  spiritual,  of  calm  tenour ;  marked  to  himself  only  by  his 
growth    in    inward   clearness,   to   the   world    only   by   the 


meanly  poor ;  and  warm  affection,  a  true  honest 
ripened  in  both  into  religion,  not  without  an  0[ 
knowledge,  and  even  coosiderable  intellectual  cult 
iinienda  for  every  defect.  The  Boy,  too,  is  hii 
character  in  which,  to  the  observant,  lies  the  riche 
A  modeet,  still  nature,  apt  for  all  instruction  ii 
bead ;  flashes  of  liveliness,  of  impetuosity,  from  tl 
breaking  through.  That  little  anecdote  of  the  Thu 
is  so  graceful  in  its  littleness,  that  one  cannot  b 
may  he  authentic: 

'Once,  it  is  wid,  duriog  &  tremendous  tbunder-etonr 
mieaed  htm  in  the  young  gi'oup  "itbin  doors  ;  none  of  the 
:eU  what  was  beeome  of  Frits,  and  the  old  man  grew  at  Itugi 
that  he  was  forced  to  go  out  in  quest  of  him.  Frits  was 
tha  sge  of  infancy,  and  koev  not  the  daogen  of  ■  scene  lo 
hther  found  him  at  last,  in  a  solitarj  place  of  the  neighbourh 
an  the  branch  of  a  tree,  guiag  at  the  tempestuous  face  of 
matching  the  flaibes  ai  in  succeMion  they  spread  their  lori 
it  To  the  reprimand!  of  his  parent,  the  whimpering  truBi 
extenuation,  "that  the  LightaiDg  wm  «o  beautifu),  and  he  ' 
irhere  it  iras  coming  from  ! " ' 

In  hia  village- school  he  reads  the  Classics  with 
without  relish ;  at  home,  with  far  deeper  feelings, 
am."     '       '     ■  •  ■       ■.    ■      Aught   «  '  ' 
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and,  so  unconsciously,  cast  a  glimpse  into  that  world,  where, 
by  accident  or  natural  preference,  his  own  genius  was  one  day 
to  work  out  its  noblest  triumphs. 

Before  the  end  of  his  boyhood,  however,  begins  a  &x 
harsher  era  for  Schiller ;  wherein,  under  quite  other  nortuie, 
other  faculties  were  to  be  developed  in  him.  He  must  enter 
on  a  scene  of  oppression,  distortion,  isolation ;  under  which, 
for  the  present,  the  fairest  years  of  his  existence  are  painfully 
crushed  down.  But  this  too  has  its  wholesome  influences  on 
him ;  for  there  is  in  genius  that  alchemy  which  converts  all 
metals  into  gold ;  which  from  suffering  educes  strength,  firom 
error  clearer  wisdom,  from  all  things  good. 

'The  Duke  ot  Wurtemberg  had  lately  founded  a  free  seminary  for 
certain  branches  of  professional  education :  it  was  first  set  up  at  Solitude, 
one  of  his  country  residences ;  and  had  now  been  transferred  to  Stutt- 
gard^  where^  under  an  improved  form,  and  with  the  name  of  Earii* 
whuUs  ^e  believe  it  still  exists.  The  Duke  proposed  to  give  the  sons  of 
his  military  officers  a  preferable  claim  to  the  benefits  of  ^bis  institution  ; 
and  having  formed  a  good  opinion  both  of  Schiller  and  his  father,  he 
invited  the  former  to  profit  by  this  opportunity.  The  offer  occasioned 
great  embarrassment :  the  young  man  and  his  parents  were  alike  deter- 
mined in  favour  of  the  Churchy  a  project  with  which  this  new  one  was 
inconsistent.  Their  embarrassment  was  but  increased  when  the  Dnke, 
on  learning  the  nature  of  their  scruples^  desired  them  to  think  wdl 
before  they  decided.  It  was  out  of  fear,  and  with  reluctanoe,  that  his 
proposal  was  accepted.  Schiller  enrolled  himself  in  1773;  and  turned^ 
with  a  heavy  heart,  from  freedom  and  cherished  hopes,  to  Greek,  and 
seclusion^  and  Law. 

' His  anticipations  proved  to  be  but  too  just:  the  six  years  wfaioh  lie 
spent  in  this  Establishment  were  the  most  harassing  and  comfbrtless  of 
his  life.  The  Stuttgard  system  of  education  seems  to  have  been  formed 
on  the  principle,  not  of  cherishing  and  correcting  nature,  but  of  rooting 
it  out,  and  suppljring  its  place  by  something  better.  The  process  of 
teaching  and  living  was  conducted  with  the  stiff  formality  of  military 
drilling ;  everything  went  on  by  statute  and  ordinance ;  there  was  no 
scope  for  the  exercise  of  free-will,  no  allowance  for  the  varieties  ef 
original  structure.  A  scholar  might  possess  what  instincts  or  capacities 
he  pleased ;  the  '^  regulations  of  the  school "  took  no  account  of  this ; 
he  must  fit  himself  into  the  common  mould,  which,  like  the  old  GianlTs 
bed,  stood  there,  appointed  by  superior  authority,  to  be  filled  alike  by 

VOL.  IL  M 


cincta  of  detpotUm  to  snatch  even  a  fearful  joy ;  their  rei 
proceeded  by  the  word  of  coimnand. 

'How  grievouB  all  this  mast  titre  been  it  ii  easy  to 
Schiller  it  was  more  grievouB  than  to  any  otbcr.  Of  an  I 
petuoui  yet  delicate  nature,  whilst  his  diBcontoDtment 
iuternaJly,  he  was  too  modest  (o  jfiv-e  ii  thp  relief  of  utt«i 
or  words.  Locked  up  within  himself,  ho  sufTered  deeplj 
complainiDK-  Some  of  his  Letters  written  during  tbii  pel 
preserved  ;  they  exhibit  the  ineffectual  struggles  of  a  fe 
mind  reiling  its  many  chagrins  under  a  certain  dreary  p 
only  shows  them  more  painfully.  He  pored  over  his 
grammars,  and  iaaipid  ts«ks,  with  an  artiiirial  composure ; 
pined  within  him  like  a  captive's  when  he  looked  forth  int 
world,  or  recollected  the  affection  of  parents,  the  hopes  : 
enjoymeots  of  past  years.' 

Youth  is  to  all  the  glad  season  of  life ;  but  o 
what  it  hopes,  not  by  what  it  attains,  or  what  it 
these  sufferings  of  Schiller's  many  a  one  may  s 
nothing  unexampled:  cx>uld  not  the  history  of 
Scholar,  of  every  poor  Midshipman,  with  his  n 
domestic  ties,  his  privations,  persecutions  an 
solitude  of  heart,  equal  or  outdo  them  ?  In  resj 
its  palpable  hardships  perhaps  it  might;  and  1 
miserable.  But  the  hardship  which  presses  heaviei 
li      ■  I  ' 
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in  Medicine,  which  he  willingly,  yet  still  hopelessly  exchanges 
for  Law ;  not  in  the  routine  of  any  marketable  occupation, 
how  gainful  or  honoured  soever,  can  his  soul  find  content  and 
a  home:  only  in  some  far  purer  and  higher  region  of  Activity; 
for  which  he  has  yet  no  name ;  which  he  once  fancied  to  be 
the  Church,  which  at  length  he  discovers  to  be  Poetry.  Nor 
is  this  any  transient  boyish  wilfulness,  but  a  deep-seated, 
earnest,  ineradicable  longing,  the  dim  purpose  of  his  whole 
inner  man.  Nevertheless  as  a  transient  boyish  wilfulness  his 
teachers  must  regard  it,  and  deal  with  it ;  and  not  till  after 
the  fiercest  contest,  and  a  clear  victory,  will  its  true  nature 
be  recognised.  Herein  lay  the  sharpest  sting  of  Schiller^s  ill- 
fortune  ;  his  whole  mind  is  wrenched  asunder ;  he  has  no  rally- 
ing point  in  his  misery;  he  is  suffering  and  toiling  for  a 
wrong  object.  ^  A  singular  miscalculation  of  Nature,^  he  says, 
long  aflerwaids,  <had  combined  my  poetical  tendencies  with 
the  place  of  my  birth.  Any  disposition  to  Poetry  did  violence 
to  the  laws  of  the  Institution  where  I  was  educated,  and 
contradicted  the  plan  of  its  founder.  For  eight  years  my 
enthusiasm  stniggled  with  military  discipline ;  but  the  passion 
for  Poetry  is  vehement  and  fiery  as  a  first  love.  What  dis- 
cipline was  meant  to  extinguish,  it  blew  into  a  flame.  To 
escape  from  arrangements  that  tortured  me,  my  heart  sought 
refuge  in  the  world  of  ideas,  when  as  yet  I  was  unacquainted 
with  the  world  of  realities,  from  which  iron  ban  excluded 
me.^ 

Doubtless  Schiller's  own  prudence  had  already  taught  him 
that  in  order  to  live  poetically,  it  was  first  requisite  to  live ; 
that  he  should  and  must,  as  himself  expresses  it,  ^  forsake  the 
balmy  climate  of  Pindus  for  the  Greenland  of  a  barren  and 
dreary  science  of  terms.^  But  the  dull  work  of  this  Greenland 
once  accomplished,  he  might  rationally  hope  that  his  task  was 
done;  that  the  <  leisure  gained  by  superior  diligence^  would  be 
his  own,  for  Poetry,  or  whatever  else  he  pleased.  Truly,  it 
was  *  intolerable  and  degrading  to  be  hemmed-in  still  farther 
by  the  caprices  of  severe  and  formal  pedagogues.*    No  wonder 


experienced,  unprovided ;  without  help  or  coun 
nothing  to  be  done  but  endure. 

'Under  such  corroding  and  continval  Teiationi,'  ufs  1 
'an  ordinary  spirit  would  liavc  eunk  at  letJgUi ;  would 
fpven  up  its  loftiar  aspirHtiouH,  and  lought  refuge  in  ricii 
or  Bt  beet  have  suUeoly  harnessed  itself  into  the  7oki 
through  existence ;  weary,  diKODt«nt«d  and  broken,  erei 
hiLokering  look  on  the  dreams  of  his  youthj  and  ever  w 
realise  them.  But  Schiller  k-br  no  ordinary  character,  a 
like  one.  Beaeath  a  cold  and  eimple  e>:terior,  dignified  « 
attractions,  and  marred  in  its  native  ftmiableness  by  the  iui 
tioa,  the  isolatioQ  and  painful  destitutions  under  which 
was  concealed  a  burning  energy  of  soul,  which  no  obi 
extinguish.  Tlie  hard  circumsbuices  of  his  fortune  had 
natDrftl  developmeDt  of  bis  mind  ;  his  faculties  bad  beei 
misdirected  ;  but  they  had  gathered  strength  by  oppositia 
of  self-dependence  which  it  encouraged.  His  tfaoughti, 
teacher,  had  sounded  into  the  depths  of  his  own  nature  an 
of  his  own  fste ;  his  feelings  and  passionB,  unshared  by  & 
had  been  driven  back  upon  his  own ;  where,  like  the  to 
smoulden  and  fuses  in  secret,  they  accumulated  till  IJi 
irre«Btible. 

'Hitherto  Schiller  hod  passed  for  an  unprofitable,  a  di« 
a  disobedient  Boy  :  but  the  time  was  now  come  when  the  g 
discipline  could  no  longer  cripple  and  distort  the  giant 
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of  Europe^^  and  were  read  in  almost  all  of  them  with  a  deep  Interest, 
eompounded  of  admiration  and  aversion^  according  to  the  relative  pro- 
portions of  sensibility  and  judgment  in  the  various  minds  which  con» 
templated  the  subject.  In  Germany,  the  enthusiasm  which  the  Robbers 
excited  was  extreme.  The  young  author  had  burst  upon  the  world  like 
a  meteor ;  and  surprise,  for  a  time,  suspended  the  power  of  cool  and 
rational  criticism.  In  the  ferment  produced  by  the  universal  discussion 
of  this  single  topic,  the  poet  was  magnified  above  his  natural  dimensions, 
great  as  they  were :  and  though  the  general  sentence  was  loudly  in  his 
&vour,  yet  he  found  detractors  as  well  as  praisers,  and  both  equally 
beyond  the  limits  of  moderation. 

'But  the  tragedy  of  the  Bobber*  produced  for  its  Author  some  con- 
sequences of  a  kind  much  more  sensible  than  these.  We  have  called  it 
the  signal  of  Schiller's  deliverance  from  school-tyranny  and  military  con- 
straint; but  its  operation  in  this  respect  was  not  immediate.  At  first 
it  seemed  to  involve  him  more  deeply  than  before.  He  had  finished  the 
original  sketch  of  it  in  1778 ;  but  for  fear  of  offence,  he  kepi  it  secret 
till  his  medical  studies  were  completed.  These>  in  t2ie  meantime,  he 
had  pursued  with  sufficient  assiduity  to  merit  the  usual  honours.  In 
1780,  he  had,  in  consequence,  obtained  the  post  of  Surgeon  to  the 
regiment  AugS  in  the  WQrtemberg  army.  This  advancement  enabled 
him  to  complete  his  project, — ^to  print  the  Robbers  at  his  own  expense ; 
not  being  able  to  find  any  bookseller  tiiat  would  undertake  it.  The 
nature  of  the  work,  and  the  universal  interest  it  awakened,  drew 
attention  to  the  private  circumstances  of  the  Author,  whom  the  Robbers, 
as  well  as  other  pieces  of  his  writing  that  had  found  their  way  into  the 
periodical  publications  of  the  time,  sufficiently  showed  to  be  no  common 
man.  Many  grave  persons  were  offended  at  the  vehement  sentiments 
expressed  in  the  Robbers ;  and  the  unquestioned  ability  with  which  these 
extravagances  were  expressed  but  made  the  matter  worse.  To  Schiller^s 
superiors,  above  all,  such  things  were  inconceivable ;  he  might  perhaps 
be  a  very  great  genius,  but  was  certainly  a  dangerous  servant  for  His 
Highness,  the  Grand  Duke  of  Wflrtemberg.  Officious  people  mingled 
themselves  in  the  affair :  nay,  the  graziers  of  the  Alps  were  brought  to 
bear  upon  it.  The  Grisons  magistrates,  it  appeared,  had  seen  the  book, 
and  were  mortally  huffed  at  their  people's  being  there  spoken  of,  accord- 
ing to  a  Swabian  adage,  as  common  highwaymetL*    They  complained  in 

^  Our  English  translation,  one  of  the  washiest,  was  executed  (we  have  been 
told)  in  Edinburgh  by  a  *  Lord  of  Session,*  otherwise  not  unknown  in  literature ; 
who  went  to  work  under  deepest  concealment,  lest  evil  might  befall  him.  The 
confidential  Devil,  now  an  Angel»  who  mysteriously  carried  him  the  proof- 
sheets,  is  our  informant 

*  The  obnoxious  passage  has  been  carefiilly  expunged  firom  subsequent  edi^ 


or  political  arron  of  the  vork,  but  •csndsliMd  moreoTi 
litcnuy  meriL  Id  this  latter  retpeot  he  vai  kind  enoD| 
own  MiriGe*.  But  Sdiiller  Menu  to  kave  received  thi 
110  •ufficient  gratitude  ;  and  tlie  interview  paaaed  withoi 
either  partj.  It  terminated  in  the  Dnke'i  commanding  £ 
bj  medical  lubjects  :  or  at  leaet,  t«  beware  of  writing  ai 
without  lubinittiDg  it  to  iu  inapeetion. 

'  Varioua  ne*  mortificationa  awaited  Schiller.  It  «i 
he  discharged  the  hiunble  duties  of  hi*  ttetioo  wHh 
fidelitj,  and  eren,  it  ia  said,  with  tuperior  ikill :  lie  ' 
peraon,  and  hie  moat  innocent  actions  were  micconatnH 
tautta  were  viaited  with  the  fiill  measure  of  official  MTeril 

'  His  free  spirit  shrank  at  the  prospect  of  wasting  its  t. 
ag^nst  the  pitiful  constraint*,  the  minute  and  endless 
men  who  knew  him  n«t,  jet  had  his  fortune  in  their  hai 
dungeons  and  Jailon  haunted  and  tortured  his  mind ; 
of  ewepiog  them,  the  renunciation  of  poetry,  the  source 
likewise  of  vxtaj  woes,  the  radiant  guiding-star  of  hb  tui 
existence,  seemed  a  sentence  of  death  to  all  that  wai 
delightful,  and  worth  retaining  in  his  character.     *    * 

'  With  the  natural  feeling  of  a  foung  author,  be  had 
in  secret,  and  witnen  the  first  representatioD  of  hie  T^ 
heim.  His  iniiognito  did  not  conceal  him  ;  he  wse  pt 
during  a  week,  for  this  offence :  and  as  the  punishBMa 
him  from  again  transgressing  in  a  similar  manner,  be 
was  in  contemolatiau  to  trv  a 
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and  Dalberg's  aid,  the  sole  hope  of  averting  it  by  quiet  means,  was  distant 
and  dubious.  Schiller  saw  himself  reduced  to  extremitiei.  Beleaguered 
with  present  distresses,  and  the  most  horrible  forebodings,  on  every  side ; 
roused  to  the  highest  pitch  of  indignation,  yet  forced  to  keep  silence  and 
wear  the  face  of  patience,  he  could  endure  this  maddenixig  constraint  no 
longer.  He  resolved  to  be  free,  at  whatever  risk ;  to  abandon  advan* 
tages  which  he  could  not  buy  at  such  a  price ;  to  quit  his  step-dame  home, 
and  go  forth,  though  friendless  and  alone,  to  seek  his  fortune  in  the  great 
market  of  life.  Some  foreign  Duke  or  Prince  was  arriving  at  Stuttgard ; 
and  all  the  people  were  in  movement,  witnessing  the  spectacle  of  his 
entrance :  Schiller  seized  this  opportunity  of  retiring  from  the  city,  cai^ 
less  whither  he  went,  so  he  got  beyond  the  reach  of  turnkeys,  and  Grand 
Dukes,  and  commanding  officers.  It  was  in  the  month  of  October  1782^ 
his  twenty-third  year.'  ^ 

Such  were  the  circumstances  under  which  Schiller  roee  to 
manhood.  We  see  them  permanently  influ^ice  his  character ; 
but  there  is  also  a  strength  in  himself  which  on  the  whcdeF 
triumphs  over  them.  The  kindly  and  the  unkindly  alike  lead 
him  towards  the  goal.  In  childhood,  the  most  unheeded,  bdt 
by  far  the  most  important  era  of  existence, — as  it  were^  the 
still  Creation-days  of  the  whole  future  man, — he  had  breathed 
the  only  wholesome  atmosphere,  a  soft  atmosphere  of  affection 
and  joy :  the  invisible  seeds  which  are  one  day  to  ripen  into 
clear  Devoutness,  and  all  humane  Virtue,  are  happily  sown  in 
him.  Not  till  he  has  gathered  force  for  resistance,  does  the 
time  of  contradiction,  of  being  *  purified  by  suffering,^  arrive. 
For  this  contradiction  too  we  have  to  thank  those  Stuttgard 
Schoolmasters  and  their  purblind  Duke.  Had  the  Sj^stem 
they  followed  been  a  milder,  more  reasonable  one,  we  diould 
not  indeed  have  altogether  lost  our  Poet,  for  the  Poetry  lay 
in  his  inmost  soul,  and  could  not  remain  unuttered ;  but  we 
might  well  have  found  him  under  a  far  inferior  character: 
not  dependent  on  himself  and  truth,  but  dependent  on  the 
world  and  its  gifts;  not  standing  on  a  native,  everlasting 
basis,  but  on  an  accidental,  transient  one. 

In  Schiller  himself,  as  manifested  in  these  emergencies,  we' 
already  trace  the  chief  features  which  distinguish  him  through 

»  Life  c/SMi/er,  Part  i. 


thropy.     Nay,  generally  viewed,  there  is  much  in 
this  epoch  that  to  a  careless  observer  might  havt 
weakness  ;  as  indeed,  for  such  observers,  weakness 
of  nature  are  easily  confounded.    One  element  of  sti 
ever,  and  the  root  of  all  strength,  he  throughout 
wills  one  thing  and  knows  what  he  wills.     His  < 
purpoee,  and  still  better,  a  right  purpose.     He  a 
true  spiritual  Beauty  with  his  whole  heart  and  his 
and  ibr  the  attainment,  for  the  pursuit  of  this,  is 
make  all  sacrifices.    As  a  dim  instinct,  under  vague 
aim  first  appears ;  gains  force  with  his  force,  cieai 
opposition  it  must  conquer ;  and  at  length  declarec 
a  peremptory  emphasis  which  will  admit  of  no  con 
As  a  mere   piece   of   literary   history,   these   ) 
Schiller's  life  are  not  without  interest :  this  is  a  ' 
for  conscience-sake,'  such   as  has  oftener  befaller 
Religion   than   heresy   in    Literature;    a    blind   s 
extinguish,  by  physical  violence,  the  inward  celesti 
a  human  soul ;  and  here  in  regai-d  to  Literature,  a 
to  Religion  it  always  is,  an  ineffectual  sti-uggle. 
as  religious   Inquisitors   have  often  done,  those   : 
quisitors  meant  honestly  in  persecuting ;  and  since 
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his  existence  now  lay  undivided  before  him.  He  is  henceforth 
a  Literary  Man ;  and  need  appear  in  no  other  character.  <  All 
my  connexions,^  he  could  ere  long  say,  ^are  now  dissolved. 
The  public  is  now  all  to  me ;  my  study,  my  sovereign,  my 
confidant.  To  the  public  alone  I  from  this  time  belong; 
before  this  and  no  other  tribunal  will  I  place  myself;  this 
alone  do  I  reverence  and  fear.  Something  majestic  hovers 
before  me,  as  I  determine  now  to  wear  no  other  fetters  but 
the  sentence  of  the  world,  to  appeal  to  no  other  thnme  but 
the  soul  of  man.^^ 

In  his  subsequent  life,  with  all  varieties  of  outward  fortune, 
we  find  a  noble  inward  unity.  That  love  of  Literature,  and 
that  resolution  to  abide  by  it  at  all  hazards,  do  not  forsake 
him.  He  wanders  through  the  world ;  looks  at  it  under  many 
phases;  mingles  in  the  joys  of  social  life;  is  a  husband, 
father;  experiences  all  tiie  common  destinies  of  man;  but 
the  same  < radiant  guiding-star*  which,  often  obscured,  had 
led  him  safe  through  the  perplexities  of  his  youth,  now  shines 
on  him  with  unwavering  light.  In  all  relations  and  conditions 
Schiller  is  blameless,  amiable;  he  is  even  little  tempted  to 
err.  That  high  purpose  after  spiritual  perfection,  which  with 
him  was  a  love  of  Poetiy,  and  an  unwearied  active  love,  is 
itself,  when  pure  and  supreme,  the  necessary  parent  of  good 
conduct,  as  of  noble  feeling.  With  all  men  it  should  be  pure 
and  supreme,  for  in  one  or  the  other  shape  it  is  the  true  end 
of  man'*s  life.  Neither  in  any  man  is  it  ever  wholly  obliterated ; 
with  the  most,  however,  it  remains  a  passive  sentiment,  an 
idle  wish.  And  even  with  the  small  residue  of  men,  in  whom 
it  attains  some  measure  of  activity,  who  would  be  Poets  in 
act  or  word,  how  seldom  is  it  the  sincere  and  highest  purpose, 
hoMT  seldom  unmixed  with  vulgar  ambition,  and  low,  mere 
earthly  aims,  which  distort  or  utterly  pervert  its  manifesta- 
tions !  With  Schiller,  again,  it  was  the  one  thing  needful ; 
the  first  duty,  for  which  all  other  duties  worked  together, 
under  which  all  other  duties  quietly  prospered,  as  under  their 

^  Preface  to  the  TkaUa. 
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rightful  sovereign.  Worldljr  preferment,  fame  iUelf,  he  did 
not  covet :  jet  of  fame  be  reaps  the  most  plenteous  harvest : 
and  of  worldly  goods  what  little  he  wanted  is  in  the  end 
made  sure  to  him.  His  mild,  honest  character  everywhere 
gains  him  friends :  that  upright,  peaceful,  simple  life  is 
honourable  in  the  eyes  of  all ;  and  they  who  know  him  the 
best  love  him  the  most. 

Perhaps  among  all  the  circumstances  of  Schiller's  literary 
life,  there  was  none  so  important  for  him  as  his  connexion 
with  Goethe.  To  use  our  old  figure,  we  might  say,  that  if 
Schiller  was  a  Priest,  then  was  Goethe  the  Bishop  from  whom 
he  6rst  acquired  clear  spiritual  light,  by  whose  hands  he  was 
ordained  to  the  priesthood.  Their  friendship  has  been  much 
celebrated,  and  deserved  to  be  so :  it  is  B  pure  relation ; 
unhappily  too  rare  in  Literature ;  where  if  a  Swift  and  Pope 
can  even  found  an  imperious  Duumvirate,  on  little  more  than 
mutually- tolerated  pride,  and  part  the  spoils  for  some  time 
without  quarrelling,  it  is  thought  a  credit.  Seldom  do  maa 
combine  so  steadily  and  warmly  for  such  purposes,  which 
when  weighed  in  the  economic  balance  are  but  gossamer.  It 
appears  also  that  preliminary  difficulties  stood  in  the  way; 
prepossessions  of  some  strength  had  to  be  conquered  on  both 
sides.  For  a  number  of  years,  the  two,  by  accident  or  choice, 
never  met,  and  their  first  interview  scarcely  promised  any 
permanent  approximation.  'On  the  whole,'  says  Schiller, 
'  this  personal  meeting  has  not  at  all  diminished  the  idea, 
great  as  it  was,  which  I  had  previously  formed  of  Goethe ; 
but  I  doubt  whether  we  shall  ever  come  into  close  communica- 
tion with  each  other.  Much  that  still  interests  me  has 
already  had  its  epoch  with  him.  His  whole  nature  is,  from 
its  very  origin,  otherwise  constructed  than  mine ;  his  world  is 
not  my  world ;  our  modes  of  conceiving  things  appear  to  be 
essentially  different.  From  such  a  combination  no  secure 
substantial  intimacy  can  result.' 

Nevertheless,  in  spite  of  far  graver  prejudices  on  the  part 
of  Goethe, — to  say  nothing  of  the  poor  jealousies  which  in 
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another  man  so  circumstanced  would  openly  or  secretly  have 
been  at  work, — a  secure  substantial  intimacy  did  result; 
manifesting  itself  by  continual  good  offices,  and  interrupted 
only  by  death.  If  we  regard  the  relative  situation  of  the 
parties,  and  their  conduct  in  this  matter,  we  must  recognise 
in  both  of  them  no  little  social  virtue ;  at  all  events,  a  deep 
disinterested  love  of  worth.  In  the  case  of  Goethe,  more 
especially,  who,  as  the  elder  and  everyway  greater  of  the  two, 
has  little  to  expect  in  comparison  with  what  he  gives,  this 
friendly  union,  had  we  space  to  explain  its  nature  and 
progress,  would  give  new  proof  that,  as  poor  Jung  Stilling 
also  experienced,  <  the  man^s  heart,  which  few  know,  is  as 
true  and  noble  as  his  genius,  which  all  know.^ 

By  Goethe,  and  this  even  before  the  date  of  their  friend- 
ship, Schiller^s  outward  interests  had  been  essentially  promoted : 
he  was  introduced,  under  that  sanction,  into  the  service  of 
Weimar,  to  an  academic  office,  to  a  pension ;  his  whole  way 
was  made  smooth  for  him.  In  spiritual  matters,  this  help, 
or  rather  let  us  say  cooperation,  for  it  came  not  in  the  shape 
of  help,  but  of  reciprocal  service,  was  of  still  more  lasting 
consequence.  By  the  side  of  his  firiend,  Schiller  rises  into 
the  highest  regions  of  Art  he  ever  reached ;  and  in  all  worthy 
things  is  sure  of  sympathy,  of  one  wise  judgment  amid  a 
crowd  of  unwise  ones,  of  one  helpful  hand  amid  many  hostile. 
Thus  outwardly  and  inwardly  assisted  and  confirmed,  he 
henceforth  goes  on  his  way  with  new  steadfastness,  turning 
neither  to  the  right  hand  nor  to  the  left ;  and  while  days  are 
given  him,  devotes  them  wholly  to  his  best  duty.  It  is  rare 
that  one  man  can  do  so  much  for  another,  can  permanently 
benefit  another ;  so  mournfully,  in  giving  and  receiving,  as  in 
most  charitable  afiections  and  finer  movements  of  our  nature, 
are  we  all  held-in  by  that  paltry  vanity  which,  under  reput- 
able names,  usurps,  on  botii  sides,  a  sovereignty  it  has  no 
claim  to.  Nay,  many  times,  when  our  friend  would  honestly 
help  us,  and  strives  to  do  it,  yet  will  he  never  bring  himself 
to  understand  what  we  really  need,  and  so  to  forward  us  on 
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our  own  path ;  but  insists  more  dimply  on  our  taking 
path,  and  leaves  us  a«  incorrigible  because  we  wil)  not 
cannot.     Thus  men  are  solitary  among  each  other;  no 
will  help  his  neighbour;  each  has  even  to  assume  a  defensive 
attitude  lest  his  neighbour  hinder  him  ! 

Of  Schiller's  zealous,  entire  devotedness  to  Literature  we 
have  already  spoken  as  of  his  crowning  vittue,  and  the  great 
source  of  his  welfare.  With  what  ardour  he  pursued  this 
object,  his  whole  life,  from  the  earliest  stage  of  it,  had  givoi 
proof:  but  the  clearest  proof,  clearer  even  than  that  youthful 
self-exile,  was  reserved  for  hia  later  years,  when  a  lingmng, 
incurable  disease  had  laid  on  him  its  new  and  ever-galling 
burden.  At  no  period  of  Schiller's  history  does  the  native 
nobleness  of  his  character  appear  so  decidedly  as  now  in  this 
season  of  silent  unwitnessed  heroism,  when  the  dark  enemy 
dwelt  within  himself,  unconquerable,  yet  ever,  in  all  other 
struggles,  to  be  kept  at  bay.  We  have  medical  evidence  that 
during  the  last  fifteen  years  of  his  life,  not  a  moment  could 
have  been  free  of  pain.  Yet  he  utters  no  complaint  In 
this  '  Cotrespondence  with  Goethe '  we  see  him  cheerful, 
laborious;  scarcely  speaking  of  his  maladies,  and  then  only 
historically,  in  the  style  of  a  third  party,  as  it  were,  calculat- 
ing what  force  and  length  of  days  might  still  remain  at  his 
disposal.  Nay,  his  highest  poetical  performances,  we  may  say 
all  that  are  truly  poetical,  belong  to  this  era.  If  we  recollect 
how  many  poor  valetudinarians,  Rousseaus,  Cowpers  and  the 
like,  men  otherwise  of  fine  endowments,  dwindle  under  the 
influence  of  nervous  disease  into  pining  wretchedness,  some 
into  madness  itself;  and  then  that  Schiller,  under  the  like 
influence,  wrote  some  of  his  deepest  speculations,  and  all  hia 
genuine  dramas,  from  WaUenstein  to  WUhelm  TeU,  we  shall 
the  better  estimate  his  merit. 

It  has  been  said,  that  only  in  Religion,  or  something 
equivalent  to  Religion,  can  human  nature  support  itself 
under  such  trials.  But  Schiller  too  had  his  Religion ;  was  a 
Worshipper,  nay,  as  we  have  often  said,  a  Priest ;  and  so  in 


;W^1 

t  and         I 
I  one         1 


SCHILLER  189 

his  earthly  sufferings  wanted  not  a  heavenly  stay.  Without 
some  such  stay  his  life  might  well  have  been  intolerable ;  stript 
of  the  Ideal)  what  remained  for  him  in  the  Real  was  but  a 
poor  matter.  Do  we  talk  of  his  *  happiness  V  Alas,  what 
is  the  loftiest  flight  of  genius,  the  finest  frenzy  that  ever  for 
moments  united  Heaven  with  Earth,  to  the  perennial  never- 
failing  joys  of  a  digestive- apparatus  thoroughly  eupeptic? 
Has  not  the  turtle-eating  man  an  eternal  sunshine  of  the 
breast  ?  Does  not  his  Soul, — ^which,  as  in  some  Sclavonic 
dialects,  means  his  Stomach, — sit  forever  at  its  ease,  en- 
wrapped in  warm  condiments,  amid  spicy  odours;  enjoying 
the  past,  the  present  and  the  future;  and  only  awakening 
from  its  soft  trance  to  the  sober  certainty  of  a  still  higher 
bliss  each  meal-time, — ^three,  or  even  four  visions  of  Heaven 
in  the  space  of  one  solar  day !  While  for  the  sick  man  of 
genius,  *  whose  world  is  of  the  mind,  ideal,  internal ;  when 
the  mildew  of  lingering  disease  has  struck  that  world,  and 
begun  to  blacken  and  consume  its  beauty,  what  remains  but 
despondency,  and  bitterness,  and  desolate  sorrow  felt  and 
anticipated  to  the  end  ?  ^ 

'  Woe  to  him^'  continues  this  Jeremiah,  '  if  his  will  likewise  Uliar,  if 
his  resolution  fiiil^  and  his  spirit  hend  its  neck  to  the  yoke  of  this  new 
enemy !  Idleness  and  a  disturbed  imagination  will  gain  the  mastery  of 
him^  and  let  loose  their  thousand  fiends  to  harass  him,  to  torment  him 
into  madness.  Alas,  the  bondage  of  Algiers  is  freedom  compared  with 
this  of  the  sick  man  of  genius,  whose  heart  has  fidnted,  and  sunk  beneath 
its  load.  His  clay  dwelling  is  changed  into  a  gloomy  prison;  every 
uerve  has  become  an  avenue  of  disgust  or  auguish^  and  the  soul  sits 
within  in  her  melancholy  loneliness,  a  prey  to  the  spectres  of  despair, 
or  stupefied  with  excess  of  suffering ;  doomed  as  it  were  to  a  life-in- 
death,  to  a  consciousness  of  agonised  existence,  without  the  conscious- 
ness of  power  which  should  accompany  it.  Happily  deaths  or  entire 
fatuity  at  length  puts  an  end  to  such  scenes  of  ignoble  misery,  whichf 
however,  ignoble  as  they  are,  we  ought  to  view  with  pity  rather  than 
contempt.** 

Yet  on  the  whole,  we  say,  it  is  a  shame  for  the  man  of 

1  Lifi  of  Schilier  {Qtni,  Ed.),  p.  lo;. 
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genius  to  complain.  Has  he  not  a  '  light  from  Heaven 
within  him,  to  which  the  splendour  of  all  earthly  thrones  and 
principalities  is  but  darkness  P  And  the  head  that  wears 
such  a  crown  grudges  to  lie  uneasy?  If  that  same  'light 
from  Heaven,'  ehining  through  the  falsest  media,  supported 
Syrian  Simon  through  all  weather  on  his  sixty-feet  RUar,  or 
the  still  more  wonderful  Eremite  who  nailed  himself,  for  life, 
up  to  the  chin,  in  stone  and  moilar ;  how  much  more  should 
it  do,  when  shining  direct,  and  pure  from  all  intermixture? 
Let  the  modem  Priest  of  Wisdom  either  suffer  his  small  per- 
secutions and  inflictions,  though  sickness  be  of  the  number, 
in  patience,  or  admit  that  ancient  fanatics  and  bedlamites 
were  truer  worshippers  than  he. 

A  foolish  controversy  on  this  subject  of  Happiness,  now 
and  then  occupies  some  intellectual  dinner-party  ;  speculative 
gentlemen  we  have  seen  more  than  once  almost  forget  their 
wine  in  arguing  whether  Happiness  was  the  chief  end  of  man. 
The  most  aj  out,  with  Pope :  '  Happiness,  our  being's  end 
and  aim';  and  ask  whether  it  is  even  conceivable  that  we 
should  follow  any  other.  How  comes  it,  then,  cry  the  Oppo- 
sition, that  the  gross  are  happier  than  the  reHned ;  that  even 
though  we  know  them  to  be  happier,  we  would  not  change 
places  with  them  P  Is  it  not  written,  Increase  of  knowledge 
is  increase  of  sorrow  ?  And  yet  also  written,  in  characters 
still  more  inelTaceable,  Pursue  knowledge,  attiun  clear  vision, 
as  the  be^nning  of  all  good  P  Were  your  doctrine  right, 
for  what  should  we  struggle  with  our  whole  might,  for  what 
pray  to  Heaven,  if  not  that  the  'malady  of  thought'  mi^t 
be  utterly  stifled  within  us,  and  a  power  of  digestion  and 
secretion,  to  which  that  of  the  tiger  were  trifling,  be  im- 
parted  instead  thereof?  Whereupon  the  others  deny  that 
thought  is  a  malady ;  that  increase  of  knowledge  is  increase 
of  sorrow ;  that  Aldermen  have  a  sunnier  life  than  Aristotle's, 
though  the  Stagyrite  himself  died  exclaiming,  Fccde  mundum 
mtravi,  anxiut  vLri,  pertwbatus  morior ;  etc.  etc. :  and  thus 
the  aigum^t  circulates,  and  the  bottles  stand  still. 
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So  far  as  that  Happiness-question  concerns  the  symposia  of 
speculative  gentlemen, — the  rather  as  it  really  is  a  good 
enduring  hacklog  whereon  to  chop  logic,  for  those  so  minded, 
— we  with  great  willingness  leave  it  resting  on  its  own 
bottom.  But  there  are  earnest  natures  for  whom  Truth  is 
no  plaything,  but  the  staiF  of  life;  men  whom  the  ^ solid 
reality  of  things  '*  will  not  carry  forward ;  who,  when  the 
*  inward  voice  ^  is  silent  in  them,  are  powerless,  nor  will  the 
loud  huzzaing  of  millions  supply  the  want  of  it.  To  these 
men,  seeking  anxiously  for  guidance;  feeling  that  did  they 
once  clearly  see  the  right,  they  would  follow  it  cheerfully  to 
weal  or  to  woe,  comparatively  careless  which ;  to  these  men 
the  question,  what  is  the  proper  aim  of  man,  has  a  deep  and 
awfiil  interest. 

For  the  sake  of  such,  it  may  be  remarked  that  the  origin  of 
this  argument,  like  that  of  every  other  argument  under  the 
sun,  lies  in  the  confusion  of  language.  If  Happiness  mean 
Welfare,  there  is  no  doubt  but  all  men  should  and  must 
pursue  their  Welfare,  that  is  to  say,  pursue  what  is  worthy  of 
their  pursuit.  But  if,  on  the  other  hand.  Happiness  mean, 
as  for  most  men  it  does,  *  agreeable  sensations,^  Enjoyment 
refined  or  not,  then  must  we  observe  that  there  w  a  doubt ; 
or  rather  that  there  is  a  certainty  the  other  way.  Strictly 
considered,  this  truth,  that  man  has  in  him  someliiing  higher 
than  a  Love  of  Pleasure,  take  Pleasure  in  what  sense  you  will, 
has  been  the  text  of  all  true  Teachers  and  Preachers,  since 
the  beginning  of  the  world ;  and  in  one  or  another  dialect,  we 
may  hope,  will  continue  to  be  preached  and  taught  till  the 
world  end.  Neither  is  our  own  day  without  its  assertors 
thereof :  what,  for  example,  does  the  astonished  reader  make 
of  this  little  sentence  from  Schiller's  JEstheUc  Letters  ?  It  is 
on  that  old  question,  the  improvement  of  the  species  ^; 
which,  however,  is  handled  here  in  a  very  new  manner : 

'The  first  acquisitions,  then,  which  men  gathered  in  the  Kingdom  of 
Spirit  were  Anxiety  and  Fear ;  both,  it  is  true,  products  of  Reason,  not 
of  Sense ;  but  of  a  Reason  that  mistook  its  object,  and  mistook  its  mode 
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of  application.  Fruits  of  this  same  tree  are  all  your  Happiness-Systems 
(OlIU^eHgknUsysUme),  whether  they  have  for  object  the  passing  day  or 
the  whole  of  life,  or  what  renders  them  no  whit  more  venerable,  the 
whole  of  Eternity.  A  boundless  duration  of  Being  and  Well-being 
{Daseym  und  WohUeyns)  simply  for  Being  and  Well-being's  sake,  is  an 
Ideal  belonging  to  Appetite  alone,  and  which  only  the  struggle  of  mere 
Animalism  {ThMrheU)  longing  to  be  infinite,  g^ves  rise  to.  Thus  without 
gaining  anything  for  his  Manhood,  he,  by  this  first  effort  of  Reason, 
loses  the  happy  limitation  of  the  Animal ;  and  has  now  only  the  un- 
enviable superiority  of  missing  the  Present  in  an  effort  directed  to  the 
Distance,  and  whereby  still,  in  the  whole  boundless  Distance,  nothing 
but  the  Present  is  sought  for.'  * 

The  JEsthetic  Letters^  in  which  this  and  many  far  deeper 
matters  come  into  view^  will  one  day  deserve  a  long  chapter  to 
themselves.  Meanwhile  we  cannot  but  remark,  as  a  curious 
symptom  of  this  time,  that  the  pursuit  of  merely  sensuous 
good,  of  personal  Pleasure,  in  one  shape  or  other,  should  be 
the  universally  admitted  formula  of  man's  whole  duty.  Onoe, 
Epicurus  had  his  Zeno  ;  and  if  the  herd  of  mankind  have  at 
all  times  been  the  slaves  of  Desire,  drudging  anxiously  for 
their  mess  of  pottage,  or  filling  themselves  with  swine's  husks, 
— earnest  natures  were  not  wanting  who,  at  least  in  theory, 
asserted  for  their  kind  a  higher  vocation  than  this ;  declaring, 
as  they  could,  that  man's  soul  was  no  dead  Balance  for 
^  motives  '*  to  sway  hither  and  thither,  but  a  living,  divine 
Soul,  indefeasibly  free,  whose  birthright  it  was  to  be  the 
servant  of  Virtue,  Goodness,  God,  and  in  such  service  to  be 
blessed  vnthout  fee  or  reward.  Nowadays,  however,  matters 
are,  on  all  hands,  managed  far  more  prudently.  The  choice 
of  Hercules  could  not  occasion  much  difficulty,  in  these  times, 
to  any  young  man  of  talent.  On  the  one  hand, — by  a  path 
which  is  steep,  indeed,  yet  smoothed  by  much  travelling,  and 
kept  in  constant  repair  by  many  a  moral  Macadam, — smokes 
(in  patent  calefactors)  a  Dinner  of  innumerable  courses ;  on 
the  other,  by  a  downward  path,  through  avenues  of  very 
mixed   character,  frowns  in    the  distance,  a  grim  Gallows, 

^  BrUJt  iibtr  dii  Mthetische  EnUhung  des  MemckiH^  b.  34. 
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probably  with  improved  drop/  Thus  is  Utility  the  only 
God  of  these  days;  and  our  honest  Benthamites  are  but  a 
small  Provincial  Synod  of  that  boundless  Communion.  With-* 
out  gift  of  prophecy  we  may  predict,  that  the  straggling  bush* 
fire  which  is  kept  up  here  and  there  against  that  body  of 
well-intentioned  men,  must  one  day  become  a  universal  battle; 
and  the  grand  question,  Mind  versus  Matter,  be  again  under 
new  forms  judged  of  and  decided. — ^But  we  wander  too  far 
from  our  task ;  to  which,  therefore,  nothing  doubtful  of  a 
prosperous  issue  in  due  time  to  that  Utilitarian  strug^e,  we 
hasten  to  return. 

In  forming  for  ourselves  some  picture  of  Schiller  as  a  man, 
of  what  may  be  called  his  moral  character,  perhaps  the  very 
perfection  of  his  manner  of  existence  tends  to  diminish  our 
estimate  of  its  merits.  What  he  aimed  at  he  has  attained  in 
a  smgular  degree.  His  life,  at  least  from  the  period  of  man- 
hood,  is  still,  unruffled  ;  of  dear,  even  course.  The  complete- 
ness of  the  victory  hides  from  us  the  magnitude  of  the 
struggle.  On  the  whole,  however,  we  may  admit,  that  his 
character  was  not  so  much  a  great  character  as  a  holy  one. 
We  have  often  named  him  a  Priest ;  and  this  title,  with  the 
quiet  loftiness,  the  pure,  secluded,  only  internal,  yet  still 
heavenly  worth  that  should  belong  to  it,  perhaps  best  describes 
him.  One  high  enthusiasm  takes  possession  of  his  whole 
nature.  Herein  lies  his  strength,  as  well  as  the  task  he  has 
to  do ;  for  this  he  lived,  and  we  may  say  also  he  died  for  it. 
In  his  life  we  see  not  that  the  social  affections  played  any 
deep  part  As  a  son,  husband,  father,  friend,  he  is  ever 
kindly,  honest,  amiable;  but  rarely,  if  at  all,  do  outward 
things  stimulate  him  into  what  can  be  called  passion.  Of 
the  wild  loves  and  lamentations,  and  all  the  fierce  aidour  that 
distinguished,  for  instance  his  Scottish  contemporary  Bums, 
there  is  scarcely  any  trace  here.  In  fact,  it  was  towards  the 
Ideal,  not  towturds  the  Actual,  that  Schiller^s  faith  and  hope 
was  directed.  His  highest  happiness  lay  not  in  outward 
honour,   pleasure,   social  recreation,   perhaps   not    even  in 
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'  His  iatoleracice  of  interruptions,'  we  are  told,  at  ui  ea 
his  life,  '  fint  put  him  on  the  plan  of  studying  by  night ; 
but  pemiciouB  practice,  which  began  at  Dresden,  and  wm 
wards  given  up.  His  reoreatioM  breathed  a  similar  spirit 
be  much  alone,  and  strongly  moved.  Tlie  banks  of  the  E 
favourite  roftort  of  bia  mornings :  here,  wandering  in  ■< 
groves  and  lawue,  und  green  and  beautiful  plai:es,  he  abaudt 
to  deJieiiioi  musings  ;  or  meditated  on  the  carea  and  stud 
Jately  been  employing,  and  were  again  soon  to  employ  hi 
he  might  he  seen  floating  on  the  river,  in  a  gondola,  tea 
nith  the  lovelinem  of  earth  and  sky.  He  delighted  moB 
when  tempeatH  were  abroad ;  his  unquiet  spirit  found  ■ 
eipresBion  of  its  own  unrest  on  tlie  face  of  Nature ;  danger 
to  hla  sltuaUon  ;  be  felt  in  barmuny  with  the  scene,  when 
sweeping  itormfully  across  the  heavens,  and  tlie  forests  wei 
the  breeze,  and  the  rirer  was  rolling  its  chafed  waters  into 

'  During  lammer,'  it  Is  mentioned  at  a  subsequent  date, 
etudy  was  In  a  garden,  which  be  at  length  purchased,  in  t 
Jena,  not  &r  from  the  Weselhofts'  bouse,  where,  at  that 
office  of  the  AUgttaeint  Litttraturxeitwig.  Reckoning  fron 
plsoe  of  Jena,  it  lies  on  the  south-west  border  of  the  towi 
Engelgatter  and  the  Neutbor,  in  a  hollow  defile,  through  w 
the  Leutrabaoh  flows  round  the  city.  On  the  lop  of  Uie  I 
which  there  is  a  beautiful  prospect  into  the  valley  of  the  I 
fir  mountains  of  the  neighbouring  forest,  Schiller  built  hi 
house,  with  a  tingle  chamber.  It  was  his  favourite  abode 
of .  ,  ■  , -      ■ 
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might  see  him  now  speaking  aloud,  and  walking  swiftly  to  and  fro  in  his 
chamber,  then  suddenly  throwing  himself  down  into  his  chair,  and 
writing ;  and  drinking  the  while,  sometimes  more  than  once,  from  the 
glass  standing  near  him.  In  winter  he  was  to  be  found  at  his  desk 
till  four,  or  even  five  o'clock,  in  the  morning ;  in  summer  till  towards 
three.  He  then  went  to  bed,  from  which  he  seldom  rose  till  nine 
or  ten.' 

And  again : 

'At  Weimar  his  present  way  of  life  was  like  his  former  one  at  Jena : 
his  business  was  to  study  and  compose;  his  recreations  were  in  the 
circle  of  his  family,  where  he  could  abandon  himself  to  aflfiectioni  grave 
or  trifling,  and  in  frank  cheerful  intercourse  with  a  few  friends.  Of  the 
latter  he  had  lately  formed  a  social  club,  the  meetings  of  which  afforded 
him  a  regular  and  innocent  amusement.  He  still  loved  solitary  walks : 
in  the  Park  at  Weimar  he  might  frequently  be  seen,  wandering  among 
the  groves  and  remote  avenues,  with  a  note-book  in  his  hand ;  now 
loitering  slowly  along,  now  standing  still,  now  moving  rapidly  on :  if 
any  one  appeajred  in  sight,  he  would  dart  into  another  alley^  that  his 
dream  might  not  be  broken.  One  of  his  favourite  resorts,  we  are  told, 
was  the  thickly-overshadowed  rocky  path  which  leads  to  the  RSnmehe 
Haua,  a  pleasure-house  of  the  Duke's,  built  under  the  direction  of  Goethe. 
There  he  would  often  sit  in  the  gloom  of  the  crags  overgrown  with 
cypresses  and  boxwood ;  shady  thickets  before  him ;  not  fiir  from  the 
murmur  of  a  little  brook,  which  there  gushes  in  a  smooth  slaty  channel, 
and  where  some  verses  of  Goethe  are  cut  upon  a  brown  plate  of  stone 
and  fixed  in  the  rock.'  > 

Such  retirement  alike  from  the  tumults  and  the  pleasures 
of  busy  men,  though  it  seems  to  diminish  the  merit  of 
virtuous  conduct  in  Schiller,  is  itself,  as  hinted  above,  the 
best  proof  of  his  virtue.  No  man  is  bom  without  ambitious 
worldly  desires ;  and  for  no  man,  especially  for  no  man  like 
Schiller,  can  the  victory  over  them  be  too  complete.  His 
duty  lay  m  that  mode  of  life ;  and  he  had  both  discovered 
his  duty,  and  addressed  himself  with  his  whole  might  to 
perform  it.  Nor  was  it  in  estrangement  from  men^s  interests 
that  this  seclusion  originated ;  but  rather  in  deeper  concern 
for  these.  From  many  indications,  we  can  perceive  that  to 
Schiller   the  task  of  the  Poet   appeared   of  far  weightier 

»  Life  ofSchUkr. 
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import  to  mankind,  in  these  times,  than  that  of  any  other 
man  whatever.  It  seemed  to  him  that  he  was  'casting  hia 
bread  upon  the  waters,  and  would  find  it  after  many  days ' ; 
that  when  the  noise  of  all  conquerors,  and  demago^es, 
and  political  reformers  had  quite  died  away,  some  tone  of 
heavenly  wisdom  that  had  dwelt  even  in  him  might  still 
linger  among  men,  and  bo  acknowledged  as  heavenly  and 
priceless,  whether  as  his  or  not ;  whereby,  though  dead,  he 
would  yet  speak,  and  his  spirit  would  live  throughout  all 
generations,  when  the  syllables  that  once  formed  his  name 
had  passed  into  forgetfulness  forever.  We  are  told,  '  he  was 
in  the  highest  degree  philanthropic  and  humane :  and  often 
said  that  he  had  no  deeper  wish  than  to  know  all  men 
happy."  What  was  still  more,  he  strove,  in  his  public  and 
private  capacity,  to  do  his  utmost  for  that  end.  Honest, 
merciful,  disinterested  he  is  at  all  times  found :  and  for  the 
great  duty  laid  on  him  no  man  was  ever  more  unweariedly 
ardent.  It  was  his  evening  song  and  his  morning  prayer. 
He  lived  for  it;  and  he  died  for  it;  'sacrificing,'  in  the 
words  of  Goethe,  '  his  Life  itself  to  this  Delineating  of  Ijfe/ 
In  collision  with  his  fellow-men,  for  with  him  as  with 
others  this  also  was  a  part  of  hb  relation  to  society,  we  find 
him  no  less  noble  than  in  friendly  union  with  them.  He 
mingles  in  none  of  the  controversies  of  the  time;  or  only 
like  a  god  in  the  battles  of  men.  In  bis  conduct  towards 
inferiors,  even  ill-intentioned  and  mean  inferiors,  there  is 
everywhere  a  true,  dignified,  patrician  spirit.  Ever  wit- 
nessing, and  inwardly  lamenting,  the  baseness  of  vulgat 
Literature  in  his  day,  he  makes  no  clamorous  attacks  on  it ; 
alludes  to  it  only  from  afar :  as  in  Milton's  writings,  so  in 
hb,  few  of  his  contemporaries  are  named,  or  hinted  at ;  it 
was  not  with  men,  but  with  things  that  he  had  a  warfare. 
The  Review  of  Burger,  so  often  descanted  on,  was  doubtless 
highly  afflicting  to  that  down-broken,  unhappy  poet ;  but  no 
hcffitility  to  BiJrger,  only  love  and  veneration  for  the  Art  he 
professed,  is  to  be  discerned  in  it      With  Biirger,  or  with 
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any  other  mortal,  he  had  no  quarrel :  the  favour  of  the 
public,  which  he  himself  enjoyed  in  the  highest  measure,  he 
esteemed  at  no  high  value.  *  The  Artist,^  said  he  in  a  noble 
passage,  already  known  to  English  readers,  <  the  Artist,  it  is 
true,  is  the  son  of  his  time ;  but  pity  for  him  if  he  is  its 
pupil,  or  even  its  favourite !  Let  some  beneficent  divinity 
snatch  him,  when  a  suckling,  from  the  breast  of  his  mother, 
and  nurse  him  with  the  milk  of  a  better  time ;  that  he  may 
ripen  to  his  full  stature  beneath  a  distant  Grecian  sky.  And 
having  grown  to  manhood,  let  him  return,  a  foreign  shape, 
into  his  century ;  not,  however,  to  delight  it  by  his  presence, 
but  dreadful  like  the  son  of  Agamemnon,  to  purify  it !  ^  On 
the  whole,  Schiller  has  no  trace  of  vanity ;  scarcely  of  pride, 
even  in  its  best  sense,  for  the  modest  self-consciousness, 
which  characterises  genius,  is  with  him  rather  implied  than 
openly  expressed.  He  has  no  hatred ;  no  anger,  save  against 
Falsehood  and  Baseness,  where  it  may  be  called  a  holy  anger. 
Presumptuous  triviality  stood  bared  in  his  keen  glance ;  but 
his  look  is  the  noble  scowl  that  curls  the  lip  of  an  Apollo, 
when,  pierced  with  sun-arrows,  the  serpent  expires  before 
him.  In  a  word,  we  can  say  of  Schiller,  what  can  be  said 
only  of  few  in  any  country  or  time :  He  was  a  high  minister- 
ing servant  at  Tiiith^s  altar ;  and  bore  him  worthily  of  the 
office  he  held.  Let  this,  and  that  it  was  even  in  our  age, 
be  forever  remembered  to  his  praise. 

Schiller's  intellectual  character  has,  as  indeed  is  always  the 
case,  an  accurate  conformity  with  his  moral  one.  Here  too 
he  is  simple  in  his  excellence ;  lofty  rather  than  expansive  or 
varied;  pure,  divinely  ardent  rather  than  great.  A  noble 
sensibility,  the  truest  sympathy  with  Nature,  in  all  forms, 
animates  him ;  yet  scarcely  any  creative  gift  altogether  com- 
mensurate with  this..  If  to  his  mind's  eye  all  forms  of 
Nature  have  a  meaning  and  beauty,  it  is  only  under  a  few 
forms,  chiefly  of  the  severe  or  pathetic  kind,  that  he  can 
body  forth  this  meaning,  can  represent  as  a  Poet  what  as  a 
Thinker  he  discerns  and  loves.     We  might  say,  his  music 
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U  true  spheral  music;  yet  only  with  few  tones,  in  simple 
modulation ;  no  full  chornl  harmony  is  to  be  heard  in  it. 
'JTiat  Schiller,  at  least  in  his  later  yeai-s,  attained  a  genuine 
poetic  style,  and  dwelt,  more  or  less,  in  the  perennial  regions 
of  his  Art,  no  one  will  deny  :  yet  still  his  poetry  shows 
rather  like  a  partial  than  a  universal  gift ;  the  laboured 
pi-oduct  of  certain  faculties  rather  than  the  spontaneous 
product  of  his  whole  nature.  At  the  summit  of  the  pyre 
there  is  indeed  white  flame;  but  the  materials  are  not  all 
inflamed,  perhaps  not  all  ignited.  Nay,  often  it  seems  to 
us,  as  if  poetry  were,  on  the  whole,  not  his  essential  gift;  as 
if  his  genius  were  reflective  in  a  still  higher  degree  than 
creative ;  philosophical  and  oratorical  rather  than  poetic; 
To  the  last,  there  is  a  stiffness  in  him,  a  certain  infuaibility. 
His  genius  is  not  an  .Eolian-harp  for  the  common  wind  to 
play  with,  and  make  wild  free  melody ;  but  a  scientific  har- 
monica, which  being  artfully  touched  will  yield  rich  notes, 
though  in  limited  measure. 

It  may  be,  indeed,  or  rather  it  is  highly  probable,  that  of 
the  gifts  which  lay  in  him  only  a  small  portion  was  unfolded  : 
for  we  are  to  recollect  that  nothing  came  to  him  without  » 
strenuous  eflbi-t ;  and  that  he  wa«  called  away  at  middle 
age.  At  all  events,  here  as  we  And  him,  we  should  say,  that 
of  all  his  endowments  the  most  perfect  is  understanding. 
Accurate,  thorough  insight  is  a  quality  we  miss  in  none  of 
his  productions,  whatever  else  may  be  wanting.  He  hoi  an 
intellectual  vision,  clear,  wide,  piercing,  methodical;  a  truly 
philosophic  eye.  Yet  in  regard  to  this  also  it  is  to  be 
remarked,  that  the  same  simplicity,  the  same  want  of  uni- 
versality again  displays  itself.  He  looks  aloft  rather  than 
around.  It  is  in  high,  far-seeing  philosophic  views  that  he 
delights ;  in  speculations  on  Art,  on  the  dignity  and  destiny 
of  Man,  rather  than  on  the  common  doings  and  interests  of 
Men.  Nevertheless  these  latter,  mean  as  they  seem,  are 
boundless  in  significance;  for  even  the  poorest  aspect  of 
Nature,  especially  of  living  Nature,  is  a  type  and  manifesto- 


SCHILLER  199 

tion  of  the  invisible  spirit  that  works  in  Nature.  There  is 
properly  no  object  trivial  or  insignificant:  but  every  finite 
thing,  could  we  look  well,  is  as  a  window,  through  which 
solemn  vistas  are  opened  into  Infinitude  itself.  But  neither 
as  a  Poet  nor  as  a  Thinker,  neither  in  delineation  nor  in 
exposition  and  discussion,  does  Schiller  more  than  glance  at 
such  objects.  For  the  most  part,  the  Common  is  to  him 
still  the  Common;  or  is  idealised,  rather  as  it  were  by 
mechanical  art  than  by  inspiration :  not  by  deeper  poetic  or 
philosophic  inspection,  disdosing  new  beauty  in  its  eveiyday 
features,  but  rather  by  deducting  these,  by  casting  tiiem 
aside,  and  dwelling  on  what  brighter  features  may  remain 
in  it 

Herein  Schiller,  as  indeed  he  himself  was  modertly  aware, 
differs  essentially  from  most  great  poets;  and  from  none 
more  than  from  his  great  contemporary,.  Goethe.  Such 
intellectual  preeminence  as  this,  valuable  though  ft  be,  is  the 
easiest  and  the  least  valuable ;  a  preeminence  whidi,  indeed, 
captivates  the  general  eye,  but  may,  after  all,  have  little 
intrinsic  grandeur.  Less  in  rising  into  lofty  abstractions  lies 
the  difliculty,  than  in  seeing  well  and  lovingly  the  com- 
plexities of  what  is  at  hand.  He  is  wise  who  can  instruct 
us  and  assist  us  in  the  business  cf  daily  virtuous  living ;  he 
who  trains  us  to  see  old  truth  under  Academic  formularies 
may  be  wise  or  not^  as  it  chances;  but  we  love  to  see 
Wisdom  in  unpretending  forms,  to  recognise  her  royal 
features  under  week-day  vesture. — ^There  may  be  moire  true 
spiritual  force  in  a  Proverb  than  in  a  Philosophical  System. 
A  King  in  the  midst  of  his  body-guards,  with  all  his 
trumpets,  war-horses  iuid  gilt  standard-bearers,  will  look 
great  though  he  be  little;  but  only  some  Roman  Cams  can 
give  audience  to  satrap-ambassadors,  while  seated  on  the 
ground,  with  a  woollen  cap,  and  supping  on  boiled  pease, 
like  a  common  soldier. 

In  all  Schiller^s  earlier  writings,  nay,  more  or  less  in  the 
whole  of  his  writings,  this  aristocratic  fastidiousness,  this 


nisiones,  lor  example,  lounds  itseit  mainly  on 
bility  of  man,  the  effect  of  constitutions,  of  n 
other  such  high,  purely  scientific  objects.  In  h: 
have  a  similar  manifestation.  The  interest  tu 
scribed>  old-established  matters ;  common  love>ms 
ate  greatness,  enthusiasm  for  liberty  and  the  lik& 
in  Don  Karlot ;  a  work  of  what  may  be  called  hi 
period,  the  turning-point  between  his  earlier  ai 
period,  where  still  we  find  Fosa,  the  favourite  h^ 
aloft,  far-shining,  clear,  and  also  cold  and  vacas 
beacon.'  In  after-years,  Schiller  himself  saw  wi 
greatest  lay  not  here.  With  unwearied  effort  1 
lower  and  to  widen  his  sphere ;  and  not  withou' 
many  of  his  Poems  testify  ;  for  esamplc,  the  Liet 
(Song  of  the  Bell),  everyway  a  noble  coui]K)sition 
still  higher  degree,  the  tragedy  of  f^^lhelm  Tell,  t 
so  far  as  spirit  and  style  are  concerned,  the  bes 
dramas. 

Closely  connected  with  this  inj  perfection,  bol 
and  a.s  consequence,  is  Schiller's  singular  want  ( 
Humour  is  properly  the  exjranent  of  low  things ; 
first  renders  them  poetical  to  the  mind.  The  man 
sees  common  life,  even  mwrn  lifp.  under  the  i'*"  '•" 
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Schiller.  In  his  whole  writings  there  is  scarcely  any  vestige 
of  it)  scarcely  any  attempt  that  way.  His  nature  was  with- 
out Humour;  and  he  had  too  true  a  feeling  to  adopt  any 
counterfeit  in  its  stead.  Thus  no  drollery  or  caricature,  still 
less  any  barren  mockery,  which,  in  the  hundred  cases  are  all 
that  we  find  passing  current  as  Humour,  discover  themselves 
in  Schiller.  His  works  are  full  of  laboured  earnestness ;  he  is 
the  gravest  of  all  writers.  Some  of  his  critical  discussions, 
especially  in  the  JEiMetische  Briffiy  where  he  designates  the 
ultimate  height  of  a  man^s  culture  by  the  title  SpieUrub 
(literally,  Sport-impulse),  prove  that  he  knew  what  Humour 
was,  and  how  essential ;  as  indeed,  to  his  intellect,  all  forms 
of  excellence,  even  the  most  alien  to  his  own,  were  painted 
with  a  wonderful  fidelity.  Nevertheless,  he  himself  attains 
not  that  height  which  he  saw  so  clearly;  to  the  last  the 
Spielirieb  could  be  little  more  than  a  theory  with  him.  With 
the  single  exception  of  WaOensUins  Lager^  where  too,  the 
Humour,  if  it  be  such,  is  not  deep,  his  other  attempts  at 
mirth,  fortunately  very  few,  are  of  the  heaviest.  A  rigid 
intensity,  a  serious  enthusiastic  ardour,  majesty  rather  than 
grace,  still  more  than  lightness  or  sportfiilness,  characterises 
him.  Wit  he  had,  such  wit  as  keen  intellectual  insist  can 
give ;  yet  even  of  this  no  large  endowment.  Perhaps  he  was 
too  honest,  too  sincere,  for  the  exercise  of  wit ;  too  intent  on 
the  deeper  relations  of  things  to  note  their  more  transient 
collisions.  Besides,  he  dealt  in  Affirmation,  and  not  in  Nega- 
tion ;  in  which  last,  it  has  been  said,  the  material  of  wit 
chiefly  lies. 

These  observations  are  to  point  out  for  us  the  special  de- 
partment and  limits  of  Schiller^s  excellence;  nowise  to  call  in 
question  its  reality.  Of  his  noble  sense  for  Truth  both  in 
speculation  and  in  action;  of  his  deep  genial  insight  into 
Nature;  and  the  Uving  harmony  in  which  he  renders  back 
what  is  highest  and  grandest  in  Nature,  no  reader  of  hia 
works  need  be  reminded.  In  whatever  belongs  to  the  pathetic, 
the  heroic,  the  tragically  elevating,  Schiller  is  at  'home;  m 


..».,  ....|nj~>u«:,  iiau  iciigui  (II  yeai-B  Deen  granted 
is  a  tone  in  some  of  his  later  pieces,  which  hi 
breathes  of  the  very  highest  region  of  Art. 
natural  or  accidental  defects  we  have  noticed 
even  as  it  stands,  such  as  to  exclude  him  from 
great  Poets,  Poets  whom  the  whole  world  i 
have,  more  than  once,  exhibited  the  like.  M 
ample,  shares  most  of  them  with  him  :  like 
dwells,  with  full  povt-er,  only  in  the  high  and  ei 
other  provinces  exhibiting  a  certain  inaptitude,  a; 
unpliancy  :  he  too  has  little  Humour;  his  cof 
has  in  it  contemptuous  emphasis  enough,  yet 
graceful  sport.  Indeed,  on  the  positive  side  al 
worthies  are  not  without  a  resemblance.  Und 
circumstances,  with  less  massiveness  and  vehemen 
soul,  there  is  in  Schiller  the  same  intensity;  the 
tration,  and  towards  similar  objects,  towards 
Sublime  in  Nature  and  in  Art ;  which  sublimitii 
each  in  his  several  way,  worship  with  imdivided  hi 
is  not  in  Schiller's  nature  the  same  rich  complexit 
as  in  Milton's,  with  its  deptlia  of  linked  sweeti 
Schiller  too  there  is  something  of  the  same  f 
force,    some    tone    which,   like    Milton's,    is   i^™ 


SCHILLER  SOS 

range,  body  forth  other  forms  of  bemg.  Nay,  much  of  what 
is  called  his  poetry,  seems  to  us,  as  hinted  above,  oratorical 
rather  than  poetical ;  his  first  bias  might  have  led  him  to  be 
a  speaker  rather  than  a  singer.  Nevertheless,  a  pure  fire 
dwelt  deep  in  his  soul ;  and  only  in  Poetry,  of  one  or  the 
other  sort,  could  this  find  utterance.  The  rest  of  his  nature, 
at  the  same  time,  has  a  certain  prosaic  rigour ;  so  that  not 
without  strenuous  and  complex  endeavours,  long  persisted  in, 
could  its  poetic  quality  evolve  itself.  Quite  pure,  and  as  the 
all-sovereign  element,  it  perhaps  never  did  evolve  itself;  and 
among  such  complex  endeavours,  a  small  accident  might  in- 
fiuence  large  portions  of  its  course. 

Of  Schiller^s  honest  undivided  zeal  in  this  great  problem  of 
self-cultivation,  we  have  often  spoken.  What  progress  he  had 
made,  and  in  spite  of  what  difficulties,  appears  if  we  contrast 
his  earlier  compositions  with  those  of  his  later  years.  A  few 
specimens  of  both  sorts  we  shall  here  present.  By  this 
means,  too,  such  of  our  readers  as  are  unacquainted  with 
Schiller  may  gain  some  clearer  notion  of  his  poetic  individu- 
ality than  any  description  of  ours  could  give.  We  shall  take 
the  Robbers,  as  his  first  performance,  what  he  himself  calls  ^  a 
monster  produced  by  the  unnatural  union  of  Genius  with 
Thraldom";  the  fierce  fuliginous  fire  that  bums  in  that 
singular  piece  will  still  be  discernible  in  separated  passages. 
The  following  Scene,  even  in  the  yeasty  vehicle  of  our  common 
English  version,  has  not  wanted  its  admirers ;  it  is  the  Second 
of  the  Third  Act : 

Ckmntry  an  the  Danube 

THB1IOBBER8 

Camped  on  a  Height,  under  Trees:  the  Horeee  are  grazing  on  the  Hill 

farther  down 

Moor.  I  can  no  farther  [throws  himseffon  the  ground^  My  limbs  ache 
as  if  ground  in  pieces.  My  tongue  parched  as  a  potsherd.  [Schweitzer 
glides  away  unperceived.]  I  would  ask  you  to  fetch  me  a  handful  of  water 
from  the  stream ;  but  ye  all  are  wearied  to  death. 

ScHWARz.  And  the  wine  too  is  all  down  there^  in  our  jacks. 


reaping. 

Moon,  Aj,  BO  »Aj  1.  It  will  all  be  ruined.  Why  ibou 
in  what  he  hai  from  the  Ant,  when  he  failg  in  what  mak< 
liods? — Or  is  thii  the  true  aim  of  his  Destiaj? 

ScBWAHS.  I  know  it  not. 

Mooa,  Thou  hMt  Mid  well ;  and  done  itill  better,  if  th< 
toknowit!— Brother,— 1  Uve  luolced  at  men,  at  their 
and  giant  projecU— their  godlike  schemea  and  moiuelil 
their  woDdrous  race-nmniiiK  after  Happiness  ; — he  tnutii 
of  his  horse, — he  to  the  nose  of  hii  ass, — a  third  to  his 
whtrlit)g  lottery  of  life,  in  which  no  tnanyacreatureetakei 
and— hia  Heaven  !  all  tryiufc  for  a  priie,  and — blanks 
drawiug,— there  wai  not  a  prise  in  the  batch.  It  is  a  dra 
bring  tears  into  tliy  eyes,  if  it  tickle  thy  midriff  to  laught 

Schwabs.   IIdw  glorioiuily  the  sun  in  setting  yonder  ! 

Moon  [lott  in  the  vieir].     So  dies  a  Hero !    To  be  wonh 

(Ikihh.     It  seems  tn  more  thee. 

Moor.  When  I  was  a  lad — it  was  my  dariinfc  thought  t 
BO— [irifA  tuppretted  pain}.     It  wm  a  lad's  tlioughl  ! 

GiUMU.   ]  hope  to,  truly. 

MooB  [drawl  hit  hat  doipn  on  hii  /ace],  1'here  was  a  I 
alone,  comrades. 

SoBWABZ.   Moor !  Moor  !  What,  Devil  ?— How  his  coIo' 

Gkimh.  Ha  I  ^lliat  ails  him  F    Is  he  ill  ? 

Moon.  There  wa«  a  time  when  I  could  not  sleep,  if  taj 
had  b«en  forgotten — 

Qhihm.  Art  thou  going  croied  ?    Will  Moor  let  such 
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Moor  [iinking  back'].  And  I  bo  hideous  in  this  lovely  world^  and  I  % 
monster  in  this  glorious  Earth. 

Grimm.  Out  on  it ! 

Moor.  My  innocence !  My  innocence  1 — See^  all  things  are  gone  forth 
to  hask  in  the  peaceful  beam  of  the  Spring :  why  must  I  alone  inhale 
the  torments  of  Hell  out  of  the  joys  of  Heaven? — ^That  all  should  be  so 
happy^  all  so  married  together  by  the  spirit  of  peace ! — ^The  whole  world 
one  funily^  its  Father  above— that  Father  not  mtiM ! — I  alone  the  castaway^ 
— I  alone  struck  out  from  the  company  of  the  just ; — ^for  me  no  child  to 
lisp  my  name^ — never  for  me  the  languishing  look  of  one  whom  I  lov^ 
— never^  never^  the  embracing  of  a  bosom-friend  [dashing  wildly  hack\, 
£ncircled  with  murderers^ — serpents  hissing  round  me^ — rushing  down 
to  the  gulf  of  perdition  on  the  eddying  torrent  of  wickedness^ — amid  the 
flowers  of  the  glad  worlds  a  howling  Abaddon  ! 

SoHWARz  \to  the  re9(\.  How  U  this !    I  never  saw  him  so. 

Moor  \mth  piercing  ewrrwil,  O  that  I  might  return  into  my  mother's 
womb^ — that  I  might  be  bom  a  beggar ! — No !  I  durst  not  pray,  O 
Heaven^  to  be  as  one  of  these  day-labourers — O,  I  would  toil  till  the  blood 
ran  down  my  temples  to  buy  myself  the  pleasure  of  one  noontide  sleep^-^ 
the  blessedness  of  a  single  tear ! 

Grimm  \to  the  rest].  Patience,  a  moment.    The  fit  is  passing. 

Moor.  There  was  a  time,  too,  when  I  could  weep— O  ye  days  of  peaoe^ 
thou  castle  of  my  father,  ye  green  lovely  valleys !  O  all  ye  Elyaian 
scenes  of  my  childhood  !  will  ye  never  come  again,  never  with  your  balmy 
sighing  cool  my  burning  bosom  ?  Mourn  with  me.  Nature  !  They  will 
never  come  again,  never  cool  my  burning  bosom  with  their  balmy  sighing. 
They  are  gone !  gone  !  and  will  not  return ! 

Or  take  that  still  wilder  monologue  of  Moor^s  on  the  old 
subject  of  suicide ;  in  the  midnight  Forest,  among  the  sleeping 
Robbers : 

He  lays  aside  the  lute,  and  waOts  up  and  down  in  deep  thought. 

Who  shall  warrant  me  ? ^Tis  all  so  dark, — perplexed  lab3rrinths, — ^no 

outlet^  no  loadstar — Were  it  but  woer  with  this  last  draught  of  breath — 
(her  like  a  sorry  farce. — But  whence  this  fierce  Hunger  after  Happiness} 
whence  this  ideal  of  a  neocT'Teached  perfection  ?  this  conttMioHon  of  un- 
completed plans? — if  the  pitiful  pressure  of  thk  pitiful  thing  \holding 
out  a  Pistol]  makes  the  wise  man  equal  with  the  fool,  the  cowurd  with 
the  brave,  the  noble-minded  with  the  caitiff?— There  is  so  divine  a 
harmony  in  all  irrational  Nature,  why  should  there  be  this  dissonance  in 
rational  ? — No  !  no !  there  is  somewhat  beyond,  for  I  have  yet  never 
known  happiness. 
Think  ye,  I  will  tremble  ?  spirits  of  my  murdered  ones !    I  will  not 


\Qa9ing  on  the  Pitlof]  Time  and  ErBRNirv— linked  togr 
moment ! — Dread  key,  that  nhuttest  behind  me  the  pri: 
before  m«  openest  the  dwelling-  of  eternal  Ni^^lit— say — < 
— wAt(A«r  wilt  thou  lead  me?  Foreign,  never  circumna 
See,  manhood  waxes  iaint  under  thit  image ;  the  effort  o 
up,  and  Fancy,  the  capricious  ape  of  Sense,  jugglea  ou 
strange  ghsduw*. — No  i  no  !  It  becomes  not  a  man  to  i 
thou  wilt,  nameleu  Yonder — iO  this  Me  keep  but  true, 
wilt,  so  I  take  niymj/"  along  with  me  —  ! — Outward  thi 
colouring  of  the  man — I  am  my  Heaven  and  my  Hell. 

What  if  Thou  shouMst  send  me  eompanianteta  to 
blasted  cirule  of  the  Universe  ;  which  Thou  hast  bai 
si^lit ;  where  the  lone  darkness  and  the  motionless 
prospects — forever? — I  would  people  tlie  silent  wildeni' 
tasies ;  I  should  have  Eternity  for  leisure  to  unrsTi 
image  of  the  boundless  woe. — Or  wilt  Thou  load  me  tbi 
births;  still  other  scenes  of  pain,  from  stage  to  titj 
AnnihUation?  The  life-threads  that  are  to  be  woven 
cannot  t  tear  them  asunder,  as  I  do  these? — Thou 
Nothing; — but  thii  freedom  canst  Thou  not  take  from 
the  PuM.  Suddenly  he  etope.l  And  shall  I  for  terro 
life — die?— Shall  I  give  wretdiedness  the  victory  over 
endure  it  [he  Ihrowe  the  Pintol  aua^].  Let  misery  blu 
pride  !    I  will  go  througli  with  it.' 

And  now  with  these  ferocities,  and  Sibylline 
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It  is  the  sixth  Scene  of  the  third  Act;  in  the  heat  of 
a  Battle : 

The  scene  ehangee  to  an  open  Space  encircled  with  Treee,    During  the 
music  Soldiers  are  seen  hastily  retreating  across  the  Background 

Talbotj  leaning  on  Fastolf,  and  accompanied  by  Soldiere 

Soon  after,  Lionel 

TALBOT 

Here^  set  me  down  beneath  this  tree^  and  yon 
Betake  yourselves  again  to  battle :  quiek  ! 
I  need  no  help  to  die. 

FASTOLP 

O  day  of  woe !  [Lionel  enters. 

Look  what  a  sight  awaits  you^  Lionel ! 
Our  leader  wounded^  dying ! 

UONEL 

God  forbid  ] 
O  noble  Talbot,  this  is  not  a  time  to  die : 
Yield  not  to  Death ;  force  fidtering  Nature 
By  your  strength  of  soul,  that  life  depart  not  I 

TALBOT 

In  vain  !  the  day  of  Destiny  is  come 
That  levels  with  the  dust  our  power  in  France. 
In  vain^  in  the  fierce  clash  of  desp'rate  battle. 
Have  I  risk'd  my  utmost  to  withstand  it : 
The  bolt  has  smote  and  cmsh'd  me,  and  I  lie 
To  rise  no  more  fbrevwr.    Rheims  is  lost ; 
Make  haste  to  rescue  Pteis. 

UONBL 

Paris  is  the  Dauphin's : 
A  post  arrived  even  now  with  th'  evil  news 
It  had  surrender'd. 

TALBOT  [tears  away  his  bandages} 

Then  flow  out,  ye  life-etreams ; 
This  sun  is  growing  loathsome  to  me. 

UONBL 

Fastolf, 
Convey  him  to  the  rear :  this  post  can  hold 
Few  instants  more ;  yon  coward  knaves  fidl  back. 
Resistless  comes  the  Witch,  and  havoc  round  her. 


It  tied  to  tD  lau  o  ui  miu  uuiso,  'j-x^,^,,^^.^^, 
Thou  muBt  plunge,  ejres  open,  vaiul;  alirieking. 
Sheer  dowD  with  that  drunk  Beast  to  the  Abyss? 
Cursed  who  sets  his  life  upon  the  great 
And  dignified  ;  and  with  forecasting  spirit 
l^jt  out  wise  pUns  !    The  Fool-King's  is  this  Wi 


O  i  Death  is  near  )    Think  of  your  God,  and  pnj 


Were  we,  as  brave  men,  worsted  by  the  brave, 
'T  had  been  bat  Fortune's  common  fiekleneaa : 
But  that  a  paltry  Farce  should  tread  us  down  I — 
Did  toil  and  peri),  all  out  earnest  life. 
Deserve  no  graver  issue  ? 

LIONEL  [gratpt  hit  hantQ 

Talbot,  fuewell  I 
Thft  meed  of  bitter  tears  I  'II  duly  pay  you, 
When  the  fight  is  done,  should  I  outlive  It 
But  now  Fate  calls  me  to  the  field,  where  yet 
She  wsv'rtng  sits,  and  shakes  her  doubtful  urD. 
Farewell !  we  meet  beyond  the  unseen  shore. 
Brief  parting  for  long  friendship  I    God  be  w  ith 


SCHILLER  S09 

SOBNB  VII 

Enter  Charles^  BuroundTj  Dunoib^  Du  ChatbLj  and  Soldiers 

BUBOUNDT 

The  trench  is  stormed. 

DUN0I8 

Bravo !    The  fight  is  ours. 

flHABLiw  [observing  Taibot\ 

Ha  !  who  is  this  that  to  the  light  of  day 
Is  hidding  his  constrained  and  sad  farewell  ? 
His  hearing  speaks  no  common  man :  go,  haste. 
Assist  him,  if  assistance  yet  avail 

[Soldiers/rom  the  Dauphin's  suite  step  forward. 

FASTOLF 

Back  !  Keep  away  !    Approach  not  the  Departing, 
Him  whom  in  life  ye  never  wished  too  near. 

BUROUKBT      . 

What  do  I  see?    Great  Talbot  in  his  blood  1 

[He  goes  towards  him.    TalM  gaxetfimMg  a#  hkmy  and  dies, 

FASTOLF 

Off,  Burgundy  !    With  th'  aspect  of  a  Traitor 
Disturb  not  the  last  moment  of  a  Hero. 

The  *  Power- words  and  Thunder- words/  as  the  Germans 
call  them,  so  frequent  in  the  Robbers^  are  altogether  wanting 
here ;  that  volcanic  fury  has  assuaged  itself;  instead  of  smoke 
and  red  lava,  we  have  sunshine  and  a  verdant  world.  For  still 
more  striking  examples  of  this  benignant  change,  we  might 
refer  to  many  scenes  (too  long  for  our  present  purposes)  in 
WaHensteifiy  and  indeed  in  all  the  Dramas  which  followed  this, 
and  most  of  all  in  WUhehn  Tell,  which  is  the  latest  of  them. 
The  careful,  and  in  general  truly  poetic  structure  of  these 
works,  considered  as  complete  Poems,  would  exhibit  it  infinitely 
better ;  but  for  this  object,  larger  limits  than  oiu^  at  present, 
and  studious  Readers  as  well  as  a  Reviewer,  were  essential. 

^  Thus,  to  take  one  often*cited  instance,  Moor's  simple  question,  '  Whether 
there  is  any  powder  left  ?'  receives  this  emphatic  answer ;  '  Powder  enoni;h  to 
blow  the  Earth  into  the  Moon  l* 
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burg,  the  Dragon-Jight,  the  Dhrr,  are  nil  well 
CraiifH  of  Iby<M3  has  in  it,  untler  this  simple  forii 
Old-Grecian,  an  emphasis,  a  prophetic  gloom  v 
seem  borrowed  even  from  the  spirit  of  ^Eschyh 
these,  or  any  farther  oo  the  other  poetical  works 
ive  must  not  dilate  at  present.  One  little  piec 
by  us  translated,  we  may  give,  as  a  specimen  of 
this  IvTical  province,  and  therewith  terminate  thii 
subject.  It  is  entitled  Alpenlied  (Song  of  the  Alpi 
to  require  no  commentary.  Perhaps  something 
melodious,  yet  still  somewhat  metallic  tone  of  the 
penetrate  even  through  our  vei-sion. 

SONO  OF  TUB  Au* 
By  the  edf^e  of  the  chasm  is  &  slipperf  TVack, 
The  torrent  bcaeftth,  tuid  the  mist  hanging  o'er  t 
The  cliffs  of  the  mountain,  huge,  rugged  and  bl» 
Are  frovning  like  giants  before  thee  : 
And,  wouldtt  thou  not  waken  the  sleeping  L«wil 
Walk  silent  and  soft  through  the  deadly  ravinOk 

That  Bridge,  with  its  dizzying  prrilous  span. 
Aloft  o'er  the  gulfaiid  its  flood  Buspended, 
Think'st  thou  it  was  built  by  the  art  of  man, 
" '  1  udi  WH  bended  ? 
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Four  Rivers  rush  down  from  on  high. 

Their  spring  will  be  hidden  forever ; 

Their  course  is  to  all  the  four  points  of  the  sky, 

To  each  point  of  the  sky  is  a  river ; 

And  fast  as  they  start  from  their  old  Mother's  feetj 

They  dash  forth^  and  no  more  will  they  meet. 

Two  Pinnacles  rise  to  the  depths  of  the  Blue : 
Aloft  on  their  white  summits  gkncing, 
Bedeck'd  in  their  garments  of  golden  dew. 
The  Clouds  of  the  sky  are  dancing ; 
Their  threading  alone  their  lightsome  maze. 
Uplifted  apart  from  all  mortals'  gaze. 

And  high  on  her  ever-enduring  throne 

The  Queen  of  the  mountains  reposes  ; 

Her  head  serene,  and  azure,  and  lone, 

A  diamond  crown  encloses ; 

The  Sun  with  his  darts  shoots  round  it  keen  and  hot. 

He  gilds  it  always,  he  warms  it  not 

Of  Schiller^s  Philosophic  talent,  still  more  of  the  results  he 
had  arrived  at  in  philosophy,  there  were  much  to  be  said  and 
thought;  which  we  must  not  enter  upon  here.  As  hinted 
above,  his  primary  endowment  seems  to  us  fiilly  as  much 
philosophical  as  poetical :  his  intellect,  at  all  events,  is  pecu- 
liarly of  that  character ;  strong,  penetrating,  yet  systematic 
and  scholastic,  rather  than  intuitive;  and  manifesting  this 
tendency  both  in  the  objects  it  treats,  and  in  its  mode  of 
treating  them.  The  Transcendental  Philosophy,  which  arose 
in  Schiller^s  busiest  era,  could  not  remain  without  influence 
on  him  :  he  had  carefully  studied  Kant^s  System,  and  appears 
to  have  not  only  admitted  but  zealously  appropriated  its 
fundamental  doctrines;  remoulding  them,  however,  into  his 
own  peculiar  forms,  so  that  they  seem  no  longer  borrowed, 
but  permanently  acquired,  not  less  Schiller^s  than  Kant^s. 
Some,  perhaps  little  aware  of  his  natural  wants  and  tendencies, 
are  of  opinion  that  these  speculations  did  not  profit  him : 
Schiller  himself,  on  the  other  hand,  appears  to  have  been  well 
contented  with  his  Philosophy ;  in  which,  as  harmonised  with 


little  it  can  endure  to  have  truth  tampered  with.  Sucl 
will  not  be  discussed  with  a  mere  shake  of  the  head.  In  t 
accessible  field  of  Iiinuiry  it  buildi  up  its  system  ;  seeks  a 
no  reservation  ;  but  even  as  it  treats  ita  neighbours,  so  i1 
treated ;  and  may  be  forgiven  for  lightly  esteeming  everytl 
Nor  am  I  terrified  to  think  that  the  Law  of  Change,  from  « 
and  no  divine  work  finds  grace,  will  operate  od  this  Ph 
every  other,  and  one  day  its  Form  will  be  destroyed  :  but 
will  not  have  this  destiny  to  fear ;  for  ever  unce  mankii 
nnd  auy  Iteasoii  among  mankind^  these  same  first  princi 
admitted,  and  on  the  whole  acted  upon.' ' 

Schiller's  philosophical  performances  relate  cbie 
of  Aft ;  not,  indeed,  without  significant  glance*  ii 
important  regions  of  speculation :  nay.  Art,  as  1 
baa  ita  basis  on  the  most  important  interests  of 
itself  involves  the  barmontous  adjustment  of  thee 
already  undertaken  to  present  our  readers,  on  e 
sion,  with  some  abstract  of  the  ^gthetk  Letter. 
deepest,  most  compact  pieces  of  reasoning  we  i 
acquainted  with  :  by  that  opportunity,  the  gen< 
of  Schiller,  as  a  Philosopher,  will  best  fall  to 
Meanwhile,  the  two  following  brief  passives,  as 
tion  of  bis  views  on  the  highest  of  all  philosopbi 
u  ■      >   •  -.1      .  intary,      "'    's 
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mean^  precisely  because  they  are  bungled  representalions  of  that  same 
Highest  If  you  study  the  specific  character  of  Christianity^  what  dis- 
tinguishes it  f^om  all  monotheistic  Religions^  it  lies  in  nothing  else  than 
in  that  making-dead  qfthe  Law,  the  removal  of  that  Kantean  Imperative, 
instead  of  which  Christianity  requires  a  free  Inclination.  It  is  thus,  in 
its  pure  form^  a  representing  of  Moral  Beauty,  or  the  Incarnation  of  the 
Holy;  and  in  this  sense,  the  only  tntheHc  Religion  :  hence,  too,  I  explain 
to  myself  why  it  so  prospers  with  female  natures,  and  only  in  women  is 
now  to  be  met  with  under  a  tolerable  figure.'  ^ 

*  But  in  seriousness,'  he  says  elsewhere,  *  whence  may  it  proceed  that 
you  have  had  a  man  educated,  and  in  all  points  equipt,  without  ever 
coming  upon  certain  wants  which  only  Philosophy  can  meet  ?  I  am  con- 
vinced it  is  entirely  attributable  to  the  atthetie  directum  you  have  taken, 
through  the  whole  Romance.  Within  the  esthetic  temper  there  arises 
no  want  of  those  grounds  of  comfort,  which  are  to  be  drawn  from  specu- 
lation :  such  a  temper  has  self-subsistence,  has  infinitude,  within  itself; 
only  when  the  Sensual  and  the  Moral  in  man  strive  hostilely  together, 
need  help  be  sought  of  pure  Reason.  A  healthy  poetic  nature  wants, 
as  you  yourself  say,  no  Moral  Law,  no  Rights  of  Man,  no  Political 
Metaphysics.  You  might  have  added  as  well,  it  wants  no  Deity,  no 
Immortality,  to  stay  and  uphold  itself  withaL  Those  three  points 
round  which,  in  the  long-run,  all  speculation  turns,  may  in  truth  afford 
such  a  nature  matter  for  poetic  play,  but  can  never  become  serious  con- 
cerns and  necessities  for  it.' ' 

This  last  seems  a  singular  opinion ;  and  may  prove,  if  it  be 
correct,  that  Schiller  himself  was  no  ^  healthy  poetic  nature  ^ ; 
for  undoubtedly  with  him  those  three  points  were  ^serious 
concerns  and  necessities  ** ;  as  many  portions  of  his  works,  and 
various  entire  treatises,  will  testify.  Nevertheless,  it  plays  an 
important  part  in  his  theories  of  Poetry;  and  often,  under 
milder  forms,  returns  on  us  there. 

But,  without  entering  farther  on  those  complex  topics,  we 
must  here  for  the  present  take  leave  of  Schiller.  Of  his  merits 
we  have  all  along  spoken  rather  on  the  negative  side ;  and  we 
rejoice  in  feeling  authorised  to  do  so.  Tliat  any  Grerman 
writer,  especially  one  so  dear  to  us,  should  already  stand  so 
high  with  British  readers  that,  in  admiring  him,  the  critic 
may  also,  without  prejudice  to  right  feeling  on  the  subject, 

^  C^rnsporuUmit  i.  195.  '  lb.  ii.  131. 


nooted  :  Whether  Schiller  or  Goethe  is  the  gret 
)(  this  question  we  must  be  allowed  to  say  tha 
■:itlier  a  slender  one,  and  for  two  reasons.  Firs 
■^chiller  and  Goethe  are  of  totally  dissimilar  endow 
_'iideavours,  in  regard  to  all  matters  intellectual,  a 
ivell  be  compared  together  as  Poets.  Secondly,  bee 
rjueation  mean  to  ask,  which  Poet  is  on  the  whoI» 
»nd  more  excellent,  as  probably  it  does,  it  must  be 
w  long  ago  abundantly  answered.  To  the  clear-si 
nodest  Schiller,  above  all,  such  a  question  would  hav 
surprising.  No  one  knew  better  than  himself,  that 
.vas  a  born  Poet,  so  he  was  in  great  part  a  made  ] 
is  the  one  spirit  was  intuitive,  all-embracing,  ins 
uelody,  so  the  other  was  scholastic,  divisive,  oni 
»iid  as  it  were  artificially  melodious.  Besides,  ( 
ived  to  perfect  his  natural  gift,  which  the  less  hap 
.^-a3  not  permitted  to  do.  The  former  accordin 
lational  Poet :  the  latter  is  not,  and  never  could 
We  once  heard  a  German  remark  that  readers 
:wenty-fifth  year  usually  prefer  Schiller ;  after  th' 
ifth  year,  Goethe.  ITiis  probably  was  no  unfair 
if  the  question.  Schiller  can  seem  higher  than  C 
jecai        le  is  narrower.     Thus  to  nnprftctise<l  eyes. 
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However,  let  us  not  divide  these  two  Friends,  who  in  life 
were  so  benignantly  united.  Without  asserting  for  Schiller 
any  claim  that  even  enemies  can  dispute,  enough  will  remain 
for  him.  We  may  say  that,  as  a  Poet  and  Thinker,  he 
attained  to  a  perennial  Truth,  and  ranks  among  the  noblest 
productions  of  his  century  and  nation.  Goethe  may  continue 
the  German  Poet,  but  neither  through  long  generations  can 
Schiller  be  forgotten.  *  His  works  too,  the  memory  of  what 
he  did  and  was,  will  arise  afar  off  like  a  towering  landmark 
in  the  solitude  of  the  Past,  when  distance  shall  have  dwarfed 
into  invisibility  many  lesser  people  thai  once  encompassed 
him,  and  hid  him  from  the  near  beholder.* 


THE  NIBELUNGEN   LII 

[1831] 

In  the  year  1757,  the  Swiss  Professor  Bodiue 
ancieat  poetical  maDuscript,  under  the  title  of 
Htw/ie  uitd  die  Klage  (Chrieuihitde'a  Hevenge,  and 
which  may  be  considered  as  the  first  of  a  series 
publications  and  speculations  still  raiting  on,  % 
tun-ent,  to  the  present  day.  Not,  indeed,  that  i 
their  source  or  determining  cause  in  so  insignific 
stance ;  their  source,  or  rather  thousand  sourcea 
where.  As  has  often  been  remarked,  a  certait 
tendency  in  literature,  a  fonder,  more  earnest 
into  the  Past,  began  about  that  time  to  manifest 
nations  (witness  our  own  Percy't  Reliquet) :  thi 
the  firet  distinct  symptoms  of  it  in  Germany;  n 
ourselves,  its  manifold  effects  are  still  visible  enoi 
Some  fifteen  years  after  Bodnier's  publication 
the  rest,  is  not  celebrated  as  an  editorial  feat 
Miiller  undertook  a  Collection  of  Gennan  Poe 
Twelfth,  ThirteetUh  and  Fourteenth  Centuries  ;  v\ 
other  articles,  he  repniited  Bodmer's  ChfiemhUd 
witli  a  highly  remarkable  addition  prefixed   to 
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appendage;  at  best,  related  only  as  epilogue  to  the  main 
work  :  meanwhile  out  of  this  Nibelungen^  such  as  it  was,  there 
soon  proceeded  new  inquiries  and  kindred  enterprises.  For 
much  as  the  Poem,  in  the  shape  it  here  bore,  was  defaced 
and  marred,  it  failed  not  to  attract  observation  :  to  all  open- 
minded  lovers  of  poetry,  especially  where  a  strong  patriotic 
feeling  existed,  the  singular  antique  Nibehmgen  was  an  interest- 
ing appearance.  Johannes  Miiller,  in  his  famous  Swiss  History^ 
spoke  of  it  in  warm  terms :  subsequently,  August  Wilhdm 
Schlegel,  through  the  medium  of  the  Deutsche  Museum,  sue* 
ceeded  in  awakening  something  like  a  universal  popular  feel- 
ing on  the  subject;  and,  as  a  natural  consequence,  a  whole 
host  of  Editors  and  Critics,  of  deep  and  of  shallow  endeavour, 
whose  labours  we  yet  see  in  progress.  The  Nibehmgen  has 
now  been  investigatedi  translated,  collated,  commented  upon, 
with  more  or  less  result,  to  almost  boundless  lengths:  besides 
the  Work  named  at  the  head  of  this  Paper,  and  which  stands 
there  simply  as  one  of  the  latest,  we  have  Visions  into:  the 
modem  tongue  by  Von  der  Hagen,  by  Hinsberg,  Lachmann, 
Busching,  2eune,  the  last  in  Prose,  and  said  to  be  worthless ; 
Criticisms,  Introductions,  Keys,  and  so  forth,  by  innumerable 
others,  of  whom  we  mention  only  Docen  and  the  Brothers 
Grimm. 

By  which  means,  not  only  has  the  Poem  itself  been  eluci- 
dated with  all  manner  of  researches,  but  its  whole  environment 
has  come  forth  in  new  light:  the  scene  and  personages  it 
relates  to,  the  other  fictions  and  traditions  connected  with  ii^ 
have  attained  a  new  importance  and  coherence.  Manuscripts, 
that  for  ages  had  lain  dormant,  have  issued  fix>m  their  archives 
into  public  view ;  books  that  had  circulated  only  in  mean  guise 
for  the  amusement  of  the  people,  have  become  important,  not 
to  one  or  two  virtuosos,  but  to  the  general  body  of  the  learned  : 
and  now  a  whole  System  of  antique  Teutonic  Fiction  and 
Mythology  unfolds  itself,  shedding  here  and  there  a  real  though 
feeble  and  uncertain  glimmer  over  what  was  once  the  total 
darkness  of  the  old  Time.     No  fewer  than  Fourteen  ancient 


audi  a  pnenomenon,  unexpected  tin  ot  late, 
interest  a  deep-thinking,  enthusiastic  people.  F 
luTigen  es]>ecially,  which  lies  as  the  centre  and  disti 
of  the  whole  too  chaotic  System,— let  us  say  ra 
as  a  firm  sunny  island  in  the  middle  of  these  cl 
ever-shifting  sand-whirlpouly, — they  cannot  suffic: 
their  love  and  veneration.  Learned  professon  le 
Nilxltutgen  in  public  schools,  with  a  praisewor 
initiate  the  German  youth  in  love  of  their  fathe 
many  zealous  and  nowise  ignorant  critics  we  hei 
'  great  Northern  Epos,'  of  a  '  German  Iliad ' : 
saturnine  are  shamed  into  silence,  or  hollow  moi 
thus  from  all  quarters  comes  a  sound  of  joyful  i 
the  Nibelungen  is  welcomed  as  a  preciou!^  natiom 
recovered  after  six  centuries  of  neglect,  and  takef 
place  among  the  sacred  books  of  German  literatui 

Of  these  curious  transa<'tions  some  rumour  hi 
to  reach  us  in  England,  where  our  minds,  fraa 
antiquarian  disposition,  were  willing  enough  tc 
Abstracts  and  extracts  of  the  Nibelimgtni  have  1 
in  oui'  language ;  there  have  been  disquisitions  * 
Reviews :  hitherto,  however,  such  as  nowise  to 
subject.  On  the  contrary,  where  so  much  was  t' 
once,  the  soenker  micht  be  somewhat  uuzxied  whe 
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altogether  inexplicable  and  even  dreary  aspect ;  and  the  class 
of  *  well-informed  persons  ^  now  find  themselves  in  that  un- 
comfortable position,  where  they  are  obliged  to  profess 
admiration,  and  at  the  same  time  feel  that,  except  by  name, 
they  know  not  what  the  thing  admired  is.  Such  a  position 
towards  the  venerable  Nibelungerij  which  is  no  less  bright  and 
graceful  than  historically  significant,  cannot  be  the  right  one. 
Moreover,  as  appears  to  us,  it  might  be  somewhat  mended  by 
very  simple  means.  Let  any  one  that  had  honestly  read  tivs 
NibelunffeUf  which  in  these  days  is  no  surprising  achievement, 
only  tell  us  what  he  found  there,  and  nothing  that  he  did  not 
find :  we  should  then  know  something,  and,  what  were  still 
better,  be  ready  for  knowing  more.  To  search  out  the  secret 
roots  of  such  a  production,  ramified  through  successive  layers 
of  centuries,  and  drawing  nourishment  from  each,  may  be 
work,  and  too  hard  work,  for  the  deepest  philosopher  and 
critic ;  but  to  look  with  natural  eyes  on  what  part  of  it 
stands  visibly  above  ground,  and  record  his  own  experiences 
thereof,  is  what  any  reasonable  mortal,  if  he  will  take  heed, 
can  do. 

Some  such  slight  service  we  here  intend  proffering  to  our 
readers:  let  them  glance  with  us  a  little  into  that  mighty 
maze  of  Northern  Archaeology ;  where,  it  may  be,  some  pleasant 
prospects  will  open.  If  the  Ntbehmgen  is  what  we  have 
called  it,  a  firm  sunny  island  amid  Uie  weltering  chaos  of 
antique  tradition,  it  must  be  worth  visiting  on  general 
grounds;  nay,  if  the  primeval  rudiments  of  it  have  the 
antiquity  assigned  them,  it  belongs  specially  to  us  English 
Teutones  as  well  as  to  the  German. 

Far  be  it  from  us,  meanwhile,  to  venture  rashly,  or  farther 
than  is  needful,  into  that  same  traditionary  chaos,  fondly 
named  the  *  Cycle  of  Northern  Fiction,^  with  its  Fourteen 
Sectors  (or  separate  Poems),  which  are  rather  Fourteen  shore- 
less Limbos,  where  we  hear  of  pieces  containing  *  a  hundred 
thousand  verses,^  and  *  seventy  thousand  verses,*"  as  of  a  quite 
natural  affair  !     How  travel  through  that  inane  country ;  by 


ages,  new  scenery,  to  please  a  new  uuuiencc  ^ 
privil^e  of  inventing,  and  the  far  wider  privilt 
ing  and  new- model  ling  from  all  that  have 
'llius  though  IVadition  may  have  but  one  rool 
n  Banian,  into  a  whole  overarching  labvrinth 
ratlier  might  we  say,  it  is  a  Hall  of  Mirrors, 
tight  each  mirror  reflects,  convexly  or  cones 
some  real  Object,  but  the  Shadows  of  this  in 
which  again  do  the  like  for  it :  till  in  such 
re-reflection  the  whole  immensity  is  filled  wil 
dimmer  shapes;  and  no  firm  scene  lies  roi 
dislocated,  distorted  chaos,  fading  away  on  all 
distance,  into  utter  night.  Only  to  some  1 
Hagen,  furnished  with  indefatigable  ardour, 
almost  religious  love,  is  it  given  to  find  sure 
and  see  his  way.  All  tliose  Dukex  of  Aqiul 
and  EtzeVs  Court-holdinffs,  and  DUtrkhs  an 
shall  leave  standing  where  they  are.  Such  a 
information  will  find  an  intelligible  account 
Series  or  Cycle,  in  Messrs.  Weber  and  Jamieso 
cf  Northern  Jntiguities ;  and  all  possible  furl 
numerous  German  works  above  alluded  to ;  an 
Her  Hfumn's  writiners.  though  not  the  readies 
IB         ides.  It.  3ur  bu 
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must  now  address  ourselves  to  traverse  with  all  despatch.  At 
the  present  stage  of  the  business  too,  we  shall  forbear  any 
historical  inquiry  and  argument  concerning  the  date  and  local 
habitation  of  those  Traditions ;  reserving  what  little  is  to  be 
said  on  that  matter  till  the  Traditions  themselves  have  become 
better  known  to  us.  Let  the  reader,  on  trust  for  the  present, 
transport  himself  into  the  twelfth  or  thirteenth  century ;  and 
therefrom  looking  back  into  the  sixth  or  fifth,  see  what 
presents  itself. 

Of  the  Heldenbuchy  tried  on  its  own  merits,  and  except  as 
illustrating  that  other  far  worthier  Poem,  or  at  most  as  an 
old  national,  and  still  in  some  measure  popular  book,  we 
should  have  felt  strongly  inclined  to  say,  as  the  Curate  in 
Don  Quixote  so  often  did,  Al  corral  con  ettoj  Out  of  window 
with  it !  Doubtless  there  are  touches  of  beauty  in  the  work, 
and  even  a  sort  of  heartiness  and  antique  quaintneas  in  its 
wildest  follies ;  but  on  the  whole  that  Greorge-and-Dragoti 
species  of  composition  has  long  ceased  to  find  fieivour  with 
any  one ;  and  except  for  its  groundwork,  more  or  IIbss  dis- 
cernible, of  old  Northern  Fiction,  this  Hddenbuch  has  little 
to  distinguish  it  from  these.  Nevertheless,  what  is  worth 
remark,  it  seems  to  have  been  a  far  higher  fieivourite  than  the 
Nibelungen  with  ancient  readers :  it  was  printed  sodh  after 
the  invention  of  printing;  some  think  in  1472,  for  there  is 
no  place  or  date  on  the  first  edition;  at  all  events,  in  1491, 
in  1509,  and  repeatedly  since;  whereas  the  Ntbdiungemy 
though  written  earlier,  and  in  worth  immeasurably  sujperior, 
had  to  remain  in  manuscript  three  centuries  longer.  From 
which,  for  the  thousandth  time,  inferences  might  be  drawn 
as  to  the  infallibility  of  popular  taste,  and  its  value  as  a 
criterion  for  poetry.  However,  it  is  probably  in  virtue  of 
this  neglect,  that  the  Ntbehmgen  boasts  of  its  actual  purity ; 
that  it  now  comes  before  us,  clear  and  graceful  as  it  issued 
from  the  old  Singer^s  head  and  heart;  not  overloaded  with 
Ass-eared  Giants,  Fiery  Dragons,  Dwarfs  and  Haity  Wonletiy 


the  titteenui  ceniury ;  uui  jmi;  um^i  .l^.....^. 
purifying  it,  to  have  only  drugged  it  with 
ingredients  to  suit  the  sick  appetite  of  the  time. 

Of  this  drugged  and  adulterated  Hero-hook  ( 
we  yet  have,  though  there  is  talk  of  a  better)  wi 
the  long  Title-page  of  Lessiiigs  Copy,  the  editi 
from  which,  with  a  few  intercalated  obsen'ations 
curiosity  may  probably  obtain  what  little  s. 
wants: 

Daa  Heltknbuchi  wekht  attg'a  new  corrigirt 
iaty  mit  ahonen  Fiffuren  gexieri.  Gedriickt  zu  t 
Mayn,  durch  Weygmid  Han  und  Sygmwid  /V 
That  is  to  say  : 

'  The  Hero-book,  which  is  of  new  corrected  i 
adorned  with  beautiful  Figures.  I*iinted  at 
the  Mayn,  through  Weygand  Han  and  Sygmuni 

'Pari  First  saith  of  Kaiser  Ottiiit  and  tl 
Elberich,  how  they  with  great  [jeiil,  over  sea, 
dom,  won  from  a  king  his  daughter  (and  how 
marriage  took  her  to  wife).' 

From  which  announcement  the  reader  alreat 
cx>ntents :  how  this  little  King  Elbericli  was  a  '. 
some  balf'Soan  long,  yet  full  of  cunning  prac 
most  li      [ul  activitv ;   nay,  stranger  still,  hat 
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battlements ;  and  at  length,  chiefly  by  Dwarf  Elberich^s  help, 
carried  her  off  in  triumph ;  wedded  her  in  Messina ;  and 
without  difficulty,  rooting  out  the  Mahometan  prejudice, 
converted  her  to  the  creed  of  Mother  Church.  The  fair 
runaway  seems  to  have  been  of  a  gentle  tractable  disposition, 
very  different  from  old  Machabol ;  concerning  whom  it  is 
here  chiefly  to  be  noted  that  Dwarf  Elberich,  rendering 
himself  invisible  on  their  first  interview,  plucks  out  a  handful 
of  hair  from  his  chin ;  thereby  increasing  to  a  tenfold  pitch 
the  royal  choler ;  and,  what  is  still  more  remarkable,  furnish- 
ing the  poet  Wieland,  six  centuries  afterwards,  with  the 
critical  incident  in  his  Oberon.  As  for  the  young  lady 
herself,  we  cannot  but  admit  that  she  was  well  worth  sailing 
to  Heathendom  for ;  and  shall  here,  as  our  sole  specimen  of 
that  old  Grerman  doggerel,  give  the  description  of  her,  as 
she  first  appeared  on  the  battlements  during  the  fight ;  sub- 
joining a  version  as  verbed  and  literal  as  the  plainest  prose 
can  make  it.  Considered  as  a  detached  passage,  it  is  perhaps 
the  finest  we  have  met  with  in  the  Heldeiibuch 

Ihr  herz  brann  oifo  §eh»ne, 
Becht  aU  ein  r<4  rubein, 
Oleich  detn  fx>llen  mone 
Oaben  ihr  augkin  sehein. 
8ich  heU  die  magetrnm 
MU  rown  wohl  bekleid 
Und  auch  mil  berlin  kleine  ; 
Niemand  da  trM  die  meHd. 

Her  heart  burnt  (with  anadety)  as  beautiful 

Just  as  a  red  ruby. 

Like  the  full  moon 

Her  eyes  (eyelings,  pretty  eyes)  gave  sheen* 

Herself  had  the  midden  pure 

Well  adorned  with  roses. 

And  also  with  pearls  small : 

No  one  there  comforted  the  maid* 

Sie  war  echSn  an  dem  leibe, 
Und  zu  den  eeiten  eehmal ; 


Bbe  was  tkir  of  body. 
And  in  the  nsist  slender  ; 
Rif^ht  ax  a  (golden)  candlestick 
Well-fashioned  everywhere  : 
Her  two  bands  proper, 
So  tliat  she  wanted  nought : 
Her  Httlo  nails  fair  and  pure. 
That  you  could  see  yourself  there 

Ihr  har  war  tehSn  urrtti/anjfBti 
Mil  edler  leiden/ein  ; 
Da*  lien  tie  ititder  hangen, 
Da*  hO&tehe  magtdUin. 
Si«  Iriig  ein  knn  mil  lUineitf 
Sit  tear  von  gold  no  rol ; 
Elberich  Hem  vie!  kleinen 
War  XII  dfT  mojfle  rutl. 

Her  hair  was  beantiAiUy  girt 

With  noble  silk  (band)  tine ; 

She  let  It  flow  down, 

The  lovely  maldling. 

She  wore  »  crown  with  je«el% 

It  was  of  gold  u>  red  ; 

For  Blberich  the  very  small 

The  maid  had  need  (to  console  he 

Da  vomen  in  lien  kronen 
Lag  (>■    '      ■"  nhe!  ' 
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Which  in  the  palace  fair 
Even  as  a  taper  seemed ; 
On  her  head  the  hair 
Was  glossy  and  also  fine. 
It  shone  as  bright 
Even  as  the  son's  sheen. 

Die  magi  die  etand  alieine, 
Oar  trawrig  warjr  mtU  ; 
Ihrfarb  und  die  war  reine, 
Liebiiehwie  nUleh  und  bhU ; 
Her  durchjr  zOpffe  reinen 
Sehienjr  hale  ale  der  eehnee: 
Eiberieh  dem  viei  kleinen 
That  der  maget  jammer  weh. 

The  maid  she  stood  alone. 

Right  sad  was  her  mind ; 

Her  colour  it  was  pore. 

Lovely  as  milk  and  blood  : 

Oat  through  her  pure  locks 

Shone  her  neck  like  the  snow. 

Eiberieh  the  very  small 

Was  touched  with  the  maiden's  sorrow. 

Happy  man  was  Kaiser  Ottnit,  blessed  with  such  a  wife, 
after  all  his  travail ; — ^had  not  the  Turk  Machabol  cunningly 
sent  him,  in  revenge^  a  box  of  young  Dragons,  or  Dragon- 
eggs,  by  the  hands  of  a  caitiff  Infidel,  contriver  of  the  mis- 
chief; by  whom  in  due  course  of  time  they  were  hatched  and 
nursed,  to  the  infinite  woe  of  all  Lampartei,  and  ultimately 
to  the  death  of  Kaiser  Ottnit  himself,  whom  they  swallowed 
and  attempted  to  digest,  once  without  effect,  but  the  next 
time  too  fatally,  crown  and  all ! 

*  Part  Second  announceth  {nuldet)  of  Herr  Hugdietrich  and 
his  son  Wolfdietrich ;  how  they,  for  justice-sake,  oft  by  their 
doughty  acts  succoured  distressed  persons,  with  other  bold 
heroes  that  stood  by  them  in  extremity/ 

Concerning  whidi  Hugdietrich,  Emperor  of  Greece,  and 
his  son  Wolfdietrich,  one  day  the  renowned  Dietrich  of  Bern, 
we  can  here  say  little  more  than  that  the  former 

VOL.  IT. 
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self  to  sempstress- work ;  and  for  many  weeks  plied  his  needle, 
before  he  could  get  wedded  and  produce  Wolfdietrich ;  who 
coming  into  the  world  in  this  clandestine  manner,  was  let 
down  into  the  costle-ditch,  and  like  Romulus  and  Remus 
nursed  by  a  Wolf,  whence  his  name.  However,  after  never- 
imagined  adventures,  with  enchanters  and  enchantresses,  pagans 
and  giants,  in  all  quarters  of  the  globe,  he  finally,  with  utmost 
effort,  slaughtered  those  Lombardy  Dragons ;  then  married 
Kaiser  Ottnifs  widow,  whom  he  had  rather  flirted  with 
before;  and  so  lived  uni%'ersal!y  respected  in  his  new  empire, 
performing  yet  other  notable  achievements.  One  sti'ange  pro- 
perty he  had,  sometimes  useful  to  him,  sometimes  hurtful : 
that  his  bi-eath,  when  he  became  angry,  grew  flame,  red-hot. 
and  would  take  the  temper  out  of  swords.  We  find  him 
again  in  the  Nihclungen,  among  King  Et/el's  (Attila's)  fol- 
lowers; a  staid,  cautious,  yet  still  invincible  man;  on  which 
occasion,  though  with  great  reluctance,  he  is  forced  to  inter- 
fere, and  does  so  with  eflect.  Dietrich  is  the  favourite  hero 
of  all  those  Southern  Fictions,  and  well  acknowledged  in  the 
Northern  also,  where  the  chief  man,  however,  as  we  shall  find, 
is  not  he  hut  Siegfried. 

'  Part  Third  showetfa  of  the  Rose-garden  at  Worau,  which 
was  planted  by  Chrimhilte,  King  Gibich's  daughter ;  whereby 
afterwards  most  part  of  those  Heroes  and  Giants  came  to 
destruction  and  were  slain.' 

In  this  Third  Part  the  Southern  or  Lombard  Heroes  come 
into  contact  and  collision  with  another  as  notable  Northern 
class,  and  for  us  much  more  important.  Chriemhild,  whose 
ulterior  history  makes  such  a  figure  in  the  Nibeltmgen,  had, 
it  would  seem,  near  the  ancient  city  of  Worms,  a  Rose- 
garden,  some  seven  English  miles  in  circuit ;  fenced  only  by 
a  silk  thread ;  wherein,  however,  she  maintained  Twelve  stout 
fighting-men;  several  of  whom,  as  Hagen,  Volker,  her  three 
Brothers,  above  all  the  gallant  Siegfried  her  betrothed,'  we 
shall  meet  with  again ;  these,  bo  unspeakable  was  their 
prowess,  sufficed  to  defend  the  silk-thread  Garden  against  all 
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mortals.  Our  good  antiquary,  Von  der  Hagen,  imagines  that 
this  Rose-garden  business  (in  the  primeval  Tradition)  glances 
obliquely  at  the  Eoliptic  with  its  Twelve  Signs,  at  Jupiter^s 
fight  with  the  Titans,  and  we  know  not  what  confused 
skirmishing  in  the  Utgard,  or  Asgard,  or  Midgard  of  the 
Scandinavians.  Be  this  as  it  may,  Chriemhild,  we  are  here 
told,  being  very  beautiful  and  very  wilful,  boasts,  in  the 
pride  of  her  heart,  that  no  heroes  on  earth  are  to  be  com- 
pared with  hers ;  and  hearing  accidentally  that  Dietrich  of 
Bern  has  a  high  character  in  this  line,  forthwith  challenges 
him  to  visit  Worms,  and  with  eleven  picked  men  to  do  battle 
there  against  those  other  Twelve  champi<ms  of  Christendom 
that  watch  her  Rose-garden.  Dietrich,  in  a  towering  passion 
at  the  style  of  the  message,  which  was  ^  surly  and  stout,^ 
instantly  pitches  upon  his  eleven  seconds,  who  also  are  to 
be  principals;  and  with  a  retinue  of  other  sixty  thousand, 
by  quick  stages,  in  which  obstacles  enough  are  overcome, 
reaches  Worms,  and  declares  himself  ready.  Among  these 
eleven  Lombard  heroes  of  his  are  likewise  several  whom  we 
meet  with  again  in  the  Nibebungen;  beside  Dietrich  him- 
self, we  have  the  old  Duke  Hildebrand,  Wolfhart,  Ortwin. 
Notable  among  them,  in  another  way,  is  Monk  Ilsan,  a 
truculent  grey-bearded  fellow,  equal  to  any  Friar  Tuck  in 
Robin  Hood. 

The  conditions  of  fight  are  soon  agreed  on :  there  are  to 
be  twelve  successive  duels,  each  challenger  being  e3q)ected  to 
find  his  match ;  and  the  prize  of  victory  is  a  Rose-garland 
from  Qiriemhild,  and  ein  Hebsen  und  ein  KUssen^  that  is  to 
say  virtually,  one  kiss  from  her  fair  lips  to  each.  But  here 
as  it  ever  should  do.  Pride  gets  a  fall;  for  Chriemhild^s 
bully-hectors  are,  in  divers  ways,  all  successively  felled  to  the 
ground  by  the  Bemers ;  some  of  whom,  as  old  Hildebrand, 
will  not  even  take  her  Kiss  when  it  is  due :  even  Siegfried 
himself,  most  reluctantly  engaged  with  by  Dietrich,  and  for 
a  while  victorious,  is  at  last  forced  to  seek  shelter  in  her  lap. 
Nay,  Monk  Ilsan,  after  the  regular  fight  is  over,  and  his  part 
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in  it  well  perfoimed,  calls  out  in  succeasion  fifty-two  other 
idle  Champions  of  the  Garden,  part  of  them  Giants,  and 
routs  the  whole  fraternity ;  thereby  earning,  besides  his  own 
regular  allowance,  fifly-two  spare  Garlands,  and  fifty-two 
several  Kisses;  in  the  course  of  which  latter,  Chriemhild's 
cheek,  a  just  punishment  as  seemed,  was  scratched  to  the 
drawing  of  blood  by  his  rough  beard.  It  only  remains  to  be 
added,  that  King  Gibich,  Chriemhild's  Father,  is  now  fain  to 
do  homage  for  his  kingdom  to  Dietrich ;  who  returns  trium- 
phant to  his  own  country ;  where  also.  Monk  Ilsan,  according 
to  promise,  distributes  these  fifty-two  Garlands  among  his 
fellow  I'riars,  crushing  a  garland  on  the  bare  crown  of  each, 
till  '  the  red  blood  ran  over  their  ears.'  Under  which  hard, 
but  not  undeserved  treatment,  they  all  agreed  to  pray  for 
remission  of  Ilsan 's  sins  :  indeed,  such  as  continued  refractory 
he  tied  together  by  the  beards,  and  hung  pair-wise  over  poles ; 
whereby  the  stoutest  soon  gave  in. 

So  endeth  here  ttiia  ditty 
Of  strife  frum  womsu's  prida: 
God  on  our  gtieh  take  pitf. 
And  Mary  still  hy  ua  abide, 

*  In  Part  Fourth  is  announced  (gemelt)  of  the  little  King 
Laurin,  the  Dwarf,  how  he  encompassed  his  Rose-garden 
with  so  great  manhood  and  art-magic,  till  at  last  he  was  van- 
quished by  the  heroes,  and  forced  to  become  their  Juggler, 
with  etc.  etc' 

Of  which  Fourth  and  happily  last  part  we  sfaaH  here  say 
nothing ;  inasmuch  as,  except  that  certain  of  our  old  heroes 
again  figure  there,  it  has  no  coherence  or  connexion  with  the 
rest  of  the  Heldenbttch ;  and  is  simply  a  new  tale,  which  by 
way  of  episode  Heinricb  von  Ofterdingen,  as  we  learn  ^m  his 
own  words,  had  subsequently  appended  thereto.     He  says ; 

Ueinrich  von  Oftfirdingen 
Thii  story  hath  beeo  diigiiig. 
To  the  joy  of  Frincea  bold. 
They  gave  him  Rlrer  and  gold. 
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Moreover  pennies  and  garments  rich : 
Here  endeth  this  Book  the  which 
Doth  sing  our  noble  Heroes'  story : 
God  help  us  all  to  heavenly  glory. 

Such  is  some  outline  of  the  famous  Heldenbuch ;  on  which 
it  is  not  our  busmess  here  to  add  any  criticism.  The  fact 
that  it  has  so  long  been  popular  betokens  a  certain  worth  in 
it ;  the  kind  and  degree  of  which  is  also  in  some  measure 
apparent.  In  poetry  *  the  rude  man,^  it  has  been  said,  ^  re- 
quires only  to  see  something  going  on ;  the  man  of  more 
refinement  wishes  to  feel;  the  truly  refined  man  must  be 
made  to  reflect.^  For  the  first  of  these  classes  our  Hero-book^ 
as  has  been  apparent  enough,  provides  in  abundance ;  for  the 
other  two  scantily,  indeed  for  the  second  not  at  all.  Never- 
theless our  estimate  of  this  work,  which  as  a  series  of  Antique 
Traditions  may  have  considerable  meaning,  is  apt  rather  to 
be  too  low.  Let  us  remember  that  this  is  not  the  original 
Heldenbuch  which  we  now  see ;  but  only  a  version  of  it  into 
the  Enight-errant  dialect  of  the  thirteenth,  indeed  partly  of 
the  fourteenth  and  fifteenth  centuries,  with  all  the  fantastic 
monstrosities,  now  so  trivial,  pertaining  to  that  style ;  under 
which  disguises  the  really  antique  earnest  groundwork,  in- 
teresting as  old  Thought,  if  not  as  old  Poetry,  is  all  but  quite 
obscured  from  us.  But  Antiquarian  diligence  is  now  busy 
with  the  Heldenbuch  also,  from  which  what  light  is  in  it  will 
doubtless  be  elicited,  and  here  and  there  a  deformity  removed. 
Though  the  Ethiop  cannot  change  his  skin,  there  is  no  need 
that  even  he  should  go  abroad  unwashed.^ 

Casper  von  Roen,  or  whoever  was  the  ultimate  redactor  of 
the  Heldenbuch^  whom  Lessing  designates  as  *a  highly  ill- 

*  Our  inconsiderable  knowledge  of  the  Heldenbuch  is  derived  from  various 
secondary  sources ;  chiefly  from  Lessing's  Werke  (b.  xiiL),  where  the  reader  will 
find  an  epitome  of  the  whole  Poem,  with  Extracts  by  Herr  Fttllebom,  from  which 
the  above  are  taken.  A  still  more  accessible  and  larger  Abstract,  with  long 
specimens  translated  into  verse,  stands  in  the  JUustrations  of  NartJUm  Antiquitiit 
(pp.  45-167).  Von  der  Hagen  has  since  been  employed  specially  on  the  HiUUn* 
inch ;  with  what  result  we  have  not  yet  learned. 


anil,  under  a  rude  prose  dress,  is  to  this  day  a  r 
hook  and  peopleVbook  among  the  Germans.  Of 
tried  we  have  already  seen  somewhat  in  the  Rose 
Worms ;  and  shall  ere  long  see  much  more  elsewhe 
is  the  chirf  hero  of  the  Nibehmgen :  indeed  no 
we  dip  into  these  old  Fictions,  whether  in  Scandini 
Hhine-land,  but  under  one  figure  or  another,  i 
Dragon-killer  and  l*rince-royaI,  or  as  Blacksmith  A 
subduer,  as  Sigurd,  Sivrit,  Siegfried,  we  are  sure  t 
him.  As  his  early  adventures  belong  to  the  Strang 
will  afterwards  conccam  us  nob  a  little,  we  shall  hen 
to  piece  together  some  consistent  outline  of  the 
indeed  as  that  may  be  possible ;  for  his  biographei 
in  the  main  points,  differ  widely  in  the  details. 

First,  then,  let  no  one  from  the  title  Gckiiml 
Behomed),  fancy  that  our  brave  Siegfried,  who  w 
Heat  as  well  as  the  bravest  of  men,  was  actual) 
and  had  horns  on  his  brow,  though  like  Micfaf 
Moses ;  or  even  that  his  skin,  to  which  the  epith 
i-efers,  was  hard  like  a  crocodile's,  and  not  soft 
Hoflest  shamoy :  for  the  truth  is,  his  Homedness 
an  Invulnerability,  like  that  of  Achilles;  which 
in  mg      u      ~       * "  ■"■«  agree  that  Sii 
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fellow-apprentices ;  nay,  as  some  say,  breaking  the  hardest 
anvils  into  shivers  by  his  too  stout  hammering.  So  that 
Mimer,  otherwise  a  first-nite  Smith,  could  by  no  means  do  with 
him  there.  He  sends  him,  accordingly,  to  the  neighbouring 
forest,  to  fetch  charcoal ;  well  aware  that  a  monstrous  Dragon, 
one  Begin,  the  Smithes  own  Brother,  would  meet  him  and 
devour  him.  But  far  otherwise  it  proved ;  Siegfried  by  mam 
force  slew  this  Dragon,  or  rather  Dragonised  SmithVBrotber ; 
made  broth  of  him ;  and,  warned  by  some  significant  pheno- 
mena, bathed  therein ;  or,  as  others  assert,  bathed  directly  in 
the  monster^s  blood,  without  cookery;  and  hereby  attained 
that  Invulnerability,  complete  in  all  respects,  save  that  be- 
tween his  shoulders,  where  a  lime-tree  leaf  chanced  to  settle 
and  stick  during  the  process^  there  was  one  little  spot,  a  fatal 
spot  as  afterwards  turned  out,  left  in^its  natural  state. 

Si^ried,  now  seeing  through  the  'crftft  of  the  Smith, 
returned  home  and  slew  him;  then  set  forth < in  search  of 
adventures,  the  bare  catalogue  of  which  were  Itag  to  xBoite. 
We  mention  only  two,  as  subsequently  of  moment  both  for 
him  and  for  us.  He  is  by  some  said  to  have  eourted,  and 
then  jilted,  the  fair  and  proiid  Queen  Bnmhild  of  Isenlandc 
nay,  to  have  thrown  down  the  seven  gates  of  her  Castle ;  and 
then  ridden  off  with  her  wUd  horse  Gana,  hattog  mounted 
him  in  the  meadow,  and  instantly  broken  him.  Some  cross 
passages  between  him  and  Queen  Brunhild,  t^  undenrtood 
no  jesting,  there  must  clearly  have  been,  so  ahgry  it  her 
recognition  of  him  in  the  Nibelungtn ;  nay,  she  bean  a  last- 
ing grudge  against  him  there ;  as  he,  and  indeed  she  also,  one 
day  too  sorely  felt. 

His  other  grand  adventure  is  with  the  two  spns  of  the 
deceased  King  Nibelung,  in  Niebelungen-land  t  these  two 
youths,  to  whom  their  father  had  bequeathed  a  Hoard  or 
Treasure,  beyond  all  price  or  computation,  8i€|^ed,  <  ricBng 
by  alone,'  found  on  the  side  of  a  mountain,  in  a  state  of 
great  perplexity.  They  had  brought  out  the  Treasore  frm 
the  cave  where  it  usually  lay;  but  how  to  part  it  waa  ttie 


(or  Cloak  of  Darkness),  which  not  only  rendere 
invisible,  but  also  gave  him  twelve  men's  streng 
the  two  Princes  Royal,  without  counsel  save  from 
stupid  Giants,  knew  not  how  to  fall  upon  e 
arrangement;  and,  seeing  Siegfried  ride  by  so 
requested  him  to  be  arbiter ;  offering  also  the  Sw< 
for  his  trouble.  Siegfried,  who  readily  undertoo 
sibic  problem,  did  his  best  to  accomplish  it ;  bt 
without  effect;  nay,  the  two  Nibeluugen  Print 
choleric  temper,  grew  impatient,  and  provoked 
upon,  with  the  Sword  Balmung  he  slew  them  bo 
Twelve  Giants  (perhaps  originally  Signs  of  tb< 
boot.  Thus  did  the  famous  NibeUengen  Hori  ( 
indeed  the  whole  Nibelungen-land,  come  into  hi: 
wearing  the  Swoid  Balmung,  and  having  slain  the 
and  their  Champions,  what  was  there  farther  to 
Vainly  did  the  Dwarf  Alberich,  our  old  friend 
the  Heldenbuch,  who  had  now  become  special  k€ 
lioard,  attempt  some  resistance  with  a  Dwarf 
was  driven  back  into  the  cave ;  plundered  of  bis 
and  obliged,  with  all  his  myrmidons,  to  swear  I 
conqueror,  whom  indeed  thenceforth  he  and  the 
oh  --"' 
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Balmung,^  by  the  keen  edge  of  which  all  this  gain  had  come 
to  him.  To  which  last  acquisitions  adding  his  previously 
acquired  Invulnerability,  and  his  natural  dignities  as  Prince 
of  Netherland,  he  might  well  show  himself  before  the  fore- 
most at  Worms  or  elsewhere ;  and  attempt  any  the  highest 
adventure  that  fortune  could  cut  out  for  him.  However,  his 
subsequent  history  belongs  all  to  the  Nibelungen  Song;  at 
which  fair  garden  of  poesy  we  are  now,  through  all  these 
shaggy  wildernesses  and  enchanted  woods,  finally  arrived. 

Apart  from  its  antiquarian  value,  and  not  only  as  by  far 
the  finest  monument  of  old  Grerman  art ;  but  intrinsically,  and 
as  a  mere  detached  composition,  this  Nibelungen  has  an 
excellence  that  cannot  but  surprise  us.  With  little  preparap 
tion,  any  reader  of  poetry,  even  in  these  days,  might  find  it 

^  By  this  Sword  Balmung  also  hangs  a  tale.  Donbtlesi  it  was  one  of  those 
invaluable  weapons  sometimes  finbricated  by  the  old  Northern  Smiths,  compared 
with  which  our  modem  Foxes  and  Ferraras  and  Toledos  are  mere  leaden  tools. 
Von  der  Hagen  seems  to  think  it  simply  the  Sword  Mimnng  mider  another 
name ;  in  which  case  Siegfried's  old  master,  Mimer,  had  been  the  maker  of  it, 
and  called  it  after  himself,  as  if  it  had  been  his  son.  In  Scandinavian  chronicles, 
veridical  or  not,  we  have  the  following  account  of  that  transaction.  Mimer  (or, 
as  some  have  it,  surely  without  ground,  one  Velint,  once  an  apprentice  of  hb) 
was  challenged  by  another  Craftsman,  named  Amilias,  who  boasted  that  he  had 
made  a  suit  of  armour  which  no  stroke  could  dint, — to  equal  that  feat,  or  own 
himself  the  second  Smith  then  extant.  This  last  the  stout  Mimer  would  in  no 
case  do,  but  proceeded  to  forge  the  Sword  Mimung ;  with  which,  when  it  was 
finished,  he,  '  in  presence  of  the  King,'  cut  asunder  '  a  thread  of  wool  floating 
on  water.'  This  would  have  seemed  a  fair  fire-edge  to  most  smiths:  not  so  to 
Mimer ;  he  sawed  the  blade  in  pieces,  welded  it  in  '  a  red-hot  fire  for  three 
days,'  tempered  it  '  with  milk  and  oatmeal,'  and  by  much  other  cunning  brought 
out  a  sword  that  severed  '  a  ball  of  wool  floating  on  water.'  But  neither  would 
this  suffice  him ;  he  returned  to  his  smithy,  and  by  means  known  only  to  himself, 
produced,  in  the  course  of  seven  weeks,  a  third  and  final  edition  of  Mimnng, 
which  split  asunder  a  whole  floating  pack  of  wool.  The  comparative  trial  now 
took  place  forthwith.  Amilias,  cased  in  his  impenetrable  coat  of  mail,  sat 
down  on  a  bench,  in  presence  of  assembled  thoosuids,  and  bade  Mimer  strike 
him.  Mimer  fetched  of  course  his  best  blow,  on  which  Amilias  observed,  that 
there  was  a  strange  feeling  of  cold  iron  in  his  inwards.  "  Shake  thyself,"  said 
Mimer;  the  luckless  wight  did  so,  and  fell  in  two  halves,  being  cleft  sheer 
through  from  collar  to  haunch,  never  more  to  swing  hammer  in  this  world* 
See  Iliustraiions  of  N^rthim  AniiquUUs^  p.  31. 


books,  as  molten  or  carved  metal  does  from  rud 
ore;  almost  as  some  Shakspeare  from  hJs  fell 
whose  Tamburlaities  and  Islatuf  Princesses,  ■ 
destitute  of  merit,  first  show  us  clearly  in  w 
ness  and  loneliness  the  Hmiikts  and  'Ji-mj>est,t  i 
The  unknown  Singer  of  the  Mbelungen,  th 
speare,  must  have  had  a  deep  poetic  soul ; 
discontinuous  and  inanimate  shaped  themselve 
life,  and  the  Universe  with  its  wondrous  purpor 
cantly  imaged ;  overarching,  as  with  heavenly  f 
eternal  harmonies,  the  little  scene  where  men 
their  hour.  His  Poem,  unlike  so  many  old 
tenders  to  that  name,  has  a  basis  and  organ 
beginning,  middle  and  end  ;  there  is  one  great 
idea  set  forth  in  it,  round  wliich  all  its  mul 
combine  in  living  union.  Remarkable  it  is, 
ftlong  with  this  essence  and  primary  conditior 
virtue,  the  minor  external  virtues  of  what  we 
so  forth,  are,  as  it  were,  presupposed ;  and  t 
of  Poetry  being  there,  its  body  of  incidents,  i 
language,  come  of  their  own  accord.  So  too 
Shakspeare :  his  feeling  of  propriety,  as  compt 
^'  ■-     -■    jj^gp       ■  ~     '    fB,  bis  quick  suiv 
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With  an  instinctive  art,  far  difibrent  from  acquired  artifice, 
this  Poet  of  the  NibelungeUj  working  in  the  same  province 
with  his  contemporaries  of  the  Heldenbuch^  on  the  same 
material  of  tradition,  has,  in  a  wonderful  degree,  possessed 
himself  of  what  these  could  only  strive  after ;  and  with  his 
^  clear  feeling  of  fictitious  truth,^  avoided  as  false  the  errors 
and  monstrous  perplexities  in  which  they  vainly  struggled. 
He  is  of  another  species  than  they ;  in  language,  in  purity 
and  depth  of  feeling,  in  fineness  of  invention,  stands  quite 
apart  from  them. 

The  language  of  the  Heldenbuchy  as  we  saw  above^  was  a 
feeble  half-articulate  child^s-speedi,  the  metre  nothing  better 
than  a  miserable  doggerel ;  whereas  here  in  the  old  fVankish 
{OberdetUsch)  dialect  of  the  Nibelungenj  we  have  a  dear 
decisive  utterance,  and  in  a  real  system  of  verse,  not  without 
essential  regularity,  great  liveliness,  and  now  and  then  even 
harmony  of  rhythm.  Doubtless  we  must  often  call  it  a 
difiuse  diluted  utterance;  at  the  same  time  it  is  genuine, 
with  a  certain  antique  garrulous  heartiness ;  and  has  a  rhythm 
in  the  thoughts  as  well  as  the  words.  The  simplicity  is 
never  silly :  even  in  that  perpetual  recarrenee  of  epithets^ 
sometimes  of  ihymes,  as  where  two  words,  for  instance  l^ 
(body,  life,  letb)  and  xdp  (woman,  wife,  weib)  are  indissolubly 
wedded  together,  and  the  one  never  shows  itself  without  the 
other  following, — there  is  something  which  reminds  us  not  so 
much  of  poverty,  as  of  trustfulness  and  childlike '  innocence. 
Indeed  a  strange  charm  lies  in  those  old  tones,  where,  in  gay 
dancing  melodies,  the  sternest  tidings  are  sung  to  us;  and 
deep  floods  of  Sadness  and  Strife  play  lightly  in  little  curling 
billows,  like  seas  in  summer.  It  is  as  a  meek  smile,  in  whose 
still,  thoughtful  depths  a  whole  infinitude  of  pati^ioe,  and 
love,  and  heroic  strength  lie  revealed.  But  in  other  cases  too, 
we  have  seen  this  outward  sport  and  inwaitl  earnestness  offer 
grateful  contrast,  and  cunning  excitement;  for  example,  in 
Tasso ;  of  whom,  though  otherwise  different  enough,  this  old 
Northern  Singer  has  more  than  once  reminded  us.     There 
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too,  as  here,  we  have  a  dark  solemn  meaning  in  light  guise ; 
deeds  of  high  temper,  harsh  self-denial,  daring  and  death, 
stand  embodied  in  that  soft,  quick-flowing,  joyfully  modulated 
verse.  Nay,  farther,  as  if  the  implement,  much  more  than 
we  might  fancy,  had  influenced  the  work  done,  these  two 
Poems,  could  we  trust  our  individual  feeling,  have  in  one 
respect  the  same  poetical  result  for  us :  in  the  Nibetungen 
as  in  the  Gerusalemmef  the  persons  and  their  story  are  indeed 
brought  vividly  before  us,  yet  not  near  and  palpably  present ; 
it  is  rather  as  if  we  looked  on  that  scene  through  an  inverted 
telescope,  whereby  the  whole  was  carried  far  away  into  the 
distance,  the  life-large  figures  compressed  into  brilliant  minia- 
tures, so  clear,  so  real,  yet  tiny,  elf-like  and  beautified  as  well 
as  lessened^  their  colours  being  now  closer  and  brighter,  the 
shadows  and  trivial  features  no  longer  visible.  This,  as  we 
partly  apprehend,  comes  of  singing  Epic  Poems ;  most  part 
of  which  only  pretend  to  be  sung.  Tasso^s  rich  melody  still 
lives  among  the  Italian  people ;  the  Nibdungen  also  is  what 
it  professes  to  be,  a  Song. 

No  less  striking  than  the  verse  and  language  is  the  quality 
of  the  invention  manifested  here.  Of  the  Fable,  or  narrative 
material  of  the  Nibelungen  we  should  say  that  it  had  high, 
almost  the  highest  merit;  so  daintily  yet  firmly  is  it  put 
together ;  with  such  felicitous  selection  of  the  b^iutiful,  the 
essential,  and  no  less  felicitous  rejection  of  whatever  was 
unbeautiful  or  even  extraneous.  The  reader  is  no  longer 
afflicted  with  that  chaotic  brood  of  Fire-drakes,  Giants,  and 
malicious  turbaned  Turks,  so  fatally  rife  in  the  Heldenbuch : 
all  this  is  swept  away,  or  only  hovers  in  faint  shadows  afar 
ofi^;  and  free  field  is  open  for  legitimate  perennial  interests. 
Yet  neither  is  the  Nibelungeti  without  its  wonders ;  for  it  is 
poetry  and  not  prose ;  here  too,  a  supernatural  world  encom- 
passes the  natural,  and,  though  at  rare  intervals  and  in  calm 
manner,  reveals  itself  there.  It  is  truly  wonderful,  with  what 
skill  our  simple  untaught  Poet  deals  with  the  marvellous; 
admitting  it  without  reluctance  or  criticism,  yet  precisely  in 
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the  degree  and  shape  that  will  best  avail  him.  Here,  if  in  no 
other  respect,  we  should  say  that  he  has  a  decided  saperiority 
to  Homer  himself.  The  whole  story  of  the  Nibehmgen  is 
fateful,  mysterious,  guided  on  by  unseen  influences ;  yet  the 
actual  marvels  are  few,  and  done  in  the  fiur  distance ;  those 
Dwarfs,  and  Cloaks  of  Darkness,  and  charmed  Treasure-caves, 
are  heard  of  rather  than  beheld,  the  tidings  of  them  seem  to 
issue  from  unknown  space.  Vain  were  it  to  inquire  where  that 
Nibelungen-land  specially  is :  its  very  name  is  NAeUland  or 
Nifl-landf  the  land  of  Darkness,  of  Invisibility.  The  <  Nibel- 
ungen  Heroes^  that  muster  in  thousands  and  tens  of  thousands, 
though  they  march  to  the  Rhine  or  Danube,  and  we  see  their 
strong  limbs  and  shining  armour,  we  could  almost  fancy  to 
be  children  of  the  air.  Far  beyond  the  firm  horizon,  that 
wonder-bearing  r^on  swims  on  the  infinite  waters;  unseen 
by  bodily  eye,  or  at  most  discerned  as  a  faint  streak,  hanging 
in  the  blue  depths,  uncertain  whether  island  or  cloud.  And 
thus  the  Nibelungen  Songy  though  based  on  the  bottomless 
foundations  of  Spirit,  and  not  unvisited  of  skyey  messengers, 
is  a  real,  rounded,  habitable  Earth,  where  we  find  firm  footing, 
and  the  wondrous  and  the  common  live  amicably  together. 
Perhaps  it  would  be  difficult  to  find  any  Poet  of  ancient  or 
modem  times,  who  in  this  trying  problem  has  steered  his  way 
with  greater  delicacy  and  success. 

To  any  of  our  readers  who  may  have  personally  studied  the 
Nibelungeuy  these  high  praises  of  ours  will  not  seem  exagger- 
ated :  the  rest,  who  are  the  vast  majority,  must  endeavour  to 
accept  them  with  some  degree  of  faith,  at  least  of  curiosity ; 
to  vindicate,  and  judicially  substantiate  them  would  far  exceed 
our  present  opportunities.  Nay,  in  any  case,  the  criticism, 
the  alleged  Characteristics  of  a  Poem  are  so  many  Theorems, 
which  are  indeed  enunciated,  truly  or  falsely,  but  the  Demon- 
stration of  which  must  be  sought  for  in  the  readerls  own 
study  and  experience.  Nearly  all  that  can  be  attempted  here, 
is  some  hasty  epitome  of  the  mere  Narrative ;  no  substantial 
image  of  the  work,  but  a  feeble  outline  and  shadow.    To  which 


scenes  in  a  itagedy.  Ihe  catastrophe  is  diraJy 
the  beginning ;  and,  at  every  fresh  step,  rises 
clearly  into  view.  A  shadow  of  coming  Fate, 
inarticulate  voice  of  Doom  falls,  from  the  i 
charmed  Nibelungen-land  :  the  disconl  of  tw 
little  spark  of  evil  passion,  which  ere  long  en 
a  crime ;  foul  murder  is  done ;  and  now  tha 
a  devouring  lire,  till  the  guilty  and  the  in 
encircled  vith  it,  and  a  whole  land  is  ashes,  t 
is  swept  away. 

Un*  Ut  in  aiten  ramren  WunrfeM  vil  geteil, 
i'on  keldtn  lobebann  Von  grower  ehttonhtit ; 
Voa  vrotidett  und'  kochifetUen,  Von  toeinan  ur 
Von  ehuMT  redun  tlriten,  Mugec  iV  nu  munder 
We  find  in  aacient  itor;  Woudera  many  told, 
Of  heroes  !n  great  glory  With  ipirit  &ee  and 
Of  joTUtces  and  higih-tides,  Of  weeping  tad  o 
Of  noble  Reckeo  strivirfr.     Mote  ye  now  wond 

This  is  the  brief  artless  Proem ;  and  the  proo 
it  proceeds  directly  towards  fulfilment.  In 
stanza  we  learn ; 

£>  Kuhi  in  Bursottdtn    EIn  vil  ettel  tmigeititt, 
Dot  in  alien  landm    XiU  tchoneri  mohte  tin ; 
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Chriemhild,  this  worldVwonder,  a  king'^s  daughter  and 
king's  sister,  and  no  less  coj  and  proud  than  fair,  dreams  one 
night  that  ^  she  had  petted  a  falcon,  strong,  beautiful  and 
wild;  which  two  eagles  snatched  away  from  her:  this  she 
was  forced  to  see ;  greater  sorrow  felt  she  never  in  the  world.^ 
Her  mother,  Ute,  to  whom  she  relates  the  vision,  soon  redes 
it  for  her ;  the  falcon  is  a  noble  husband,  whom,  God  keep 
him,  she  must  suddenly  lose.  CSiriemhild  declares  warmly 
for  the  single  state ;  as,  indeed,  living  there  at  the  Court  of 
Worms,  with  her  brothers,  Gunther,  G^mot,  Geiselher,  ^  three 
kings  noble  and  rich,'  in  sudi  pomp  and  renown,  the  pride  of 
Burgunden-land  and  Earth,  she  might  readily  enough  have 
changed  for  the  worse.  However,  dame  Ute  bids  her  not.be 
too  emphatical ;  for  ^  if  ever  she  have  heeurtfelt  joy  in  life,  it 
will  be  from  man's  love,  and  she  shall  be  a  fair  wife  {mp)^ 
when  God  sends  her  a  right  worthy  Ritter's  UpJ^  Chriemhild 
is  more  in  earnest  than  maidens  usually  are  when  they  talk 
thus ;  it  appears,  she  guarded  against  love,  *  for  many  a  lirf* 
long  day';  nevertheless,  she  too  must  yield  to  destiny, 
^  Honourably  she  was  to  become  a  most  noble  Ritter^s  wife/ 
<This,^  adds  the  old  Silver,  ^was  that  same  falccm  she 
dreamed  of :  how  sorely  she  since  revenged  him  on  her  nearest 
kindred !     For  that  one  death  died  full  many  a  mother's  son*"* 

It  may  be  observed,  that  the  Fbet  here,  and  at  all  times, 
shows  a  marked  partiality  for  Chriemhild;  ever  strivings 
unlike  his  fellow-singers,  to  magnify  her  worth,  h^  faithful* 
ness  and  loveliness ;  and  softening,  as  much  as  may  be,  what- 
ever makes  against  her.     No  less  a  favourite  with  him  is 

From  these  two  opening  stanzas  of  the  Nihelungen  Uedy  in  its  purest  form,  the 
reader  may  obtain  some  idea  of  the  versification ;  it  runs  on  in  more  or  less 
regular  Alexandrines,  with  a  csesural  pause  in  each,  where  the  capital  letter 
occurs ;  indeed,  the  lines  seem  originally  to  have  been  divided  into  two  at  that 
point,  for  sometimes,  as  in  Stanza  First,  the  middle  words  {marenf  Idbebartn ; 
getiien,  striien)  also  rhyme ;  but  this  is  rather  a  rare  case.  The  word  ruken 
or  reckettf  used  in  the  Fkst  Stanza,  is  the  constant  designation  for  bold  tighten, 
and  has  the  same  root  with  rich  (thus  in  old  French,  Aommts  riches ;  in  Spanish, 
rices  hombres),  which  last  is  here  also  synonymous  with  femefful^  and  is  applied 
to  kings,  and  even  to  the  Almighty,  C§i  dem  rickin. 


jusc  amvea  at  man  s  yeara  :  it  is  on  occasioc 
event  that  a  high-tide  (kochgezU)  is  bow  h( 
infinite  joustings,  minstrelsy,  largesses  and  o 
doings,  all  which  is  sung  with  utmoat  heartij 
King  Siegemund  offers  to  resign  his  crown 
Siegfried  has  other  game  a-Reld  :  the  unparal 
Chriemhild  has  reached  his  ear  aad  his  Uauj 
will  to  Woniis  and  woo  her,  at  least  '  see  how 
her/  Fruitless  is  it  for  Siegemund  and  the  mo 
to  represent  the  perils  of  that  enterprise,  the 
Burgiindian  Gunthers  and  Gemots,  the  fierce  I 
uncte  Hagen ;  Siegfried  is  as  obstinate  as  you 
these  cases,  and  con  hear  do  counsel.  Nay,  he 
the  much  more  libei-al  proposition,  to  take  an  t 
and  conquer  the  country,  if  it  must  be  so ;  be 
like  himself,  with  twelve  champions  only,  an 
fiiture.  Whereupon,  the  old  people  finding  ll 
other  course,  proceed  to  make  him  clothes;'- 
good  queen  with  '  her  fair  women  sitting  night 
sewing,  does  so,  the  father  furnishing  noblest  b& 
gear ; — and  so  dismiss  him  with  many  blessing 
tions.  '  For  him  wept  sore  the  king  and  hi 
comforted   both   their  hrMlipB  tlitA ;    bo  miA     f- 
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Nevertheless,  on  the  seventh  morning,  that  adventurous  com- 
pany ^  ride  up  the  sand/  on  the  Rhinebeach,  to  Worms ;  in 
high  temper,  in  dress  and  trappings,  aspect  and  bearing  more 
than  kingly. 

Siegfried^s  reception  at  King  6unther'*s  coiu±,  and  his  brave 
sayings  and  doings  there  for  some  time,  we  mOst  omit  One 
fine  trait  of  his  chivaktHis  delicacy  it  is  that,  for  a  whole 
year,  he  never  hints  at  his  errand ;  never  once  sees  or  speaks 
of  Chriemhild,  whom,  nevertheless,  he  is  longing  day  and 
night  to  meet.  She,  on  her  side,  has  often  through  her 
lattices  noticed  the  gallant  stranger,  victorious  in  all  tiltings 
and  knightly  exercises ;  whereby  it  would  seem,  in  spite  of 
her  rigorous  predeterminations,  some  kindness  for  him  is 
already  gliding  in.  Meanwhile,  mighty  wars  and  threats  of 
invasion  arise,  and  Siegfried  does  the  state  good  service. 
Returning  victorious,  both  as  general  and  soldier,  from 
Hessen  (Hessia),  where,  by  help  of  his  own  courage  and  the 
sword  Balmung,  he  has  captured  a  Danish  king^  and  utterly 
discomfited  a  Saxon  one;  he  can  now  show  himself  before 
Chriemhild  without  other  blushes  than  those  of  timid  love. 
Nay,  the  maiden  has  herself  inquired  pointedly  of  the 
messengers,  touching  his  exploits;  and  ^her  fair  face  grew 
rose-red  when  she  heard  them.^  A  g^y  High-tide,  by  way 
of  triumph,  is  appointed ;  several  kings,  and  two-and-thirty 
princes,  and  knights  enough  with  *  gold-red  saddles,^  come  to 
joust ;  and  better  than  whole  infinities  of  kings  and  princes 
with  their  saddles,  the  fair  Chriemhild  herself,  under  guidance 
of  her  mother,  chiefly  too  in  honour  of  the  victor,  is  to  grace 
that  sport.  ^  Ute  the  full  rich  ^  fails  not  to  set  her  needle- 
women to  work,  and  ^  clothes  of  price  are  taken  from  their 
presses,**  for  the  love  of  her  child,  *  wherewith  to  deck  many 
women  and  maids."*  And  now,  ^on  the  Whitsun-moming,^ 
all  is  ready,  and  glorious  as  heart  could  desire  it ;  brave 
Ritters,  *  five  thousand  or  more,^  all  glancing  in  the  lists ; 
but  grander  still,  Chriemhild  herself  is  advancing  beside  her 
mother,   with    a   hundred   body-guards,   all   sword-in-hand, 

VOL.  u.  Q, 


rose-red  colour  shone  full  lovely  ;  try  what  he  mig 
confess  that  in  this  world  he  had  not  seen  aught  so  fa 

'  Like  as  the  light  moon  stands  liefore  the  stars,  am 
goes  over  the  clouds,  even  so  stood  «he  now  before 
whereat  cheered  was  the  mind  of  the  hero. 

'ITie  rich  chamht'rlBma  you  saw  go  before  her 
Recken  would  nut  forbear,  but  pressed  on  where  t] 
maiden.     Siegfried  the  lord  was  both  glad  and  f>ad. 

'  He  thought  in  his  mind.  How  could  thia  be  that  1 
Tli&t  was  a  foolish  dre«m ;  yet  must  1  forever  be 
rather  (tanjter,  softer)  dead.  He  became,  from  these 
changes,  pale  and  red. 

'Thus  Ktood  so  lovely  the  child  of  Siegelindc,  as  if 
parchment  by  a  maater's  art ;  for  all  granted  that  hen 
bad  never  seen.* 

In  thia  passage,  which  we  have  rendered, 
Arenliurf,  into  the  closest  prose,  it  is  tc 
among  other  singularities,  that  there  ore  t 
which  figure  of  speech  our  old  Singer  deals 
The  firet,  that  comparison  of  Chriemhild  to  U 
stars  with  its  sheen  going  over  the  clouds,  has 
centuries  had  little  novelty  or  merit :  but  t 
of  Siegfried  to  a  Figure  in  some  illuminated 
^JjaCf/uUn.  itflelf ;  and  unspeakably  so  to  BOt 
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welcome,"'  said  she,  "  Herr  Siegfried,  a  noble  Ritter  good  ^ ; 
from  which  salute,  for  this  seems  to  have  been  all,  <much 
raised  was  his  mind."  He  bowed  with  graceful  reverence,  as 
his  manner  was  with  women ;  she  took  him  by  the  hand,  and 
with  fond  stolen  glances  they  looked  at  each  other.  Whether 
in  that  ceremonial  joining  of  hands  there  might  not  be  some 
soft,  slight  pressure,  of  far  deeper  import,  is  what  our  Singer 
will  not  take  upon  him  to  say;  however,  he  thinks  the 
affirmative  more  probable.  Henceforth,  in  that  bright  May 
weather,  the  two  were  seen  constantly  together:  nothing 
but  felicity  around  and  before  them. — In  tiiese  days,  truly, 
it  must  have  been  that  the  famous  Prize-fight,  with  Dietrich 
of  Bern  and  his  Eleven  Lombardy  champions,  took  place, 
little  to  the  profit  of  the  two  Lovers;  were  it  not  rather 
that  the  whole  of  that  Bose-gaiden  transaction,  as  given  in 
the  Heldenbuchj  might  be  falsified  and  even  imaginary;  for 
no  mention  or  hint  of  it  occurs  here.  War  or  battle  is  not 
heard  of;  Siegfried  the  peerless  walks  wooingly  by  the  ride 
of  Chriemhild  the  peerless ;  matters,  it  is  evident,  are  in  the 
best  possible  course. 

But  now  comes  a  new  side-wind,  which,  however,  in  the 
long-run  also  forwards  the  voyage.  Tidings,  namely,  reached 
over  the  Rhine,  not  so  surprising  we  might  hope,  ^  that  there 
was  many  a  fair  maiden^;  whereupon  Gunther  the  King 
Hhought  with  himself  to  win  one  of  them/  It  was  an 
honest  purpose  in  King  Gunther,  only  his  choice  was  not  the 
discreetest.  For  no  fair  maiden  will  content  him  but  Queen 
Brunhild,  a  lady  who  rules  in  Isenland,  far  over  sea,  famed 
indeed  for  her  beauty,  yet  no  less  so  for  her  caprices.  Fables 
we  have  met  with  of  this  Brunhild  being  properly  a  Valk^j 
or  Scandinavian  Houri,  such  as  were  wont  to  lead  old 
northern  warriors  from  their  last  battle-field  into  Valhalla; 
and  that  her  castle  of  I&enstein  stood  amidst  a  lake  of  fire : 
but  this,  as  we  said,  is  fable  and  groundless  calumny,  of 
which  there  is  not  so  much  as  notice  taken  here.  Brunhild, 
it  is  plain  enough,  was  a  flesh-and-blood  maiden,  glorious  in 


hand ;  if  vanqmstied,  He  loses  nis  own  iieuu 
issue,  such  is  the  fair  Amazon's  strength, 
experiment  has  shown  to  be  the  only  probable 
SiegfriwI,  who  knows  something  of  Brunhild 
votes  flcjirlv  ajjainst  the  whole  ciiter)>rise  ;  ho 
has  once  for  all  got  the  whim  in  him,  and  m 
The  prudent  Hagen  von  IVoneg,  uncle  to  lovi 
and  ever  true  to  him,  then  advises  that  Siegfri' 
to  take  part  in  the  adventure ;  to  which  re 
readily  accedes  on  one  condition :  that,  shoi 
fortunate,  he  himself  is  to  have  Chriemliild  to 
return.  This  readily  settled,  he  now  takes 
business,  and  throws  a  little  light  on  it  for  the 
must  lead  no  aiiny  thither ;  only  two,  Hagen 
besides  the  king  and  himself,  shall  go.  The 
of  warfc'  (clothes)  is  neit  hinted  at,  an<l  in 
elucidated  ;  whereupon  a  solemn  consultation  i 
ensues ;  and  a  great  cutting-out,  on  her  par 
from  Araby,  of  green  silk  from  Za;(emang,  < 
skins  covered  with  morocco  silk  ;  a  great  sew 
seven  weeks,  on  the  part  of  her  maids ;  laai 
of  the  three  suits  by  each  hero,  for  wich  h 
bpAi^ipct  thanks  in  return,  seeing  all  fitted 
wj      >t  nrace  and  nrice  m         rable.      What  i 
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of  the  Tarnkappe  with  great  frankness  and  simplicity.  *  Of 
wild  dwarfs  {getwergen)^  says  he,  *  I  have  heard  tell,  they  are 
in  hollow  mountains,  and  for  defence  wear  somewhat  called 
TamkappCj  of  wondrous  sort^;  the  qualities  of  which  gar- 
ment, that  it  renders  invisible,  and  gives  twelve  menu's 
strength,  are  already  known  to  us. 

The  voyage  to  Isenstein,  Siegfried  steering  the  ship  thither, 
is  happily  accomplished  in  twenty  days.  Gunther  admires 
to  a  high  degree  the  fine  masonry  of  the  place ;  as  indeed  he 
well  might,  tiiere  being  some  eighty-six  towers,  three  immense 
palaces  and  one  immense  hall,  the  whole  built  of  *  marble 
green  as  grass  ^ ;  farther  he  sees  many  fair  women  looking 
from  the  windows  down  on  the  bark,  and  thinks  the  loveliest 
is  she  in  the  snow-white  dress ;  which,  Siegfiried  informs  him, 
is  a  worthy  choice ;  the  snow-white  maiden  being  no  other 
than  Brunhild.  It  is  also  to  be  kept  in  mind  that  Siegfried, 
for  reasons  known  best  to  himself,  had  previously  stipulated 
that,  though  a  free  king,  they  should  all  treat  him  as  vassal 
of  Gunther,  for  whom  accordingly  he  holds  the  stirrup,  as  they 
mount  on  the  beach ;  thereby  giving  rise  to  a  misconception, 
which  in  the  end  led  to  saddest  consequences. 

Queen  Brunhild,  who  had  called  back  her  maidens  from 
the  windows,  being  a  strict  disciplinarian,  and  retired  into 
the  interior  of  her  green  marble  Isenstein,  to  dress  still  better, 
now  inquires  of  some  attendant.  Who  these  strangers  of  such 
lordly  aspect  are,  and  what  brings  them  ?  The  attendant 
professes  himself  at  a  loss  to  say;  one  of  them  looks  like 
Siegfried,  the  other  is  evidently  by  his  port  a  noble  king. 
His  notice  of  Von  Troneg  Hagen  is  peculiarly  vivid  : 

The  third  of  those  companions    He  is  of  aspect  stem. 
And  yet  with  lovely  body.    Rich  queen^  as  ye  might  discern. 
From  those  hU  rapid  glances.    For  the  eyes  nought  rest  in  him, 
Meseems  this  foreign  Recke    Is  of  temper  fierce  and  g^m. 

This  is  one  of  those  little  graphic  touches,  8cattei*ed  all 
over  our  Poem,  which  do  more  for  picturing  out  an  object. 


which,  however,  he,  with  polished  courtesy  a 
address,  ever  at  his  command,  softens  down, 
he  is  here,  without  will  of  his  own,  and  st 
attendant  on  his  master,  the  renowned  Kin 
comes  to  sue  for  her  hand,  as  the  sunmiit  ant 
earthly  blessings.  Brunhild,  who  had  determ 
Siegfried  himself,  if  so  he  willed  it,  makes  i 
this  King  Gimther  or  his  prowess ;  and  iat 
ground,  and  equips  her  for  battle.  The  n 
have  looked  a  little  blank  when  he  saw  a  si 
for  his  fair  one's  handling,  *  three  spans  thici 
iron,'  which  four  chamberlains  could  hardly  b 
or  javelin  she  meant  to  shoot  or  hurl,  whic 
for  tJiree.  Hagcn,  in  angry  apprehension  f 
nephew,  exclaims  that  they  shall  all  lose  Ha 
that  she  is  the  tiuvela  vrip,  or  Devil's  wif 
Siegfried  is  already  there  in  his  Cloak  of  1 
men  strong,  and  privily  whispers  in  the  ear 
of  comfort ;  takes  the  shield  to  himself.  Gun 
ing  to  hold  it,  and  so  tronts  the  edge  of  hi 
perfonns  pi-odigies  of  spear-hurling,  of  leaj 
pitching;  but  Gunther,  or  rather  Siegfried, 
WL  ictii  iture8,'nay, 
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assembled  a  fit  train  of  warriors ;  wherein  the  Burgundians, 
being  here  without  retinue,  see  symptoms  or  possibilities  of 
mischief.  The  deft  Siegfried,  ablest  of  men,  again  knows  a 
resource.  In  his  Tamkappe  he  steps  on  board  the  bark, 
which,  seen  from  the  shore,  appears  to  drift-off  of  its  own 
accord;  and  therein,  stoutly  steering  towards  Nibelungen- 
landj  he  reaches  that  mysterious  country  and  the  mountain 
where  his  Hoard  lies,  before  the  second  morning ;  finds  Dwarf 
Alberich  and  all  his  giant  sentinels  at  their  post,  and  faithful 
almost  to  the  death ;  these  soon  rouse  him  thirty  thousand 
Nibelungen  Recken,  from  whom  he  has  only  to  choose  one 
thousand  of  the  best ;  equip  them  splendidly  enough ;  and 
therewith  return  to  Gunther,  simply  as  if  they  were  that 
sovereign'^s  own  bodyguard,  that  had  been  delayed  a  little  by 
stress  of  weather. 

The  final  arrival  at  Worms;  the  bridal  feasts,  for  there 
are  two,  Siegfried  also  receiving  his  reward ;  and  the  joyance 
and  splendour  of  man  and  maid,  at  this  lordliest  of  high- 
tides  ;  and  the  joustings,  greater  than  those  at  Aspramont  or 
Montauban, — every  reader  can  fancy  for  himself.  Remark- 
able only  is  the  evil  eye  with  which  Queen  Brunhild  still 
continues  to  r^ard  the  noble  Siegfried.  She  cannot  under- 
stand how  Gunther,  the  Landlord  of  the  Rhine,^  should  have 
bestowed  his  sister  on  a  vassal :  the  assurance  that  Siegfried 
also  is  a  prince  and  heir-apparent,  the  prince  namely  of 
Netherland,  and  little  inferior  to  Burgundian  majesty  itself, 
yields  no  complete  satisfaction  ;  and  Brunhild  hints  plainly 
that,  unless  the  truth  be  told  her,  unpleasant  consequences 
may  follow.  Thus  is  there  ever  a  ravelled  thread  in  the  web 
of  life !  But  for  this  little  cloud  of  spleen,  these  bridal  feasts 
had  been  all  bright  and  balmy  as  the  month  of  June.  Un- 
luckily too,  the  cloud  is  an  electric  one;  spreads  itself  in 
time  into  a  general  earthquake ;  nay,  that  very  night  becomes 

^  Der  Wirt  von  Rifu  :  singular  enough,  the  word  tVirtJk,  often  applied  to 
royalty  in  that  old  dialect,  is  now  also  the  title  of  innkeepers.  To  such  hase  uses 
nay  we  come. 


1  spirit,  with  » 
purity  of  soul,  he  describes  things  unattemp 
or  rhyme, — we  could  a  tale  unfold  !  Suffice 
Guuther,  Landlord  of  the  Rhiue,  falling  sheet 
third  heaven  of  hope,  find;*  his  spouse  the  ni 
intractahle  of  women;  and  himself,  at  the  < 
venture,  nowise  encircled  io  her  arms,  but  tie* 
hand  and  foot,  in  her  girdle,  and  hung  tl 
siderable  eleiation,  on  a  noil  in  the  wall.  I> 
sensibiJitj  figure  the  emotions  of  the  royal 
he  vibrates  suspended  on  his  peg,  and  his  i 
sleeping  sound  in  her  bed  below  !  Towor 
capitulates;  engaging  to  observe  the  prescrib 
duct  with  utmost  strictness,  so  he  may  but  av 
laughing- stock  to  all  men. 

No  wonder  the  dread  king  looked  rather  gi 
ing,  and  received  the  congratulations  of  man 
manner.  He  confesses  to  Siegfried,  who  part! 
it  may  be,  that  he  has  brought  the  'evil  dev: 
house  in  the  shape  of  wife,  whereby  he  is  wn 
However,  tliere  are  remedies  for  all  things  bu 
ever-serviceable  Siegfried  undertakes  even  her 
crooked  strai(;ht.    What  nmv  nnf  an  hon'"'-  '^ 
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presents  to  his  own  fond  wife,  little  dreaming  that  thej  would 
one  day  cost  him  and  her,  and  all  of  them,  so  dear.  Such 
readers  as  take  any  interest  in  poor  Gunther  will  be  gratified 
to  learn,  that  from  this  hour  Bninhild'^s  preternatural  fBLculties 
quite  left  her,  being  all  dependent  on  her  maidhood ;  so  that 
any  more  spear-hurling,  or  other  the  like  extraordinary  work, 
is  not  to  be  apprehended  from  her. 

If  we  add,  that  Siegfried  formally  made  over  to  his  dear 
Chriemhild  the  Nibelungen  Hoard,  by  way  of  Morgengabe  (or, 
as  we  may  say,  Jointure) ;  and  the  high-tide,  though  not  the 
honeymoon  being  past,  returned  to  Netherland  with  his 
spouse,  to  be  welcomed  there  with  infinite  rejoicings^ — ^we 
have  gone  through  as  it  were  the  First  Act  of  this  Tragedy ; 
and  may  here  pause  to  look  round  us  for  a  moment.  Hie 
main  characters  are  now  introduced  on  the  scene,  the  relations 
that  bind  them  together  are  dimly  sketched  oat :  there  is  the 
prompt,  cheerfully  heroic,  invulnerable  and  invincible  Sieg- 
fned,  now  happiest  of  men ;  the  high  Chriemhild,  fiUy-mated, 
and  if  a  moon,  revolving  glorious  round  her  sun,  or  Friedd 
(joy  and  darUng) ;  not  without  pride  and  female  aspirings, 
yet  not  prouder  than  one  so  gifted  and  placed  is  pardonable 
for  being.  On  the  other  hand,  we  have  King  Gunther,  or 
rather  let  us  say  king^s-mantle  Gunther,  for  never  except  in 
that  one  enterprise  of  courting  Brunhild,  in  which  too,  with- 
out help,  he  would  have  cut  so  poor  a  figure,  does  the  worthy 
sovereign  show  will  of  his  own,  or  character  other  than  that 
of  good  potter^s  clay ;  farther,  the  suspicious,  forecasting,  yet 
stout  and  reckless  Hagen,  him  with  the  rapid  gUmces^  and 
these  turned  not  too  kindly  on  Si^^ed,  whose  prowess  he 
has  used  yet  dreads,  whose  Nibelungen  Hoard  he  perhaps 
already  covets;  lastly,  the  rigorous  and  vigorous  Brunhild, 
of  whom  also  more  is  to  be  feared  than  helped.  Considering 
the  fierce  natiure  of  these  now  mingled  ingredients  ;  and 
how,  except  perhaps  in  the  case  of  Gunther,  there  is  no 
menstruum  of  placid  stupidity  to  soften  them ;  except  in 
Siegfried,  no  element  of  heroic  truth  to  master  them  and 


uncle  and  Brunhild  repay  in  kind.  I'he  Nib 
is  still  open  and  inexhaustible ;  Dwarf  Alberii 
Recken  there  still  loyal ;  outward  relations  fr 
supremely  prosperous :  these  are  halcyon  da; 
they  cannot  last.  Vueen  Brunhild,  retaining  w 
tenacity  her  first  notion,  right  or  wrong,  reflecl 
Siegfried,  who  ia  and  shall  be  nothing  but 
vassal,  has  for  a  long  while  paid  him  no  servi< 
mined  on  a  remedy,  manages  that  Siegfried 
shall  be  invited  to  a  high-tide  at  Worms,  wht 
may  chance  fur  enforcing  that  claim.  Thith 
after  ten  years'  absence,  we  find  these  iilustriouf 
ing;  Siegfried  escorted  by  a  thousand  Nibel 
and  farther  by  his  father  Siegemund  who  le 
Netherlanders.  Here  for  eleven  days,  amid  inl 
there  is  a  true  heaven -on -earth  :  hut  the  app 
already  lying  in  the  knightly  ring,  and  tw( 
proudest  and  keenest -tempered  of  the  world, 
stoop  to  lift  it.  Aventiure  Fourteenth  is  enti 
two  queens  rated  one  another.'  Never  was  coi 
gate  uttered,  or  which  came  more  directly  hot 
ness  and  hosoms  of  women.  The  subject  is  tli 
Precedence,  which  indeed,  from  the  time 
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who  is  master  of  whom,  and  a  proper  drawing-room  etiquette 
established. 

Brunhild  and  Chriemhild  take  to  arguing  about  the  merits 
of  their  husbands :  the  latter,  fondly  expatiating  on  the  pre- 
eminence of  her  Friedelf  how  he  walks  *  like  the  moon  among 
stars  ^  before  all  other  men,  is  reminded  by  her  sister  that  one 
man  at  least  must  be  excepted,  the  mighty  King  Gunther  of 
Worms,  to  whom  by  his  own  confession  long  ago  at  Isenstein, 
he  is  vassal  and  servant.  Chriemhild  will  sooner  admit  that 
clay  is  above  sunbeams,  than  any  such  proposition;  which 
therefore  she,  in  all  politeness,  requests  of  her  sister  never 
more  to  touch  upon  while  she  lives.  The  resnlt  may  be  fore- 
seen :  rejoinder  follows  reply,  statement  grows  assertion ; 
flint-sparks  have  fallen  on  the  dry  flax,  which  from  smoke 
bursts  into  conflagmtion.  The  two  queens  part  in  hottest, 
though  still  clear-flaming  anger.  Not,  however,  to  let  their 
anger  bum  out,  but  only  to  feed  it  with  more  solid  fiiel. 
Chriemhild  dresses  her  forty  maids  in  finer  than  royal  apparel ; 
orders  out  all  her  husband'^s  Recken ;  and  so  attended,  walks 
foremost  to  the  Minster,  where  mass  is  to  be  said  ;  thus  prac- 
tically asserting  that  she  is  not  only  a  true  queen,  but  the 
worthier  of  the  two.  Brunhild,  quite  outdone  in  splendour, 
and  enraged  beyond  all  patience,  overtakes  her  at  the  door  of 
the  Minster,  with  peremptory  order  to  stop :  *'  before  king^s 
wife  shall  vassaPs  never  go.^ 

Then  said  the  fair  Chriemhilde^    Right  angry  was  her  mood  : 
'*  Couldest  thou  bat  hold  thy  peaoe^    It  were  surely  fbr  thy  good ; 
Thyself  hast  all  polluted    With  shame  thy  fidr  bodye ; 
How  can  a  Concubine    By  right  a  King's  wife  be?" 

''  Whom  hast  thou  Concubined  }"    The  King^s  wife  quickly  spake ; 
''  That  do  I  thee/  said  Chriemhild  ;    ''  For  thy  pride  and  vaunting's 

sake; 
Who  first  had  thy  fair  body    Was  Siegfried  my  beloved  Man  ; 
My  Brother  it  was  not    That  thy  maidhood  from  thee  wan." 

In  proof  of  which  outrageous  saying,  she  produces  that 
Ring  and  Girdle ;  the  innocent  conquest  of  which,  as  we  well 


it  lies  beyond  man's  control.  Siegrried 
innocence  of  that  calumny,  and  chastise  his 
for  uttering  it  even  in  the  heat  of  anger :  th 
wonnded  beyond  healing ;  the  old  springs  of  I 
this  hero  unite  into  a  fell  flood  of  hate ;  t 
sunlight,  she  cannot  know  a  joyful  hour.  A 
offered  her :  Hagen,  who  lives  only  for  his  p 
this  bad  service;  by  treacherous  profession 
and  anxiety  to  guard  Siegfrieds  life,  he  gains 
the  secret  of  his  vulnerability ;  Siegfried  ii 
hunt ;  and  in  the  hour  of  frankest  gaiety  is 
the  fatal  spot;  and,  felling  the  murderer  to 
upbraiding  his  false  kindred,  yet,  with  a  tot 
recommendiug  his  child  and  wife  to  their  pn 
h^  feel  that  she  is  your  sister;  was  ther 
princes,  be  tme  to  her :  for  me  my  Father  t 
long  wait."  The  flowers  all  around  were  w 
then  he  struggled  with  death  ;  not  long 
weapon  cut  him  too  keen  ;  so  he  could  spi 
the  Recke  bold  and  noble." 

At  this  point,  we  might  sny,  ends  the  '1 
Tragedy ;  the  whole  story  henceforth  take 
acter ;  it  is  as  if  a  tone  of  sorrow  and  fatef 
more  sad  more  audible  in  its  free  light  muri 
duced  new  evil  in  fatal  augmentation :  inj 
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abroad  unpunished;  the  bleeding  corpse  witnesses  against 
Hagen,  nay,  he  himself  cares  not  to  hide  the  deed.  But  who 
is  there  to  avenge  the  friendless?  Siegfried's  Father  has 
returned  in  haste  to  his  own  land ;  Chriemhild  is  now  alone 
on  the  earth,  her  husband^s  grave  is  all  that  remains  to  her ; 
there  only  can  she  sit,  as  if  waiting  at  the  threshold  of  her 
own  dark  home;  and  in  prayers  and  tears  pour  out  the 
sorrow  and  love  that  have  no  end.  Still  farther  injuries  are 
heaped  on  her:  by  advice  of  the  crafty  Hagen,  Gunther, 
who  had  not  planned  the  murder,  yet  permitted  and  wit- 
nessed it,  now  comes  with  whining  professions  of  repentance 
and  good-will;  persuades  her  to  send  for  the  Nibelungen 
Hoard  to  Worms ;  where  no  sooner  is  it  arrived,  than  Hagen 
and  the  rest  forcibly  take  it  from  her ;  and  her  last  trust  in 
affection  or  truth  from  mortal  is  rudely  cut  away.  Bent  to 
the  earth,  she  weeps  only  for  her  lost  Siegfried,  knows  no 
comfort,  but  will  weep  forever. 

One  lurid  gleam  of  hope,  after  long  years  of  darkness, 
breaks  in  on  her,  in  the  prospect  of  revenge.  King  Etzel 
sends  from  his  far  country  to  solicit  her  hand :  the  embassy 
she  hears  at  first,  as  a  woman  of  ice  might  do;  the  good 
Rudiger,  EtzePs  spokesman,  pleads  in  vain  that  his  king  is 
the  richest  of  all  earthly  kings ;  that  he  is  so  lonely  *  since 
Frau  Helke  died  ^ ;  that  though  a  heathen,  he  has  Christians 
about  him,  and  may  one  day  be  converted:  till  at  length, 
when  he  hints  distantly  at  the  power  of  Etzel  to  avenge  her 
injuries,  she  on  a  sudden  becomes  all  attention.  Hagen,  fore- 
seeing such  possibilities,  protests  against  the  match ;  but  is 
overruled :  Chriemhild  departs  with  Rudiger  for  the  land  of 
the  Huns ;  taking  cold  leave  of  her  relations ;  only  two  of 
whom,  her  brothers  Gemot  and  Giselher,  innocent  of  that 
murder,  does  she  admit  near  her  as  convoy  to  the  Donau. 

The  Nibelungen  Hoard  has  hitherto  been  fatal  to  all  its 
possessors ;  to  the  two  sons  of  Nibelung ;  to  Siegfried  its 
conqueror:  neither  does  the  Burgundian  Royal  House  fare 
better  with  it.    Already,  discords  threatening  to  arise,  Hagen 


Song,  or  Nibelungen  Noth  (Nibelungen's  Need, 
or  final  wreck  and  abolition). 

ITie  Fifth  Act  of  our  strange  eventful  Iiiston 
Chriemhild  has  a  kind  husband,  of  hosjiitable  c 
troubles  himself  little  about  her  secret  feelinj 
With  his  permission,  she  sends  two  miiistre] 
Burgundian  Court  to  a  high-tide  at  Etzel's ;  i 
the  messengers  to  say  that  she  is  happy,  an 
GunthM-'s  champions  with  them.  Her  eye  ' 
but  she  could  not  single  him  from  the  rest 
days'  deliberation,  Gunther  answers  that  he  wiJ 
has  loudly  dissuaded  the  journey,  but  ngaia 
*  It  is  hie  fate,'  says  a  commentator,  '  like  Cas.' 
foresee  the  evil,  and  ever  to  be  disregarded, 
his  ear  against  the  inward  voice  ;  aud  now  i 
uttered  to  the  deaf.'  He  argues  long,  bu 
young  Gemot  hints  at  last  that  this  aversii 
personal  fear  ; 

Then  spake  Vou  IVoiieg  Hsgeii  :  "  Nowi»e  U  it 
So  you  commBnd  it.  Heroes,  Then  up,  gird  on  ; 
I  ride  with  you  the  foremost  Into  King  Etzel's 
Since  tben  full  many  a  helm    Wm  shivered  by  1; 
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innocently  graceful  style  of  narrative,  we  had  translated  some 
considerable  portion  of  this  Twenty-fifth  Aventiure^  *  How 
the  Nibelungen  inarched  (fared)  to  the  Huns,^  into  verses  as 
literal  as  might  be ;  which  now,  alas,  look  mournfully  different 
from  the  original ;  almost  like  Scriblerus^s  shield  when  the 
barbarian  housemaid  hsA  scoured  it !  Nevertheless,  to  do  for 
the  reader  what  we  can,  let  somewhat  of  that  modernised 
ware,  such  as  it  is,  be  set  before  him.  The  brave  Nibelungen 
are  on  the  eve  of  departure  ;  and  about  ferrying  over  the 
Rhine :  and  here  it  may  be  noted  that  Worms,^  with  our  old 
Singer,  lies  not  in  its  true  position,  but  at  some  distance  from 

^  Thb  City  of  Worms,  had  we  a  right  imagination,  ought  to  be  as  venerable 
to  us  Modems,  as  any  Thebes  or  Troy  was  to  the  Ancients.  Whether  founded 
by  the  Gods  or  not,  it  is  of  quite  unknown  antiquity,  and  has  witnessed  the  most 
wonderful  things.  Within  authentic  times,  the  Romans  were  here ;  and  if  tradi- 
tion may  be  credited,  Attila  also ;  it  was  the  seat  of  the  Anstrasian  kings ;  the 
frequent  residence  of  Charlemagne  himself ;  innumerable  Festivals,  High-tides, 
Tournaments,  and  Imperial  Diets  were  held  in  it,  of  which  latter,  one  at  least, 
that  where  Luther  appeared  in  1521,  will  be  forever  remembered  by  all  man- 
kind. Nor  is  Worms  more  famous  in  history  than,  as  indeed  we  may  see  here, 
it  is  in  romance ;  whereof  many  monuments  and  vestiges  remain  to  this  day, 
*  A  pleasant  meadow  there,'  says  Von  der  Hagen,  '  is  still  called  Chriemhild*8 
Rosengavien,  The  name  Worms  itself  is  derived  (Qr  Legendary  Etymology)  from 
the  Dragon,  or  IVarm,  which  Siegfried  slew,  the  figure  of  which  once  formed 
the  City  Arms  ;  in  past  times,  there  was  also  to  be  seen  here  an  ancient  strong 
RUsen  Ham  (Giant's-house),  and  many  a  memorial  of  Siegfried :  his  Lance,  66 
feet  long  (almost  80  English  feet),  in  the  Cathedral ;  his  Statue,  of  gigantic  sixe, 
on  the  Ntue  Thurm  (New  Tower)  on  the  Rhine ' ;  etc.  etc.  '  And  lastly  the 
Siegfried's  Chapel,  in  primeval,  Pre-Gothic  Architecture,  not  long  since  pulled 
down.  In  the  time  of  the  MHstirsdngtrs  too,  the  Stadtrath  was  bound  to  give 
every  master,  who  sang  the  lay  of  Siegfried  {MHsUrlUd  von  SUgfrUden^  the 
purport  of  which  is  now  unknown),  without  mistake,  a  certain  gratuity.'  Glos' 
sary  to  the  Nibelungen^  §  Worms, 

One  is  sorry  to  learn  that  this  famed  Imperial  City  is  no  longer  Imperial,  but 
much  fallen  in  every  way  from  its  palmy  state ;  the  30,000  inhabitants  to  be 
found  there  in  Gustavus  Adolphus'  time,  having  now  declined  into  some  6800, 
— '  who  maintain  themselves  by  wine-growing,  Rhine-boats,  tobacco-manu&c- 
ture,  and  making  sugar-of-lead.'  So  hard  has  war,  which  respects  nothing, 
pressed  on  Worms,  ill-placed  for  safety,  on  the  hostile  border :  Lonvob,  or 
Louis  XIV.,  in  1689,  had  it  utterly  devastated ;  whereby  in  the  interior,  'spaces 
that  were  once  covered  with  buildings  are  now  gardens.'  See  Cofw,  L$xicon^ 
§  Worms, 


Itrave  teuts  aud  hutches  You  suw  raised  on  thi 
Other  side  the  Rhine-stream  That  camp  it  pitc 
The  king  to  Btay  a  while  Was  besought  of  his 
That  night  she  gair  him  irith  her.     And  never  n 

Trampeta  and  flutea  spoke  out.    At  dawning  of 

'ITiat  time  whs  cunie  for  parliiiy.  So  they  roue  ■ 
Who  loved-one  had  in  arma  Did  kiss  that  aami 
And  fond  farewells  were  bidden     By  rause  of  E' 

Frau  Ute's  noble  sous  They  had  a  serving^^an 
A  brave  one  aad  a  true :  Or  ever  tlm  march  be 
He  speaketh  to  Kiiig  Ounther,  What  for  hia  a 
He  said  :  "  Woe  for  this  journey,  1  grieve  beo 
He,  Kumold  hight,  the  Sewer,  ^Vas  known  m 
He  spake :  "  \Vhom  shall  this  people  And  lam 
Woe  on't  will  nought  persuade  ye.  Brave  Reel 
Frau  Chriemhiid's  flattering  message  No  good  < 
"The  land  to  thee  be  trasted.  And  my  fair  bo; 
And  serve  tbou  weU  the  womeo,  I  tell  tfae«  en 
Wbomso  thou  (indest  weeping  Her  heart  give  i 
No  harm  to  one  of  us  King  Etzel's  wife  will  do 
The  steeds  were  standing  reiady.  For  the  Kiiijp 
With  kisses  londerest  Took  leave  full  many  thi 
^Vho,  in  gallant  cheer  and  hope.  To  march  wei 
Them  since  thnt  day  bewaileth  Many  a  noble  w 
But  wImd  tin  rapid  K«ek«i    Tottk  bant  and  mi 
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The  Nibelungen  lUcken  ^    DO.  mMreh  with  them  as  w^. 

In  a  thousand  glittering  hauberks.    Who  at  home  had  ta'en  fiurewell 

Of  many  a  fair  woman    Should  see  them  never  more : 

The  wound  of  her  brave  Siegfried    Did  grieve  Chriemhilde  tore. 

Then  'gan  they  shape  their  journey    Towards  the  River  Maine, 
All  on  through  East  Franconia,    King  Gunther  and  his  train ; 
Hagen  he  was  their  leader,    Of  old  did  know  the  way ; 
Dankwart  did  keep,  as  marshal.    Their  ranks  in  good  array. 

As  they,  from  East  Franeonia,    The  Salfield  rode  along. 
Might  you  have  seen  them  prancing,    A  bright  and  lordly  throng. 
The  Princes  and  their  vassals,    AU  heroes  of  great  £une : 
The  twelfth  mom  brave  King  Gunther    Unto  the  Donau  came. 

There  rode  Von  Troneg  Hagen,    The  foremost  of  that  host^ 
He  was  to  the  Nibelungen    The  guide  they  lov'd  the  most : 
The  Ritter  keen  dismounted.    Set  foot  on  the  sandy  ground. 
His  steed  to  a  tree  he  tied.    Looked  wistful  all  around. 

''  Much  scaith,"  Von  Troneg  said,    "  May  lightly  chance  to  thee. 
King  Gunther,  by  this  tide.    As  thou  with  eyes  mayst  see : 
The  river  is  overflowing.    Full  strong  runs  here  its  stream. 
For  crossing  of  this  Donau    Some  counsel  might  well  beseem." 

"  What  counsel  hast  thou,  brave  Hagen,"    King  Gunther  then  did 

^'Of  thy  own  wit  and  cunning?    Dishearten  me  not,  I  pray : 

Thyself  the  ford  wilt  find  us.    If  knightly  skill  it  can. 

That  safe  to  yonder  shore    We  may  pass  both  horse  and  flMO." 

^'To  me,  I  trow,"  spake  Hagen,    "  Life  hath  not  grown  so  cheap. 
To  go  with  will  and  drown  me    In  riding  these  waters  deep ; 
But  first,  of  men  some  few    By  this  hand  of  mine  shall  die. 
In  great  King  Etsel's  country.    As  best  good-will  have  I. 

But  bide  ye  here  by  the  River,    Ye  Hitters  brisk  and  sound. 
Myself  will  seek  some  boatman.    If  boatman  here  be  found. 
To  row  us  at  his  ferry.    Across  to  Gelfrat's  land : " 
The  Troheger  grasped  his  buckler.    Fared  forth  along  the  strand. 


^  These  are  the  Nibelungen  proper  who  had  come  to  Worms  with  Siegfried, 
on  the  famed  bridal  joamey  firom  Isenitein,  long  ago.    Observe^  at  the  same 
time,  that  ever  since  the  Niiiltm^in  Hoard  was  transfierred  to  Rhinehmd,  the 
whole  subjects  of  King  Gunther  are  often  called  Nibelungen,  and  their  subse 
quent  history  is  this  Nibthtmgm  Song. 

VOL.  II.  E 


To  cool  thflir  fair  bodyes.    Were  merrilf  bAthiaj 

From  these  Mer-women,  who  '  Bkimmed 
cygnets '  at  sight  of  him,  Hagen  snatches  up 
raiment ' ;  on  condition  of  returning  which 
his  fortune ;  bow  this  expedition  ii  to  s 
fsvourebly : 

She  »lil :  "  To  Et«l"i  country  Of  a  truth  j^  w 
For  here  I  pledge  my  haiiJ,  Now  kUI  me  if  I  Ui 
That  heroei  seeking  honour  Did  never  arrive  tl 
So  richly  u  ye  shall  do.    Believe  thon  surely  tk 

But  no  sooner  is  the  wondrous  raiment  m 
they  change  their  tale ;  for  ia  spite  of  that  u 
it  appears  every  one  of  the  adventurous  Beck 

Outipake  the  wild  Mer-woman  :  "  I  tell  thee  it « 
Of  all  your  gallaat  boat  No  man  shall  be  left  al 
Except  King  Gantfaer's  ohapluo.  At  we  full  we 
He  only,  home  returning.    To  the  Rhine-land  bi 

Then  spake  Von  Troneg  Hagen,  Hii  wrath  did 
"  Such  tidings  to  my  master  I  were  right  loath 
That  in  King  Etzel'i  country  We  all  must  lose 
Yet  show  me  over  the  water,     'Iliou  wise  all-kno 
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ing  and  offers  of  gold  clasps,  bestirs  him  lustily  at  the  iiamo 
of  Amelrich ;  but  the  more  indignant  is  he,  on  taking-in  his 
fare,  to  find  it  a  counterfeit.  He  orders  Hagen,  if  he  loves 
his  life,  to  leap  out. 

''Now  say  not  that^"  spake  Hagen ;    "  Right  hard  am  I  bested^ 
Take  from  me  for  good  friendship    This  clasp  of  gold  to  red ; 
And  row  our  thousand  heroes    And  steeds  across  this  river." 
Then  spake  the  wrathful  boatman^    "  That  will  I  surely  never." 

Then  one  of  his  oars  he  lifted.     Right  broad  it  was  and  long. 
He  struck  it  down  on  Hagen,    Did  the  hero  mickle  wrong. 
That  in  the  boat  he  staggered.    And  alighted  on  his  knee ; 
Other  such  wrathful  boatman    Did  never  the  Troneger  see. 

His  proud  unbidden  guest    He  would  now  provoke  still  more. 
He  struck  his  head  so  stoutly  that  it  broke  in  twain  the  oar. 
With  strokes  on  head  of  Hagen ;    He  was  a  sturdy  wight : 
Nathless  had  Gelfrat's  boatman    Small  profit  of  that  fight. 

With  fiercely-raging  spirit    The  Troneger  turn'd  him  round, 
Clutch'd  quick  enough  his  scabbard.    And  a  weapon  there  he  found ; 
He  smote  his  head  from  off  him.    And  cast  it  on  the  sand. 
Thus  had  that  wrathful  boatman    His  death  from  Hagen's  hand. 

Even  as  Von  Troneg  Hagen    The  wrathful  boatman  slew. 

The  boat  whirl'd  round  to  the  river.     He  had  work  enough  to  do ; 

Or  ever  he  turn'd  it  shorewards.    To  weary  he  began. 

But  kept  full  stoutly  rowing.     The  bold  King  Gunther's  man. 

He  wheeled  it  back,  brave  Hagen,     With  many  a  lusty  stroke, 
The  strong  oar,  with  such  rowing.    In  his  hand  aaunder  broke ; 
He  fain  would  reach  the  Recken,    All  waiting  on  the  shore. 
No  tackle  now  he  had  ;    Hei,^  how  deftly  he  spliced  the  oar. 

With  thong  from  off  his  buckler  !    It  was  a  slender  band ; 
Right  over  against  a  forest    He  drove  the  boat  to  land ; 
Where  Gunther's  Recken  waited.    In  crowds  along  the  beach ; 
Full  many  a  goodly  hero    Moved  down  his  boat  to  reach. 


^  These  apparently  insignificant  drcamstances,  down  even  to  mending  the  oar 
from  his  shield,  are  preserved  with  a  singular  fidelity  in  the  most  distorted 
editions  of  the  Tale :  see,  for  example,  the  Danish  ballad,  Lady  GrimhUd's 
Wrack  (translated  in  the  Northern  Anti^ui/us,  p.  275,  by  Mr.  Jamieson).  This 
*  Hei  / '  is  a  brisk  interjection,  whereby  the  worthy  old  Singer  now  and  then 
introduces  his  own  person,  when  anything  very  eminent  is  going  forward. 


to  belie  at  least  this  part  of  the  prophecy,  ai 
hurls  the  chaplain  overboard.  Nay,  as  the  pc 
after  the  boat,  he  pushes  him  down,  regardlef 
straace,  resolved  that  he  shall  die.  Neverthele 
so  ;  the  chaplain  made  for  the  other  side ;  w\ 
failed,  'then  God's  hand  helped  him/  and 
reached  the  shore.  Thus  does  the  stern  trutV 
to  Hagen,  by  the  very  means  he  took  for  e 
thought  with  himself  these  Reckon  must  all  i 
From  this  time,  a  grim  reckless  spirit  takes  po! 
a  courage,  an  audacity,  waxing  more  and  mor 
sti-engUi  of  desperation.  The  passage  once  fin 
the  boat  in  pieces  and  cjists  it  in  the  stream 
others  wonder  at  him. 

"  Why  do  yo  t!iU,  good  brotlier?"     Said  tlie  lUtter 

"  How  shall  we  cron  tfaia  river,     When  the  road  wi 

Returning  home  from  Hunland,     Here  must  we  Uii( 

Not  theD  did  Hagen  tell  him     That  return  no  more 

In  this  shipment  '  into  the  unknown  land, 

the   more   penetrating   sort   of  commentators 

meaning  and  allusion.     The  destruction  of  t 

Ship,  as  of  the  Ship  Argo,  of  .^neas's  Ships, 

a  t      itant   "     are   of  such   traditions :   it   is 
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feaiful  interest  which,  in  gathering  strength,  rises  to  a  really 
tragical  height  in  the  close  of  this  Poem.  Strangely  has  the 
old  Singer,  in  these  his  loose  melodies,  modulated  the  wild 
narrative  into  a  poetic  whole,  with  what  we  might  call  true 
art,  were  it  not  rather  an  instinct  of  genius  still  more  un- 
erring. A  fateful  gloom  now  hangs  over  the  fortunes  of 
the  Nibelungen,  which  deepens  and  deepens  as  they  march 
onwards  to  the  judgment-bar,  till  all  are  engulfed  in  utter 
night. 

Hagen  himself  rises  in  tragic  greatness;  so  helpful,  so 
prompt  and  strong  is  he,  and  true  to  the  death,  though 
without  hope.  If  sin  can  ever  be  pardoned,  then  that  one 
act  of  his  is  pardonable ;  by  loyal  faith,  by  free  daring  and 
heroic  constancy,  he  has  made  amends  for  it.  Well  does  he 
know  what  is  coming ;  yet  he  goes  forth  to  meet  it,  offers  to 
Ruin  his  sullen  welcome.  Warnings  thicken  on  him,  which 
he  treats  lightly,  as  things  now  superfluous.  Spite  of  our 
love  for  Siegfried,  we  must  pity  and  almost  respect  the  lost 
Hagen  now  in  his  extreme  n€»d,  and  fronting  it  so  nobly. 
^  Mixed  was  his  hair  with  a  grey  colour,  his  limbs  strong,  and 
threatening  his  look.^  Nay,  his  sterner  qualities  are  beauti- 
fully tempered  by  another  feeling,  of  which  till  now  we  under- 
stood not  that  he  was  capable, — the  feeling  of  friendship. 
There  is  a  certain  Volker  of  Alsace  here  introduced,  not  for 
the  first  time,  yet  first  in  decided  energy,  who  is  more  to 
Hagen  than  a  brother.  This  Volker,  a  courtier  and  noble,  is 
also  a  Spidmann  (minstrel),  a  Fidelere  gui  (Mdlet  good)  ;  and 
surely  the  prince  of  all  Fideleres;  in  truth  a  very  phoenix, 
melodious  as  the  soft  nightingale,  yet  strong  as  the  royal 
eagle :  for  also  in  the  brunt  of  battle  he  can  play  tunes ;  and 
with  a  Steel  Fiddlebow  beats  strange  music  from  the  deft 
helmets  of  his  enemies.  Tha:^  is,  in  this  continual  allusion 
to  Volker^s  SchwerUfidelbogen  (Swotd-fiddlebow),  as  rude  as 
it  sounds  to  us,  a  barbaric  greatness  and  depth ;  the  light 
minstrel  of  kingly  and  queenly  halls  is  gay  also  in  the  storm 
of  Fate,  its  dire  rushing  pipes  and  whistles  to  him  :  is  he  not 


But  into  these  last  Ten  AvaUiures,  amiusL 
of  a  Doomsday,  we  must  hai-dly  glance  at  pre 
perhaps,  in  the  poetry  of  that  or  any  other  age 
scene  of  pity  and  terror  been  exhibited  than 
look  into  it  clearly.      At  eiery  ntw  step  new 
arise.     Dietrich  of  Bern  meets  the  Nibelunger 
with  ominous  warnings :    but  warnings,  as  we 
superfluous,  when  the  evil  ibtelf  is  apparent 
Chrienihild,   wasted   and    exasperated    here  in 
Medea,  openly  threatens  Hagen,  but  is  openly 
he  and  Volkcr  retire  to  a  seat  before  her  palaa 
while  she  advances  in  angry  tears,  with  a  c 
Huns,  to  destroy  them.     But  Hagen  has  Si^ 
lying  naked  on  his  knee,  the  Minstrel   b]bo 
keen  Fiddlebow,  and  the  Huns  dare  not  proi 
Chriemhild  would  fain  single  out  Hagen  for 
Hagen,  like  other  men,  stands  not  alone ;   ai 
fection  which  will  not  rest  with  one  victim 
not  of  his  crime,  the  others  also  must  share 
Singularly  touching,  in  the  mean  while,  is  Kii 
ance  of  what  every  one  else  undei^tands  too 
in  peaceful  hospitable  spirit,  he  exerts  hims) 

""""'        ^' — "-ni  rr.)Mi-K  of  his.  who  aTC  \ 

t        wayworn 
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a  careworn  soul.'  It  was  their  last  lullaby ;  they  were  to  sleep 
no  more.  Armed  men  appear,  but  suddenly  vanish,  in  the 
night ;  assassins  sent  by  Chriemhildi  expecting  no  sentinel :  it 
is  plain  that  the  last  hour  draws  nigh. 

In  the  mommg  the  Nibelungen  are  for  the  Minster  to 
hear  mass;  they  are  putting  on  gay  raiment;  but  Hagen 
tells  them  a  different  tale :  *  ^^  ye  must  take  other  garments, 
Recken  ;  instead  of  silk  shirts  hauberks,  for  rich  mantles  your 
good  shields  :  and,  beloved  masters,  moreover  squires  and  men, 
ye  shall  full  earnestly  go  to  the  church,  and  plain  to  Gk>d  the 
powerful  {Got  dem  richen)  of  your  sorrow  and  utmost  need ; 
and  know  of  a  surety  that  death  for  us  is  nig^.^  ^  In  Etad^s 
Hall,  where  the  Nibelungein  appear  at  the  royal  feast  in  com- 
plete armour,  the  Strife,  incited  by  Chriemhild,  begins;  the 
first  answer  to  her  provocation  is  from  Hagen,  who  hews  off 
the  head  of  her  own  and  Etzel^s  son,  making  it  bound  into 
the  mother^s  bosom  :  ^  then  b^an  among  the  Recken  a  murder 
grim  and  great,^  Dietrich,  with  a  voice  of  preternatural  power, 
commands  pause ;  retires  with  Etzdl  and  Chriemhild ;  and  now 
the  bloody  work  has  free  course.  We  have  heard  of  battles, 
and  massacres,  and  deadly  struggles  in  siege  and  storm ;  but 
seldom  has  even  the  poet^s  imagination  pictured  anything  so 
fierce  and  terrible  as  this.  Host  after  host,  as  they  enter 
that  huge  vaulted  HaU,  perish  in  conflict  with  the  doomed 
Nibelungen ;  and  ever  after  the  terrific  uproar,  ensues  a  still 
more  terrific  silence.  All  night  and  through  morning  it  lasts. 
They  throw  the  dead  from  the  windows;  blood  runs  like 
water ;  the  Hall  is  set  fire  to,  they  quench  it  with  blood,  their 
own  burning  thirst  they  slake  with  blood.  It  is  a  tiunulfc 
like  the  Crack  of  Doom^  a  thousand- voiced,  wild -stunning 
hubbub ;  and,  frightful  like  a  Trump  of  Doom,  the  Szpont- 
Jiddkbow  of  Volker,  who  guards  the  door,  makes  music  to  that 
death-dance.  Nor  are  traits  of  heroism  wanting,  and  thrill- 
ing tones  of  pity  and  love ;  as  in  that  act  of  Rudiger,  Etzel^s 
and  Chriemhild^s  champion,  who,  bound  by  oath,  *  lays  his  soul 
in  God's  hand/  and  enters  that  Grolgotha  to  die  fighting  against 


gift  which  the  hero  good,  so  near  his  last  tif 
him  ;  full  many  a  noble  Ritter  began  to  weep. 
At  laat  Volker  is  alain  ;  they  are  all  slain,  si 
and  Gunther,  faint  and  wounded,  yet  still  unco 
the  bodies  of  the  dead.      Dietndi   tlie  wary, 
and  invincible,  whose  Recken  too,  except  old 
now  finds  ore  all  killed,  though  he  had  charge 
not  to  mix  in  the  (juarrel,  at  last  arms  hims> 
He  subdues  the  two  wearied  Nihelungen,  bind 
them  to  Chriemhild ;    '  and   Heir  Dietrich  w 
weeping  eyes,   worthily  from  the  heroes."      1 
each  other  more.     Chriemhild  demands  of  Ha 
Nihelungen    Hoard   is  f     But   be  answers  be 
swom   never  to  disclose  it,  while  any  of  he 
"  I  bring  it  to  an  end,"  said  the  infunat«d 
her  brother's  head  to  be  struck  ofT,  and  holds  r 
' "  Thou  hast  it  now  according  to  thy  will,"  ae 
the  Hoard   knoweth  none  but  God  and  1 ; 
devil  {vaimililaw),  shall  it  forever  be  hid."' 
with  his  own  sword,  once  her  husband's ;  and 
dead  by  Ilildebrand,  indignant  at  the  woe  sh 
King  Etzel,  there  present,  not  opposing  the 
upon  the  curtun  drops  over  that  wild  scene : 
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!  cannot  say  you  now    What  hath  befidlen  sinee ; 
The  women  all  were  weepings    And  the  Bitten  and  the  prince. 
Also  the  nohle  squires^    Their  dear  friends  lying  dead : 
Here  hath  the  story  ending ;    This  is  the  NibehLtigef/Ct  Need. 

We  have  now  finished  our  slight  analysis  of  this  Poem; 
and  hope  that  readers  who  are  curious  in  this  matter,  and 
ask  themselves.  What  is  the  Nibehmgen?  may  have  here 
found  some  outlines  of  an  answer,  some  help  towards  farther 
researches  of  their  own.  To  such  readers  another  question 
will  suggest  itself:  Whence  this  singular  production  comes 
to  us,  When  and  How  it  originated  ?  On  whidi  point  also, 
what  little  light  our  investigation  has  yidded  may  be 
summarily  given. 

The  worthy  Von  der  Hagen,  who  may  well  understand  the 
Nibehmgen  better  than  any  other  man,  having  rendered  it 
into  the  modem  tongue,  and  twice  edited  it  in  the  original, 
not  without  collating  some  eleven  manuscripts,  and  travelling 
several  thousands  of  miles  to  make  the  last  editi(m  perfect, — 
writes  a  Book  some  years  ago,  rather  boldly  denominated  Hie 
Nibehmgen^  its  Meaning  Jbr  the  present  andjbrever ;  wherein, 
not  content  with  any  measurable  antiquity  of  centuries,  he 
would  fain  claim  an  antiquity  beyond  all  bounds  of  dated 
time.  Working  his  way  with  fSeeble  mine-lamps  of  etymology 
and  the  like,  he  traces  back  the  rudiments  of  his  beloved 
Nibelungeny  ^  to  which  the  flower  of  his  whole  life  has  been 
consecrated,^  into  the  thick  darkness  of  the  Scandinavian 
Ntfheim  and  Muspetheiniy  and  the  Hindoo  Cosmogony ;  con- 
necting it  farther  (as  already  in  part  we  have  incidentally 
pointed  out)  with  the  Ship  Aigo,  with  Jupiter*^  goatskin 
iEgis,  the  fire-creed  of  Zerdusht,  and  even  with  the  heavenly 
Constellations.  His  reasoning  is  somewhat  abstruse ;  yet  an 
honest  zeal,  very  considerable  learning  and  intellectual  force 
bring  him  tolerably  through.  So  much  he  renders  plausible 
or  probable:  that  in  the  Ntbelungen,  under  more  or  less 
defacement,  lie  fragments,  scattered  like  mysterious  Runes, 
yet  still  in  part  decipherable,  of  the  earliest  Thoughts  of 


over,   our   actual    jviMiuxgt...    ^..- 
Narrative,  but  the  second,  or  even  the  third  i 
much  earlier. 

At  what  particular  era  the  primeval  iicti< 
lutigen  passed  from  its  Mythological  into  its  I 
and  the  obscure  spiritunl  elements  of  it  wedd 
the  obscure  reiueinbraDces  of  the  Northern  Im 
the  Twelve  Signs  of  the  Zodiac  became  Twel' 
Attila's  Wife, — there  is  no  fixing  with  the  sn 
It  is  known  from  history  that  Eginhart,  '■ 
Charlemagne,  compiled,  by  order  of  that  id< 
tton  of  the  ancient  German  Songs ;  among  w 
believed  by  antiquaries,  this  Nibelungen  (not  i 
Nibelungen  Lied,  yet  an  older  one  of  simil 
the  main  traditions  of  the  Heldettbuch  com 
may  have  had  honourable  place.  Unluckily  I 
tion  has  quite  ))eri6hed,  and  only  his  Life  of  t 
in  which  this  circumstance  stands  noted,  sui 
curiosity.  One  thing  is  certain,  Fulco  ArchI 
in  the  year  885,  is  introduced  as  'citing 
books,'  to  enforce  some  argument  of  his  by 
Ermerich's  crime  toward  his  relations ' ;  whi 
—J  hi.  ripimp  are  at  this  day  part  and  parce 
tion.'  ana  pivsi        ised  in  uu 
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Chriemhild's  Treachery  to  her  Brothers ' ;  that  is  to  say,  the 
latter  portion  of  the  Story  which  we  still  read  at  greater 
length  in  the  existing  NibeJungen  Lied.  To  which  direct 
evidence,  that  these  traditions  were  universally  known  in  the 
twelfth  century,  nay,  had  been  in  some  shape  committed  to 
writing,  as  ^  German  Books,^  in  the  ninth  or  rather  in  the 
eighth, — we  have  still  to  add  the  probability  of  their  being 
'ancient  songs,^  even  at  that  earliest  date;  all  which  may 
perhaps  carry  us  back  into  the  seventh  or  even  sixth  century ; 
yet  not  farther,  inasmuch  as  certain  of  the  poetic  personages 
that  figure  in  them  belong  historically  to  the  fifth. 

Other  and  more  open  proof  of  antiquity  lies  in  the  fact, 
that  these  Traditions  are  so  universally  diflused.  There  are 
Danish  and  Icelandic  versions  of  them,  externally  more  or 
less  altered  and  distorted,  yet  substantially  real  copies,  pro- 
fessing indeed  to  be  borrowed  from  the  Grerman ;  in  particular 
we  have  the  Ni/Unga  and  the  WUkina  Saget^  composed  in  the 
thirteenth  century,  which  still  in  many  ways  illustrate  the 
Grerman  original.  Innumerable  other  songs  and  sagas  point 
more  remotely  in  the  same  direction.  Nay,  as  Von  der  Hagen 
informs  us,  certain  rhymed  tales,  founded  on  these  old  adven- 
tures, have  been  recovered  from  popular  recitation,  in  the 
Faroe  Islands,  within  these  few  years. 

If  we  ask  now.  What  lineaments  of  Fact  still  exist  in  these 
Traditions ;  what  are  the  Historical  events  and  persons  which 
our  primeval  Mythuses  have  here  united  with,  and  so  strangely 
metamorphosed?  the  answer  is  imsatisfactory  enough.  The 
great  Northern  Immigrations,  unspeakably  momentous  and 
glorious  as  they  were  for  the  Germans,  have  well-nigh  faded 
away  utterly  from  all  vernacular  records.  Some  traces,  never- 
theless, some  names  and  dim  shadows  of  occurrences  in  that 
grand  movement,  still  linger  here ;  which,  in  such  drcumstfiuices, 
we  gather  with  avidity.  Hiere  can  be  no  doubt,  for  example, 
but  this  ^  Etzel,  king  of  Hunland,^  is  the  Attila  of  history ; 
several  of  whose  real  achievements  and  relations  are  faintly 
yet  still  recognisably  pictured  forth  in  these  Poems*     Hius 


of  God  '  plays  but  a  tame  part  here ;  howev( 
though  all  past,  are  still  visible  in  their  fru 
oil  the  Northern  or  German  personages  th 
chiefly  dwells. 

Taking  farther  into  account  the  general  '  < 
of  Northern  Tradition,  whereof  this  NiheluHi 
and  keystone,  there  is,  as  indeed  we  saw  in  t 
certain  Kaiser  Ottiiit  and  a  Dietrich  of  Ber 
it  seems  unreasonable  to  deny  historical  wist 
(Verona),  as  well  as  the  Rabcnicklacht  (Battl 
continually  figuring  in  these  fictions ;  thoug 
Ottnit  we  are  to  understand  Odoacer  the 
under  Dietnch  of  Bern  Tbeodoricus  Veroi 
both  at  Verona  and  Ravenna,  is  by  no  mean 
Chronological  difficulties  stand  much  in  th' 
Dietrich  of  Bern,  as  we  saw  in  the  Nibclutifi 
US  one  of  Etzel's  Champions  :  now  Attila  dii 
450 ;  and  this  Ostrogoth  Theodoric  did  n< 
Battle  at  Verona  till  489;  that  of  R«v 
followed  by  a  three  years'  siege,  hapi»euin| 
that  before  Dietrich  could  become  DietiicI 
had  been  gone  almost  half  a  centuvy  from  tli 
by  this  anachronism,  some  commentators  ha 
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at  fii'sit  (as  in  Procopius)  this  very  Theodoricus  is  always 
written  QevSepix^  which  almost  exactly  corresponds  with  the 
German  sound.  But  such  are  the  mconsistencies  involved  in 
both  hypotheses,  that  we  are  forced  to  conclude  one  of  two 
things  :  either  that  the  Singers  of  those  old  Lays  were  little 
versed  in  the  niceties  of  History,  and  unambitious  of  passing 
for  authorities  therein ;  which  seems  a  remarkably  easy  con- 
clusion :  or  else,  with  Lessing,  that  they  meant  some  quite 
other  series  of  persons  and  transactions,  some  Kaiser  Otto, 
and  his  two  Anti- Kaisers  (in  the  twelfth  century);  which, 
from  what  has  come  to  light  since  Lessing^'s  day,  seems  now 
an  untenable  position. 

However,  as  concerns  the  Nibehmgefij  the  most  remark- 
able  coincidence,  if  genuine,  remains  yet  to  be  mentioned. 
^Thwortz,"  a  Hungarian  CSironicler  (or  perhaps  Chronicle), 
of  we  know  not  what  authority,  relates,  *  that  Attila  left  his 
kingdom  to  his  two  sons  Chaba  and  Aladar,  the  former  by  a 
Grecian  mother,  the  latter  by  Kremheilch  (Chriemhild)  a 
Grerman ;  that  Theodoric,  one  of  his  followers,  sowed  dissen- 
sion between  them ;  and,  along  virith  the  Teutonic  hosts,  took 
part  with  his  half-countryman  the  younger  son ;  whereupon 
rose  a  great  slaughter,  which  lasted  for  fifteen  days,  and  ter- 
minated in  the  defeat  of  Chaba  (the  Greek),  and  his  flight 
into  Asia."  ^  Could  we  but  put  faith  in  this  Thwortz,  we 
might  fancy  that  some  vague  rumour  of  that  Kremheilch 
Tragedy,  swoln  by  the  way,  had  reached  the  German  ear  and 
imagination;  where,  gathering  round  older  Ideas  and  Mythuses, 
as  Matter  round  its  Spirit,  the  first  rude  form  of  Ckriemkikle^s 
Revenge  and  the  Wreck  of  the  Nibeiungen  bodied  itself  forth 
in  Song. 

Thus  any  historical  light  emitted  by  these  old  Fictions  is 
little  better  than  darkness  visible ;  sufficient  at  most  to  indi-> 
cate  that  great  Northern  Immigrations,  and  wars  and  rumours 
of  war  have  been ;  but  nowise  how  and  what  they  have  been. 

^  Weber  {Illustrations  of  Northern  Antiquities,  p.  39),  who  cites  Gdrres 
(Zeitunf  far  Einsiedler)  as, his  authority. 


these  poems  can  be  older  than  the  twelfth 
great  part  of  the  Hero-book  can  be  proved  t 
later.  With  this  last  it  is  understood  th 
Eschenbach  and  Heinrich  von  Ofterdingen,  t 
wiK  noted  in  that  era,  were  largely  conceme 
there  any  demonstration  of  this  vague  beliel 
regard  to  the  Author  of  our  actual  NibehMj 
as  a  plausible  conjecture  can  be  formed. 

Some  vote  for  a  certnin  ConiwJ  von  Wur 
the  above-named  Eschenbach  and  Ufterdtnfj 
for  Kliugsohr  of  Ungerland,  a  minstrel  whc 
a  magician.  Against  ail  and  each  of  which 
are  objections ;  and  for  none  of  them  the  s 
eWdencc.  Who  this  gifted  singer  may  hav 
far  as  his  Work  itself  proves  that  there  waa 
style  points  to  the  latter  half  of  the  twet 
mains  altogether  dark  :  the  unwearied  Vou  d 
after  fullest  investigation,  gives  for  verdict, 
Considering  the  high  worth  of  the  Nibelungt 
feeble  ballodmongers  of  that  Swaintm  Era 
us  their  names,  so  total  an  oblivion,  in  tl 
important  case,  may  seem  surprising.  But 
so      ■  and  Proven^.-'  "e-'-^'jals  wc~ 
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into  a  whole,  we  cannot  but  repeat  that  a  true  epic  spirit 
lives  in  it ;  that  in  many  ways  it  has  meaning  and  charms 
for  us.  Not  only  as  the  oldest  Tradition  of  Modem  Europe, 
does  it  possess  a  high  antiquarian  interest ;  but  farther,  and 
even  in  the  shape  we  now  see  it  under,  unless  the  ^  Epics  of 
the  Son  of  Fingal  ^  had  some  sort  of  authenticity,  it  is  our 
oldest  Poem  also;  the  earliest  product  of  these  New  Ages, 
which  on  its  own  merits,  both  in  form  and  essence,  can  be 
named  Poetical.  Considering  its  chivalrous,  romantic  tone, 
it  may  rank  as  a  piece  of  literary  composition,  perhaps  con- 
siderably higher  than  the  Spanish  Cid ;  taking-in  its  historical 
significance,  and  deep  ramifications  into  the  remote  Time,  it 
nuiks  indubitably  uid  greatly  higher. 

It  has  been  called  a  Northern  lUad ;  but  except  in  the  fact 
that  both  poems  have  a  narrative  character,  and  both  sing 
'  the  destructive  rage  ^  of  men,  the  two  have  scarcely  any 
similarity.  The  Singer  of  the  Nibehmgen  is  a  far  different 
person  from  Homer ;  far  inferior  both  in  culture  and  in  genius. 
Nothing  of  the  glowing  imagery,  of  the  fierce  bursting  energy, 
of  the  mingled  fire  and  gloom,  that  dwell  in  the  old  Greek, 
makes  its  appearance  here.  The  German  Singer  is  compara- 
tively a  simple  nature ;  has  never  penetrated  deep  into  life ; 
never  <  questioned  Fate  ^ ;  or  struggled  with  fearful  mysteries ; 
of  all  which  we  find  traces  in  Homer,  still  more  in  Shak« 
speare;  but  with  meek  believing  submission,  has  taken  the 
Universe  as  he  found  it  represented  to  him  ;  and  rejoices  with 
a  fine  childlike  gladness  in  the  mere  outward  shows  of  things. 
He  has  little  power  of  delineating  character ;  perhaps  he  had 
no  decisive  vision  thereof.  His  persons  are  superficially  dis- 
tinguished, and  not  altogether  without  generic  difference ;  but 
the  portraiture  is  imperfectly  brou^t  out ;  there  lay  no  true 
living  original  within  him.  He  has  little  Fancy;  we  find 
scarcely  one  or  two  similitudes  in  his  whole  Poem ;  and  these 
one  or  two,  which  moreover  are  repeated,  betoken  no  special 
faculty  that  way.  He  speaks  of  the  ^  moon  among  stars  ^ ; 
says  often,  of  sparks  struck  from  steel  armour  in  battle,  and 


His  are  humoie  woou-uui-t^  ,  .._ 

a  sweet  sky-hidden  lark's.  In  all  the  rhetor 
nothing  of  rhetorical  attainments,  we  should 
even  poor. 

Nevertheless,  a  noble  soul  he  must  have  bee 
wHh  br  mare  Mwntial  requintea  for  Poetry 
namely,  with  the  heart  and  feeling  of  a  Poet, 
eye  for  the  Beautiful  and  True ;  all  unites 
and  compactly  in  his  imf^nation:  it  is  sti 
careless  felicity  he  winds  his  way  in  that  coi 
and,  be  the  eiubject  what  it  will,  comes  thro 
and  with  a  smite.      His  great  strength  is  an 
stinctive  strength  ;  wlierein  truly  lies  his  big 
lAok  spirit  of  GWrmliyv  of  Lore,  andhH 
hn*  lh«d  in  Um  aad  insinicd  bin.     Bmyi 
BcUt  Sndbilil^  t   t^  mm)  wsouits  of:  far 
iBOMntlip  of 'WQaany  the  h^^  dariogaC 
mMxf  wad  lovcfy  pralonga  itwif  in  mdidlD' 
Ui  JMaii.     A  tme  dd  Silver,  «nd  tnigfat  4 
IWtbwktnicaUUmm  ]|i«)oriaw  Uttto 
il*  loi^ir  a  mote  mML  ■  What  good  mv*.  I 
flw  iMten  enmipmag  hi»  Nunct  coold  'be 
ntwuMwd)  wini  MMoldte  orbunty  r     All  tii 
Mh  «■  Bone  ntterir ;  at  bis  life,  and  ite  i 
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just  criticism,  should  the  fault  be  too  heavily  \nsited.  After 
long  ages  of  concealment,  they  have  found  it  in  the  remote 
wilderness,  still  standing  like  the  trunk  of  some  almost  ante- 
diluvian oak;  nay,  with  boughs  on  it  still  green,  after  all 
the  wind  and  weather  of  twelve  hundred  years.  To  many 
a  patriotic  feeling,  which  lingers  fondly  in  solitary  places 
of  the  Past,  it  may  well  be  a  rallying-point,  and  'Lovers" 
Trystxng'tree^ 

For  us  also  it  has  its  worth.  A  creation  from  the  old 
ages,  still  bright  and  balmy,  if  we  visit  it ;  and  opening  into 
the  first  History  of  Europe,  of  Mankind.  Thus  all  is  not 
oblivion ;  but  on  the  edge  of  the  abyss  that  separates  the 
Old  world  from  the  New,  there  hangs  a  fieur  Rainbow-land ; 
which  also,  in  curious  repetitions  of  itself  {fmce  over,  say 
the  critics),  as  it  were  in  a  secondary  and  even  a  ternary  reflex, 
sheds  some  feeble  twilight  far  into  the  deeps  of  the  primeval 


f\\ 


lime. 
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EARLY  GERMAN   LITEK 

[18.11] 

It  is  not  with  Herr  Soltau's  work,  and  its  m 
tluit  we  here  purpose  to  concern  ouraelves. 
German  Apologue  was  already  familiar  unc 
in  versions  into  Latin,  English  and  all  mode 
DOW  comes  before  our  (rerman  friends  under 
they  can  read  it  not  only  in  Gottscbed^B  p 
Goethe's  poetic  Hexameters,  but  also  'in  ' 
original/  namely,  in  Doggerel ;  and  this,  as  ' 
without  comfort,  for  it  is  '  the  second  editioi 
Germans  themselves  will  look  to  it,  will  d 
aright  ill  his  praiseworthy  labours,  and, 
speed,  forward  him  from  his  second  edition 
us  strangers  the  fact  is  chiefly  interesting, 
memento  of  the  indestructible  vitality  there 
ever  nide ;  and  to  stranger  Keviewers,  t 
wondrous  old  Fiction,  with  so  much  else 
once  more  specifically  into  view. 

The  Apologue  of  Itri/nard  the  Far  t 
amoug  the  most  remarkable  Books,  not  o 
b  I  all  senses,  as  a  European  one;  and 
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from  the  last  of  the  HohenstaufTen  Emperors,  and  the  end  of 
their  Swabian  Era,  to  the  borders  of  the  Reformation,  rudi- 
ments and  fibres  of  this  singular  Fable  are  seen,  among 
innumerable  kindred  things,  fashioning  themselves  together; 
and  now,  after  three  other  centuries  of  actual  existence,  it  still 
stands  visible  and  entire,  venerable  in  itself,  and  the  enduring 
memorial  of  much  that  has  proved  more  perishable.  Thus, 
naturally  enough,  it  figures  as  the  representative  of  a  whole 
group  that  historically  cluster  round  it ;  in  studying  its  sig- 
nificance, we  study  that  of  a  whole  intellectual  period. 

As  this  section  of  Grerman  Literature  closely  connects  itself 
with  the  corresponding  section  of  European  Literature,  and, 
indeed,  offers  an  expressive,  characteristic  epitome  thereof,  some 
insight  into  it,  were  such  easily  procurable,  might  not  be  with- 
out profit.  No  Literary  Historian  that  we  know  of,  least  of 
all  any  in  England,  having  looked  much  in  this  direction, 
either  as  concerned  Grermany  or  other  countries,  whereby  a 
long  space  of  time,  once  busy  enough  and  full  of  life,  now  lies 
barren  and  void  in  men^s  memories, — ^we  shall  here  endeavour 
to  present,  in  such  clearness  as  first  attempts  may  admit,  the 
result  of  some  slight  researches  d  our  own  in  regard  to  it. 

The  Troubcuhur  Period  in  general  Literature,  to  which  the 
Swabian  Era  in  Grerman  answers,  has,  especially  within  the 
last  generation,  attracted  inquiry  enough;  the  French  have 
their  Rajmouards,  we  our  Webers,  the  Germans  their  Haugs, 
Graters,  Langs,  and  numerous  other  Collectors  and  Translators 
of  Mmnelieder ;  among  whom  Ludwig  Tieck,  the  foremost  in 
far  other  provinces,  has  not  disdained  to  take  the  lead.  We 
shall  suppose  that  this  Literaiy  Period  is  partially  known  to 
all  readers.  Let  each  recall  whatever  he  has  learned  or  figured 
regarding  it ;  represent  to  himself  that  brave  young  heyday 
of  Chivalry  and  Minstrelsy,  when  a  stem  Barbarossa,  a  stem 
Lion-heart,  sang  sirvefUeSy  and  with  the  hand  that  could  wield 
the  sword  and  sceptre  twanged  the  melodious  strings ;  when 
knights-errant  tilted,  and  ladies^  eyes  rained  bright  influences; 
and  suddenly,  as  at  sunrise,  the  whole  Earth  had  grown  vocal 


which,  except  their  gladness,  had  no  music, 
welcome.  This  waa  the  Swahian  Era ;  jusi 
only  superior  to  all  preceiling  eras,  but  pr 
£ra  of  German  Literature.  Poetry  had  at 
home  in  the  life  of  men  ;  and  every  pure  sou' 
it;  and  in  words,  or  still  better,  in  actions,  i 
utterance.  '  Believers,'  says  Tieck,  '  sang  o 
of  Love :  Knightti  described  knightly  actic 
and  loviijg.  behe\'ing  knights  were  their  chief 
Spring,  Beauty*  Gaiety,  were  objects  that  ( 
great  duels  and  deeds  of  arms  carried  away 
more  surely  the  stronger  they  were  paint 
pillars  and  dome  of  the  Church  encircled 
Religion,  as  the  Highest,  encircle  Poetry  a 
every  heart,  in  ecjual  love,  humbled  itself  befi 
Let  the  reader,  we  say,  fancy  all  this,  ax 
as  earthly  things  do,  it  is  all  passing  awaj. 
this  extreme  verge  of  the  SwalAan  Era,  let 
into  the  inane  of  the  next  two  centuries, 
there  also  some  sbatlows  and  dim  forms,  si 
kind,  may  not  begin  to  grow  visible.  ^ 
indicated,  He'meke  de  Eos  rises  clear  in  tb 
goal  of  our  survey  i   let  us  now,  restricting 
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war,  and  whose  death,  or  murder,  with  fourteen  years  of 
other  cruelty,  the  Sicilian  Vespers  so  frightfully  avenged,  the 
imperial  line  of  the  Hohenstaufien  came  to  an  end.  Their 
House,  as  we  have  seen,  gives  name  to  a  Literary  Era ;  and 
truly,  if  dates  alone  were  regarded,  we  might  reckon  it  much 
more  than  a  name.  For  with  this  change  of  dynasty,  a  great 
change  in  German  Literature  begins  to  indicate  itself;  the 
fall  of  the  Hohenstaufien  is  dose  followed  by  the  decay  of 
Poetry ;  as  if  that  fair  flowerage  and  umbrage,  which 
blossomed  far  and  wide  round  the  Swabian  Funily,  had  in 
very  deed  depended  on  it  for  growth  and  life ;  and  now,  the 
stem  being  felled,  the  leaves  also  were  languishing,  and  soon 
to  wither  and  drop  away.  Conradin,  as  his  father  and  his 
grandfather  had  been,  was  a  singer ;  some  lines  of  his,  though 
he  died  in  his  sixteenth  year,  have  even  come  down  to  us ; 
but  henceforth  no  crowned  poet,  except,  long  afterwards, 
some  few  with  cheap  laurel-crowns,  is  to  be  met  with :  the 
Gay  Science  was  visibly  declining.  In  sudi  times  as  now 
came,  the  court  and  the  great  could  no  longer  patronise  it ; 
the  polity  of  the  Empire  was,  by  one  convulsion  after  another, 
all  but  utterly  dismembered ;  ambitious  nobles,  a  sovereign 
without  power ;  contention,  violence,  distress,  eveiywhere  pre- 
vailing. Richard  of  Cornwall,  who  could  not  so  much  as 
keep  hold  of  his  sceptre,  not  to  speak  of  swaying  it  wisely ; 
or  even  the  brave  Rudolf  of  Hapsburg,  who  manfully  accom- 
plished both  these  duties,  had  other  work  to  do  than  sweet 
singing.  Gay  Wars  of  the  Wartburg  were  now  changed  to 
stem  Battles  of  the  Marchfeld ;  in  his  leisure  hours  a  good 
Emperor,  instead  of  twanging  harps,  has  to  hammer  from  his 
helmet  the  dints  it  had  got  in  his  working  and  fighting 
honrs.^     Amid  such  rude  tumults  the  Minne-Song  could  not 

*  It  was  on  this  famous  plain  of  the  Marchfeld  that  Ottocar,  King  of  Bohemia, 
conquered  Bela  of  Hungary,  in  1260 ;  and  was  himself,  in  1278,  conquered  and 
slain  by  Rudolf  of  Hapsburg,  at  that  time  much  left  to  his  own  resources; 
whose  talent  for  mending  helmets,  however,  is  perhaps  but  a  poetical  tradition. 
Curious,  moreoTer :  it  was  here  again,  after  more  than  five  centuries,  that  the 
House  of  Hapsburg  received  its  worst  overthrow,  and  from  a  n«w  and  greater 


solicits  some  notice  from  us. 

Doubtless,  in  this  posture  of  afiaira  polit 
of  Literature  could  be  little  forwarded  from  • 
directions,  as  in  that  of  Court-Poetry,  we  m 
was  obstructed  or  altogether  stopped.  Bi 
C'-ourt- Poetry,  but  Poetry  of  all  sort«  sbou 
and  as  it  were  gone  out,  is  quite  another  qu 
indeed,  as  men  must  have  their  theory  on  e 
has  often  been  attempted,  but  only  with  pai 
most  of  the  German  Literary  Historians 
condition  of  the  Court  and  Government  apf 
the  warlike,  altogether  practical  character  i 
imbecile  ambition  of  his  successors,  by  the  j 
of  feuds  and  lawless  disorder,  the  death  of  ] 
accounted  for.  In  which  conclusion  of  th 
force  to  the  grounds  it  rests  on,  we  cannot 
there  lurks  some  fallacy:  the  fallacy  name 
these  times,  of  deducing  the  inward  and  sj 
from  the  outward  and  material ;  of  tacitl; 
seriously,  denying  all  independent  force,  in- 
former, and  looking  out  for  the  secret  of  ita 
in  some  circumstance  belonging  to  the  lattei 
he  too  often  repeated,  where  it  continues 
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arising  from  it,  the  true  secret  of  his  history  lies,  and  is  to 
be  sought  after,  and  indefinitely  approached.  Poetry  above 
all,  we  should  have  known  long  ago,  is  one  of  those  mysterious 
things  whose  origin  and  developments  never  can  be  what  we 
call  explained ;  often  it  seems  to  us  like  the  wind,  blowing 
where  it  lists,  coming  and  departing  with  little  or  no  regard 
to  any  the  most  cunning  theory  that  has  yet  been  devised  of 
it.  Least  of  all  does  it  seem  to  depend  on  court-patronage, 
the  form  of  government,  or  any  modification  of  politics  or 
economics,  catholic  as  these  influences  have  now  become  in 
our  philosophy :  it  lives  in  a  snow-dad  sulphurous  Iceland, 
and  not  in  a  sunny  wine-growing  Fiance ;  flourishes  under 
an  arbitrary  Elizabeth,  and  dies  out  under  a  constitutional 
George ;  Philip  u.  has  his  Cervantes,  and  in  prison ;  Wash- 
ington and  Jackson  have  only  their  Coapem  and  Browns. 
Why  did  Poetry  appear  so  brightly  after  the  Battles  of 
Thermopylae  and  Salamis,  and  quite  turn  away  her  face  and 
wings  from  those  of  Lexington  and  Bunker^s  Hill?  We 
answer,  the  Greeks  were  a  poetical  people,  the  Americans 
are  not ;  that  is  to  say,  it  appeared  because  it  did  appear ! 
On  the  whole,  we  could  desire  that  one  of  two  things  should 
happen :  Either  that  our  theories  and  genetic  histories  of 
Poetry  should  henceforth  cease,  and  mankind  rest  satisfied, 
once  for  all,  with  Dr.  Cabanis^  theory,  which  seems  to  be  the 
simplest,  that  ^  Poetry  is  a  product  of  the  smaller  intestines,^ 
and  must  be  cultivated  medically  by  the  exhibition  of  castor- 
oil  :  Or  else  that,  in  future  speculations  of  this  kind,  we 
should  endeavour  to  start  with  some  recognition  of  the  fact, 
once  well  known,  and  still  in  words  admitted,  that  Poetry  is 
Inspiration ;  has  in  it  a  certain  spirituality  and  divinity  which 
no  dissecting-knife  will  discover ;  arises  in  the  most  secret  and 
most  sacred  region  of  man'^s  soul,  as  it  were  in  our  Holy  of 
Holies ;  and  as  for  external  things,  depends  only  on  such  as 
can  operate  in  that  region;  among  which  it  will  be  found 
that  Acts  of  Parliament,  and  the  state  of  the  Smithfield 
Markets,  nowise  play  the  chief  part. 
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With  regard  to  this  change  in  German  Literature  especially, 
it  IB  to  be  remarked,  that  the  phenomenon  was  not  a  Gemiaii, 
but  a  European  one;  whereby  we  easily  infer  so  much  at 
ieaat,  that  the  roota  of  it  must  have  Iain  deeper  than  in  any 
change  from  Hoheiistaulfen  Emperors  to  Mapsburg  ones.  For 
now  the  TroubadouTB  and  Trouveres,  as  well  as  the  Minne- 
singers, were  siniting  into  silence ;  the  world  >>eemii  to  have 
rhymed  itself  out;  those  chivalrous  roundelays,  heroic  talei, 
mythologies,  and  quaint  love-sicknesses,  had  grown  unprolit- 
ftble  to  the  ear.  In  fact  Chivalry  it^elf  was  in  the  wauc ; 
and  with  it  that  gay  melody,  like  its  other  pouip.  Mote 
earnest  business,  not  sportfully,  but  with  harsh  endeavour, 
was  now  to  be  done.  The  graceful  minuet-dance  of  Fancy 
must  give  place  to  the  toilsome,  thorny  pilgrimage  of  Unde^ 
standing.  Life  and  its  appurtenances  and  possessions,  wbidi 
had  been  so  admired  and  besung,  now  disclosed,  the  more  they 
came  to  be  investigated,  the  more  contradictions.  'Vhe  Church 
no  tnnger  rose  with  its  pillars,  '  like  a  venerable  dome  over 
the  united  flock ' ;  but,  more  accurately  seen  into,  was  a 
strait  prison,  fiill  of  unclean  creeping  things;  against  which 
thraldom  alt  better  spirits  could  not  but  murmur  and 
struggle.  Everywhere  greatness  and  littleness  seemed  so 
inexplicably  blended :  Nature,  like  the  Sphinx,  her  emblem, 
witli  her  fair  woman's  face  and  neck,  showed  also  the  claws 
of  a  lioness.  Now  too  her  Hiddle  had  been  propounded ; 
and  thousands  of  subtle,  disputatious  Schoolmen  were  striving 
earnestly  to  rede  it,  that  they  might  live,  morally  live,  thkt 
the  monst^  might  not  devour  them.  These,  like  strong 
swimmers,  in  boundless  bottomless  vortices  of  Li^ic,  swam 
manfully,  but  could  not  get  to  land. 

On  v  better  course,  yet  with  the  like  aim,  Physical  Science 
was  also  unfolding  itself.  A  Roger  Bacon,  an  Albert  ^e 
Great,  are  cheering  appearances  in  this  era ;  not  blind  to  the 
greatness  of  Nature,  yet  no  longer  with  poetic  reverence  oi 
her,  but  venturing  fearlessly  into  her  recesses,  and  extorting 
from  her  many  a  secret ;    the   first   victories   of  that  long 
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series  which  is  to  make  man  more  and  more  her  King.  Thus 
everywhere  we  have  the  image  of  contest,  of  tffatt.  The 
spirit  of  man,  which  once,  in  peaceful,  loving  communion 
with  the  Universe,  had  uttered  forth  its  gladness  in  Song, 
now  feels  hampered  and  hemmed-in,  and  struggles  vehemently 
to  make  itself  room.  Power  is  the  one  thing  needful,  and 
that  Knowledge  which  is  Power :  thus  ako  Intellect  becomes 
the  grand  faculty,  in  which  all  the  others  are  wellnigh 
absorbed. 

Poetry,  which  has  been  defined  as  *  the  harmcHiious  unison 
of  Man  with  Nature,^  could  not  flourish  in  this  temper  of 
the  times.  The  number  of  poets,  or  rather  versifiers,  hence- 
forth greatly  diminishes;  their  style  also,  and  topics,  are 
different  and  less  poetical.  Men  wish  to  be  practically 
instructed  rather  than  poetically  amused :  Poetry  itself  must 
assume  a  preceptorial  character,  and  teach  wholesome  saws 
and  moral  maxims,  or  it  will  not  be  listened  to.  Singing 
for  the  song^s  sake  is  now  nowhere  practised;  but  in  its 
stead  there  is  everywhere  the  jar  and  bustle  of  argument, 
investigation,  contentious  activity.  Such  throughout  the 
fourteenth  c^itury  is  the  general  aspect  of  mind  over  Europe. 
In  Italy  alone  is  there  a  splendid  exception ;  the  mystic  song 
of  Dante,  with  its  stem  indignant  moral,  is  followed  by  the 
light  love-rhymes  of  Petrarch,  the  Troubadour  of  Italy,  when 
this  class  was  extinct  elsewhere :  the  master  minds  of  that 
country,  peculiar  in  its  social  and  moral  condition,  still  more 
in  its  relations  to  classical  Antiquity,  pursue  a  course  of 
their  own.  But  only  the  master  minds ;  for  Italy  too  has 
its  Dialecticians,  and  projectors,  and  reformers;  nay,  alter 
Petrarch,  these  take  the  lead;  and  there  as  elsewhere,  in 
their  discords  and  loud  assiduous  toil,  the  voice  of  Poetry 
dies  away. 

To  search  out  the  causes  of  this  great  revolution,  which 
lie  not  in  Politics  nor  Statistics,  would  lead  us  far  beyond 
our  depth.  Meanwhile  let  us  remark  that  the  change  is 
nowise  to  l)e  considered  as  a  relapse,  or  fall  firom  a  higher 


^ 
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state  of  spiritual  culture  to  a  lower;  but  rather,  so  far  at 
we  have  objects  to  compare  it  with,  as  a  quite  natural 
progress  and  higher  development  of  culture.  In  the  history 
of  the  universal  mind,  there  is  a  certain  analogy  to  that 
of  the  individual.  Our  first  self-oonsciousness  is  the  first 
revelation  to  us  of  a  whole  univorse^  wondrous  and  altogether 
good;  it  is  a  feeling  of  joy  and  new-found  strength,  of 
mysterious  infinite  hope  and  capability;  and  in  all  men, 
either  by  word  or  act,  expresses  itself  poetically.  The  world 
without  us  and  within  us,  beshone  by  the  young  li^t  of 
Love,  and  all  instinct  with  a  divinity,  is  beautiful  and  great ; 
it  seems  for  us  a  boundless  happiness  that  we  are  privileged 
to  live.  This  is  the  season  of  generous  deeds  and  feelings ; 
which  also,  on  the  lips  of  the  gifted,  form  themselvea  into 
musical  utterance,  and  give  spoken  poetry  as  well  as  acted. 
Nothing  is  calculated  and  measured,  but  all  is  loved,  believed, 
appropriated.  All  action  is  spontaneous,  high  sentiment  a 
sure  imperishable  good ;  and  thus  the  youth  stands,  like  the 
First  Man,  in  his  fair  Garden,  giving  Names  to  the  bright 
Appearances  of  this  Universe  which  he  has  inherited,  and 
rejoicing  in  it  as  glorious  and  divine.  Ere  long,  however, 
comes  a  harsher  time.  Under  the  first  beauty  of  man'^s  life 
appears  an  infinite,  earnest  rigour :  high  sentiment  will  not 
avail,  unless  it  can  continue  to  be  translated  into  noble 
action ;  which  problem,  in  the  destiny  appointed  for,  man 
bom  to  toil,  is  difficult,  interminable,  capable  of  only 
approximate  solution.  What  flowed  softly  in  melodious 
coherence  when  seen  and  sung  from  a  distance,  proves  rugged 
and  unmanageable  when  practically  handled.  The  fervid, 
lyrical  gladness  of  past  years  gives  place  to  a  collected 
Uioughtfulness  and  energy ;  nay,  often, — so  painful,  so  unex- 
pected are  the  contradictions  everywhere  met  with, — ^to 
gloom,  sadness  and  anger ;  and  not  till  after  long  struggles 
and  hard-contested  victories  is  the  youth  changed  into  a  man. 
Without  pushing  the  comparison  too  far,  we  may  say  that 
in  the  culture  of  the  European  mind,  or  in  Literature  which 
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is  the  symbol  and  product  of  this,  a  certain  similarity  of 
progress  is  manifested.  .  That  tuneful  Chivalry,  that  high 
cheerful  devotion  to  the  Grodlike  in  Heaven,  and  to  Women, 
its  emblems  on  earth ;  those  Crusades  and  vernal  Love-songs 
were  the  heroic  doings  of  the  world^s  youth ;  to  which  also 
a  corresponding  manhood  succeeded.  Poetic  recognition  is 
followed  by  scientific  examination :  the  reign  of  Fancy,  with 
its  gay  images,  and  graceful,  capricious  sports,  has  ended; 
and  now  Understanding  which  when  reunited  to  Poetry,  will 
one  day  become  Reason  and  a  nobler  Poetry,  has  to  do  its 
part.  Meantime,  while  there  is  no  such  union,  but  a  more 
and  more  widening  controversy,  prosaic  disoxnl  and  the 
unmusical  sounds  of  labour  and  effort  are  alone  audible. 

The  era  of  the  Troubadours,  who  in  Grermany  are  the 
Minnesingers,  gave  place  in  that  country,  as  in  all  others,  to 
a  period  which  we  might  name  the  Didactic ;  for  Literature 
now  ceased  to  be  a  festal  melody,  and  addressing  itself  rather 
to  the  intellect  than  to  the  heart,  became  as  it  were  a  school- 
lesson.  Instead  of  that  cheerful,  warbling  Song  of  Love  and 
Devotion,  wherein  nothing  was  taught,  but  all  was  believed 
and  worshipped,  we  have  henceforth  only  wise  Apologues, 
Fables,  Satires,  Exhortations  and  all  manner  of  edifying 
Moralities.  Poetry,  indeed,  continued  still  to  be  the  form 
of  composition  for  all  that  can  be  named  Literature ;  except 
Chroniclers,  and  others  of  that  genus,  valuable  not  as  doers 
of  the  work,  but  as  witnesses  of  the  work  done,  these  Teachers 
all  wrote  in  verse:  nevertheless,  in  general  there  are  few 
elements  of  Poetry  in  their  performances ;  the  internal 
structure  has  nothing  poetical,  is  a  mere  business-like  prose : 
in  the  rhyme  alone,  at  most  in  the  occasional  graces  of 
expression,  could  we  discover  that  it  reckoned  itself  poetical. 
In  fact,  we  may  say  that  Poetry,  in  the  old  sense,  had  now 
altogether  gone  out  of  sight :  instead  of  our  heavenly  vesture 
and  Ariel-harp,  she  had  put  on  earthly  weeds,  and  walked 
abroad  with  ferula  and  horn-book.  It  was  long  before  this 
new  guise  would  sit  well  on  her ;  only  in  late  centuries  that 
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she  could  fashion  it  into  beauty,  and  learn  to  move  with  it, 
and  mount  with  it,  gracefully  as  of  old. 

Looking  now  more  specially  to  our  historical  task,  if  we 
inquire  how  far  into  the  subsequent  time  this  Didactic  Period 
extended,  no  precise  answer  can  well  be  given.  On  this  side 
there  seem  no  positive  limits  to  it;  with  many  superficial 
modifications,  the  same  fundamental  element  pervades  all 
spiritual  efforts  of  mankind  through  the  following  centuries. 
We  may  say  that  it  is  felt  even  in  the  Poetry  of  our  own 
time;  nay,  must  be  felt  through  all  time;  inasmuch  as 
Inquiry  once  awakened  cannot  fall  asleep,  or  exhaust  itself; 
thus  Literature  must  continue  to  have  a  didactic  character ; 
and  the  Poet  of  these  days  is  he  who,  not  indeed  by  mechani- 
cal but  by  poetical  methods,  can  instruct  us,  can  more  and 
more  evolve  for  us  the  mystery  of  our  Life.  However,  after 
a  certain  space,  this  Didactic  Spirit  in  Literature  cannot,  as 
a  historical  partition  and  landmark,  be  available  here.  At 
the  era  of  the  Reformation,  it  reaches  its  acme;  and,  in 
singular  shape,  steps  forth  on  the  high  places  of  Public 
Business,  and  amid  storms  and  thunder,  not  without  bright* 
ness  and  true  fire  from  Heaven,  convulsively  renovates  the 
world.  This  is,  as  it  were,  the  apotheosis  of  the  Didactic 
Spirit,  where  it  first  attains  a  really  poetical  concentration, 
and  stimulates  mankind  into  heroism  of  word,  and  of  action 
also.  Of  the  latter,  indeed,  still  more  than  of  the  fonner ; 
for  not  till  a  much  more  recent  time,  almost  till  our  own 
time,  has  Inquiry  in  some  measure  again  reconciled  itself  to 
Belief;  and  Poetry,  though  in  detached  tones,  arisen  on  us 
as  a  true  musical  Wisdom.  Thus  is  the  deed,  in  certain 
circumstances,  readier  and  greater  than  the  word :  Action 
strikes  fiery  light  from  the  rocks  it  has  to  hew  through; 
Fbetry  reposes  in  the  skyey  splendour  which  that  rough 
passage  has  led  to.  But  after  Luther^s  day,  this  Didactic 
Tendency  again  sinks  to  a  lower  level;  mingles  with.mani* 
fold  other  tendencies;  among  which,  admitting  that  it  still 
forms  the  main  stream,  it  is  no  longer  so  preeminent,  positive 
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and  universal,  as  properly  to  characterise  the  whole.  For 
minor  Periods  and  subdivisions  in  Literary  History,  other 
more  superficial  characteristics  must,  from  time  to  time,  be 
fixed  on. 

Neither,  examining  the  other  limit  of  this  Period,  can  we 
say  specially  where  it  b^ns ;  for,  as  usual  in  these  things, 
it  begins  not  at  once,  but  by  degrees:  Kings'*  reigns  and 
changes  in  the  form  of  Government  have  their  day  and  date ; 
not  so  changes  in  the  spiritual  condition  of  a  people.  The 
Minnesinger  Period  and  the  Didactic  may  be  said  to  com- 
mingle, as  it  were,  to  overlap  each  other,  for  above  a  century  : 
some  wintei-s  partially  belonging  to  the  latter  class  occur  even 
prior  to  the  times  of  Friedrich  ii. ;-  and  a  certain  echo  of  the 
Minne-song  had  continued  down  to  Manesse^s  day,  under 
liudwig  the  Bavarian. 

Thus  from  the  Minnesingers  to  the  Church  Reformei^s  we 
have  a  wide  space  of  between  two  and  three  centuries ;  in 
which,  of  course,  it  is  impossible  for  us  to  do  more  than 
]X)int  out  one  or  two  of  the  leading  appearances ;  a  minute 
sun^ey  and  exposition  being  foreign  from  our  object. 

Among  the  Minnesingers  themselves,  as  already  hinted, 
there  are  not  wanting  some  with  an  occasionally  didactic 
character  :  Gottfried  of  Strasburg,  known  also  as  a  translator 
of  Sir  Tristreniy  and  two  other  Singers,  Reinmar  von  Zweter 
and  Walter  von  der  Vogelweide,  are  noted  in  this  respect ; 
the  last  two  especially,  for  their  oblique  glances  at  the  Pope 
and  his  Monks,  the  unsound  condition  of  which  body  could 
not    escape  even  a  Love-minstrePs  eye.^     But   perhaps  the 

^  Reinmar  von  Zweter,  for  example,  says  once : 

/far  umd  iari  mmck  kiatUrnUim  guuiiUm 

Dit  vind  ick  gtnM0ft 

Ick  vindt  ttbtr  der  mi  vil  dies  rekie  trmgen  ; 

HmB  visek  kmB  man  iti  viseh  nock  man^ 

GarvUeh  istvitek,  gmr  mum  iti  mau^ 

Ale  ick  erkemmem  kam  : 

VoH  hafittmtuheu  mod  ven  kletterritiem 

Kan  icA  nihtgesagtn  : 

f/e/imnekett,  JUeeterrttierM,  iUeten  heiden 

Weit  ick  rtktu  rekie  welieeekeideth 
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special  step  of  transition  may  be  still  better  marked  in  the 
works  of  a  rhymer  named  the  Strieker^  whose  province  was 
the  epic,  or  narrative ;  into  which  he  seems  to  have  introduced 
this  new  character  in  unusual  measure.  As  the  Strieker  still 
retains  some  shadow  of  a  place  in  Literary  History,  the 
following  notice  of  him  may  be  borrowed  here.  Of  his  per- 
sonal history,  it  may  be  premised,  nothing  whatever  is  known  ; 
not  even  why  he  bears  this  title ;  unless  it  be,  as  some  have 
fancied,  that  Strieker^  which  now  signifies  Knitter^  in  those 
days  meant  Schreiber  (Writer)  : 

'  In  truth,'  says  Bouterwek,  ^  tliis  jiainstaking  man  was  more  a  writer 
than  a  Poet,  yet  not  altogether  without  talent  in  that  latter  way. 
Voluminous  enough^  at  least,  in  his  redaction  of  an  older  epic  work  on 
the  War  qf  Charlemagne  with  the  Saracens  in  Spain,  the  old  German  original 
of  which  is  perhaps  nothing  more  than  a  translation  from  the  Latin  or 
French.  Of  a  Poet  in  the  Strieker's  day,  when  the  romantic  epos  had 
attained  such  polish  among  the  Germans,  one  might  have  expected  that 
this  ancient  Fiction,  since  he  was  pleased  to  remodel  it^  would  have 
served  as  the  material  to  a  new  poetic  creation ;  or  at  least,  that  he  would 
have  breathed  into  it  some  new  and  more  poetic  spirit    But  such  a 

Oi  mU  tick  wolien  lasten  vimdim. 

Da  tit  Me  rtktt  soUen  wtun  ; 

in  kletttr  muncke  ioltgH  genutt^ 

S0  smIh  dis  hof*  sick  ritttr  unttrwindsn. 

Hair  and  beard  cut  in  the  cloister  fashion, 

Of  this  1  find  enough, 

But  of  those  that  wear  it  well  I  find  not  many ; 

Half-fish  half-man  is  neither  fish  nor  man, 

Whole  fish  is  fish,  whole  man  b  man, 

As  I  discover  can : 

Of  court-monks  and  of  cloister-knights 

Can  I  not  speak : 

Court-monks,  clmster-knights,  these  both 

Would  I  rightly  put  to  rights, 

Whether  they  would  let  themselves  be  found 

Where  they  by  right  should  be ; 

In  their  cloister  monks  should  flourish. 

And  knights  obey  at  court. 

See  also  in  Flogel  {Geschichte  der  komischen  LUteratur^  b.  iiL  s.  ii),  im* 
mediately  following  this  Extract,  a  formidable  dinner-course  of  Lus^ — boiled 
lies,  roasted  lies,  lies  with  saffron,  forced-meat  lies,  and  other  varieties,  arranged 
by  this  same  artist ;— farther  (in  page  9),  a  rather  gallant  onslaught  from  Walter 
von  der  Vogelweide,  on  the  Bahest  (Pope,  Papst)  himself.  All  this  was  before 
the  middle  of  the  thirteenth  century. 
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developiiient  of  iheie  Cbarlemagne  Fablee  was  reserved  for  the  liaiian 
Poets.  The  Strieker  has  not  only  left  the  matter  of  the  old  Tale  almost 
unaltered^  but  has  even  brought  out  its  unpoetical  lineaments  in  stronger 
light  The  fanatical  piety  with  which  it  is  overloaded  probably  appeared 
to  him  its  chief  merit  To  convert  these  castaway  Heathens^  or  fuling 
this,  to  annihilate  them,  Charlemagne  takes  the  field.  Next  to  him,  the 
hero  Roland  plays  a  main  part  theroi  Consultations  are  held,  ambas- 
sadors negotiate ;  war  breaks  out  with  all  its  terrors :  the  Heathen  fight 
stoutly :  at  length  comes  the  well-known  defeat  of  the  Franks  at  Ron- 
ceval  or  Roncevaux;  where,  however,  the  Saracens  also  lose  so  many 
men  that  their  King  Marsilies  dies  of  grief.  The  Narrative  is  divided 
into  chapters,  each  chapter  again  into  sections,  an  epitome  of  which  is 
always  given  at  the  outset  Miracles  occur  in  the  story,  but  for  most 
part  only  such  as  tend  to  evince  how  God  himself  inspirited  the  Christians 
against  the  Heathen.  Of  anything  like  free,  bold  flights  of  imagination 
there  is  little  to  be  met  with :  the  higher  features  of  the  genuine  romantic 
epos  are  altogether  wanting.  In  return,  it  has  a  certain  didactic  temper, 
which,  indeed,  announces  itself  even  in  the  Introduction.  The  latter,  it 
should  be  added,  prepossesses  us  in  the  Poet's  &vour,  testifying  with  what 
warm  interest  the  noble  and  great  in  man's  life  affected  him.'  ^ 

llie  Wdlsche  Cast  (Italian  Guest)  of  Zirkler  or  IHrkeler, 
who  professes,  truly  or  not,  to  be  from  Friuli,  and,  as  a 
benevolent  stranger,  or  GueHi  tells  the  Germans  hard  truths 
somewhat  in  the  spirit  of  Juvenal ;  even  the  famous  MeUter 
Frddarik  (Master  Freethought)^  with  his  wise  Book  of  rhymed 
Maxims,  entitled  Die  Bescheidenheit  (Modesty) ;  still  more  the 
sagacious  Tyro  Xing  qf  Scois^  quite  omitted  in  history,  but 
who  teaches  Friedebrand  his  Son^  with  some  discrimination, 
how  to  choose  a  good  priest ; — all  these,  with  others  of  still 
thinner  substance,  rise  before  us  only  as  faint  shadows,  and 
must  not  linger  in  our  field  of  vision.  Greatly  the  most 
important  figure  in  the  earlier  part  of  this  era  is  Hugo  von 
Trimberg,  to  whom  we  must  now  turn;  author  of  various 
poetico-preceptorial  works,  one  of  which,  named  the  Renner 

^  Bouterwek,  ix.  24$.  Other  Tersified  Narratires  by  Uiis  worthy  Strieker  still 
exist,  but  for  the  most  part  only  in  manuscript.  Of  these  the  History  of  Wilhekn 
vofi  BlumethMl^  a  Round-table  adventurer,  appears  to  be  the  principal.  The 
Poem  on  Charlemagne  stands  printed  in  Schiller's  Tkesaurus ;  its  exact  date  is 
matter  only  of  conjecture. 


school  for  forty  years  at  Thurstadt,  near 
that  his  Book  was  finished  in  1300,  whi 
hv  other  local  circum stances. 

Der  diet  Buck  gtdichtet  hitt, 
Vierzig  Jar  ror  Babenbrrg, 
Drr  jtfiag  drr  nehulen  xu  Thtlrttal. 
Vn4  hMt*  Itngo  von  TTj/mberj/. 
El  aard/olUnbraeht  da*  ittvahr, 
llatautent  vi»l  drryktt'idert  jar 
Ifaeh  Chrutta  Gdmrt  trrgaagtn  ir 
Drilbalb*  Jar  glrieh  i-or  dtnjartm 
Da  die  Juden  in  fi^nken  wurdra  i 
B«f  d«r  Kfit  and  in  ihn  lagtn, 
Da  bitchu^  Ltapolt  hiteh^wtr 
Zu  Babttihtrg. 

Some  have  Hupposed  tliat  the  Schoolma 
here,  refers  not  to  actual  wielding  of  t 
Mastership  and  practice  of  instructing  ir 
which  about  this  time  began  to  have  itt 
guild- brethren,  as  the  feeble  remnants  of  A 
took  the  new  shape,  in  which  we  afterwan 
gesan^  (Master-song) :  but  for  this  hype 
Hugo's  own  wortl>i,  there  seems  little  fou 
certain  whether  he  was  a  clerical  person: 
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means  of  these,  and  the  furtherance  they  would  yield  in  the 
pedagogic  craft,  he  might  live  at  ease  in  his  old  days ;  in 
which  hope,  however,  he  had  been  disappointed ;  seeing,  as 
himself  rather  feelingly  complains,  <  no  one  now  cares  to  study 
knowledge  (Kunst\  which,  nevertheless,  deserves  honour  and 
favour/  What  these  twelve  Books  of  Hugo^s  own  writing 
were,  can,  for  most  part,  only  be  conjectured.  Of  one, 
entitled  the  Sammler  (Collector),  he  himself  makes  mention 
in  the  Renneri  he  had  begun  it  above  thirty  years  before 
this  latter :  but  having  by  ill  accident  lost  great  part  of  his 
manuscript,  abandoned  it  in  anger.  Of  another  work  flogel 
has  discovered  the  following  notice  in  Johann  Wolf :  '  About 
this  time  (1599)  did  that  virtuous  and  learned  nobleman, 
Conrad  von  Liebenstein,  present  to  me  a  manuscript  of  Hugo 
von  Trimberg,  who  flourished  about  the  year  1800.  It  sets 
forth  the  shortcomings  of  all  ranks,  and  especially  complains 
of  the  clergy.  It  is  entitled  Reu  ins  Land  (Repentance  to  the 
Land)  :  and  now  lies  with  the  Lord  of  Zillhart.'*  ^  The  other 
ten  appear  to  have  vanished  even  to  the  last  vestige. 

Such  is  the  whole  sum-total  of  information  which  the 
assiduity  of  commentators  has  collected  touching  worthy 
Hugo^s  life  and  fortunes.  Pleas£uit  it  were  to  see  him  fiEuse 
to  face ;  gladly  would  we  penetrate  through  that  long  vista 
of  five  hundred  years,  and  peep  into  his  book-presses,  his 
frugal  fireside,  his  noisy  mansion  with  its  disobedient  urchins, 
now  that  it  is  all  grown  so  silent :  but  the  distance  is  too 
far,  the  intervening  medium  intercepts  our  light ;  only  in  un- 
certain, fluctuating  dusk  will  Hugo  and  his  environment 
appear  to  us.  Nevertheless  Hugo,  as  he  had  in  Nature,  has 
in  History  an  immortal  part :  as  to  his  inward  man,  we  can 
still  see  that  he  was  no  mere  bookworm,  or  simple  Parson 
Adams ;  but  of  most  observant  eye ;  shrewd,  inquiring,  con- 
siderate, who  from  his  Thiirstadt  school-chair,  as  firom  a  sedes 
exploratoria^  had  looked  abroad  into  the  world^s  business,  and 
formed    his   own  theory  about   many   things.     A   cheerful, 

^  Flogel  (iii.  15),  who  quotes  for  it  W^ j^f  Lexicon  iftmorab.  t  ii.  p.  lo6i. 
VOL.  II.  T 
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gentle  heart  had  been  given  faiui ;  a  quiet  sly  humour ;  li^t 
to  see  beyond  the  garments  and  outer  hulls  of  Life  into  Life 
itself :  the  long-necked  purse,  the  threadbare  gabardine,  the 
languidly- simmering  pot  of  his  pedagogic  household  establish- 
ment were  a  small  matter  to  him  :  he  was  a  man  to  look  on 
these  things  with  a  meek  smile ;  to  nestle  down  quietly,  aa 
the  lark,  in  the  lowest  furrow  ;  nay,  to  mount  therefrom 
singing,  and  soar  above  all  mere  earthly  heights.  How  maoy 
potentates  and  principalities  and  proud  belligerents  have 
evaporated  into  utter  oblivion,  white  the  poor  Thiirstadt 
Schoolmaster  still  holds  together! 

This  Renner,  which  seems  to  be  his  final  work,  probably 
comprises  the  essence  of  all  those  lost  Volumes;  and  indeed 
a  synopsis  of  HugD''s  whole  Philosophy  of  Life,  such  as  hia 
two  hundred  Books  and  long  decades  of  quiet  observation 
and  reflection  had  taught  him.  IVhy  it  has  been  named  the 
Renner,  whether  by  Hugo  himself,  or  by  some  witty  Editor 
and  Transcriber,  there  are  two  guesses  forthcoming,  and  no 
certain  reason.  One  guess  is,  that  this  Book  was  to  nm  after 
the  lost  Tonics,  and  make  good  to  mankind  the  deficiency 
occasioned  by  want  of  them ;  which  happy -thought,  hide- 
bound though  it  be,  might  have  seemed  sprightly  enough  to 
Hugo  and  that  age.  The  second  guess  is,  that  our  Author, 
in  the  same  style  of  easy  wit,  meant  to  say,  this  Book  must 
hasten  and  run  out  into  the  world,  and  do  him  a  good  turn 
quickly,  while  it  was  yet  time,  he  being  so  very  old.  But 
leaving  this,  we  may  remark,  with  certainty  enough,  that 
what  we  have  left  of  Hugo  was  first  printed  under  this  title 
of  Renner,  at  Frankfort-on-Mayn,  in  15i9;  and  quite  in- 
correctly, being  modernised  to  all  lengths,  and  often  without 
understanding  of  the  sense ;  the  Edition  moreover  is  nov 
rare,  and  Lessing's  project  of  a  new  one  did  not  take  effect ; 
so  that,  except  in  Manuscripts,  of  which  there  are  many,  and 
in  printed  Extracts,  which  also  are  numerous,  the  Bermer  U 
to  most  readers  a  sealed  hook. 

Id  r^;ard  to  Ha  literary  merit  opinions  seem  to  be  nearly 
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unanimous.  The  highest  merit,  that  of  poetical  unity,  or 
even  the  lower  merit  of  logical  unity,  is  not  ascribed  to  it  by 
the  warmest  panegyrist.  Apparently  this  work  had  been  a 
sort  of  store-chest,  wherein  the  good  Hugo  had,  from  time  to 
time,  deposited  the  fruits  of  his  meditation  as  they  chanced  to 
ripen  for  him ;  here  a  little,  and  there  a  little,  in  all  varieties 
of  kind ;  till  the  chest  being  filled,  or  the  fruits  nearly  ex- 
hausted, it  was  sent  forth  and  published  to  the  world,  by  the 
easy  process  of  turning  up  the  bottom. 

^No  theme^'  eays  Bouterwek,  'leads  with  certainty  to  the  other: 
satirical  descriptions^  proverbs,  fables,  jests  and  other  narratives,  all 
huddled  together  at  random,  to  teach  us  in  a  poetical  way  a  series  of 
moral  lessons.  A  strained  and  frosty  Allegory  opens  the  work ;  then 
follow  the  Chapters  of  Meyden  (Maids) ;  of  Wicked  Masters ;  of  Pages  ; 
of  Priests,  Monks  and  Friars,  with  great  minuteness ;  then  of  a  Young 
Minx  with  an  Old  Man ;  then  of  Bad  Landlords,  and  of  Robbers.  Next 
come  divers  Virtues  and  Vices,  all  painted  out,  and  judged  of.  Towards 
the  end  there  follows  a  sort  of  Moral  Natural  History ;  Considerations 
on  the  dispositions  of  various  Animals ;  a  little  Botany  and  Physiology ; 
then  again  all  manner  of  didactic  Narratives ;  and  finally  a  Meditation 
on  the  Last  Day.' 

Whereby  it  would  appear  clearly,  as  hinted,  that  Hugo'^s 
Rentier  pursues  no  straight  course;  and  only  through  the 
most  labyrinthic  mazes,  here  wandering  in  deep  thickets,  or 
even  sinking  in  moist  bogs,  there  panting  over  mountain-tops 
by  narrow  sheep-tracks ;  but  for  most  part  jigging  lightly  on 
sunny  greens,  accomplishes  his  wonderful  journey. 

Nevertheless,  as  we  ourselves  can  testify,  there  is  a  certain 
charm  in  the  worthy  man ;  his  Work,  sudi  as  it  is,  seems  to 
flow  direct  from  the  heart,  in  natural,  spontaneous  abundance ; 
is  at  once  cheerful  and  earnest;  his  own  simple,  honest, 
mildly  decided  character  is  everywhere  visible.  Besides, 
Hugo,  as  we  said,  is  a  person  of  understanding ;  has  looked 
over  many  provinces  of  Life,  not  without  insight;  in  his 
quiet,  sly  way,  can  speak  forth  a  shrewd  word  on  occasion. 
There  is  a  genuine  though  slender  vein  of  Humour  in  him ; 
nor  in  his  satire  does  he  ever  lose  temper,  but  rebukes  sport- 
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fully ;  not  indeed  laughing  aloud,  scarcely  even  sardonically 
smiling,  yet  with  a  certain  subdued  roguery  and  patriarchal 
knowingness.  His  fancy  too,  if  not  brilliant,  is  copious 
almost  beyond  measure ;  no  end  to  his  crotchets,  suppositions, 
minute  specifications.  Withal  he  is  original :  his  masinis, 
even  when  professedly  borrowed,  have  passed  through  the  test 
of  his  own  experience ;  all  carries  in  it  some  stamp  of  his 
personality.  Thus  the  Retmer,  though  in  its  whole  extent 
perhaps  too  boundless  and  planless  for  ordinary  nerves,  makes 
in  the  fragmentary  state  no  unpleasant  reading:  that  old 
doggerel  is  not  without  significance ;  often  in  its  straggling, 
broken,  entangled  strokes  some  vivid  antique  picture  is 
strangely  brought  out  for  us. 

As  a  specimen  of  Hugo's  general  manner,  we  select  a  smaQ  ' 
portion  of  his  Chapter  on  7^  Maidetis ;  that  passage  where 
he  treats  of  the  highest  enterprise  a  maiden  can  engage  in, 
the  choosing  of  a  husband.  It  will  be  seen  at  once  that 
Hugo  is  no  Minnesinger,  glozing  his  fair  audience  with 
ma<lrigals  and  hypocritical  gallantry ;  but  a  quiet  Natural 
Historian,  reporting  such  facts  as  he  finds,  in  perfect  good 
nature,  it  is  true,  yet  not  without  an  under-current  of  satirical 
humour.  His  quaint  style  of  thought,  his  garrulous  minute- 
ness of  detail  are  partly  apparent  here.  The  first  few  lines 
we  may  give  in  the  original  also;  not  as  they  stand  in  the 
Frankfort  Edition,  but  as  professing  to  derive  themselves  from 
a  genuine  ancient  source  : 

Kortsyn  mui  und  lange  haar 
han  die  meyde  tunderiiar 
dy  xu  yren  jaren  kommen  n/nl 
dy  wal  machen  yn  daz  hertze  blynt 
dy  aachgn  wgien  yn  den  meg 
I  von  den  auchgn  gel  eyn  iteg 

tant  dent  htrtxen  nit  gar  long 
ti^deme  ttege  iit  vyl  mannig  gedang 
wen  «y  tBoln  nemen  oder  nt(,' 

'  Horn,  Gisehiekit  atiJ  KHHk  dtr  dtulickfn  Pttai,  «,  44. 
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Short  of  sense  and  long  of  hair. 
Strange  enough  the  maidens  are ; 
Once  they  to  their  teens  have  got. 
Such  a  choosing,  this  or  that : 
Eyes  they  have  that  ever  spy. 
From  the  Eyes  a  Path  doth  lie 
To  the  Heart,  and  is  not  long. 
Hereon  travd  thoughts  a  throng. 
Which  one  they  will  have  or  not 

'  Woe 's  me,'  continues  Hugo,  '  how  often  this  same  is  repeated ;  till 
they  grow  all  confused  how  to  choose,  from  so  many,  whom  they  have 
brought  in  without  number.  First  they  bethink  them  so :  This  one  is 
short,  that  one  is  long ;  he  is  courtly  and  old,  the  other  young  and  ill- 
fikvoured ;  this  is  lean,  that  is  bald ;  here  is  one  ht,  there  one  thin ; 
this  is  noble,  that  is  weak ;  he  never  yet  broke  a  spear :  one  is  white, 
another  black ;  that  other  is  named  Master  Hack  (hartai) ;  this  is  pale, 
that  again  is  red ;  he  seldom  eateth  cheerful  bread ; ' 

and  so  on,  through  endless  other  varieties,  in  new  streams  of 
soft-murmuring  doggerel,  wherecHi,  as  on  the  F^th  it  would 
represent,  do  travel  thoughts  a  throng,  which  one  these  fair 
irresolutes  will  have  or  not. 

Thus,  for  Hugo,  the  age  of  Minstrelsy  is  gone :  not  soft 
Love-ditties,  and  hymns  of  Lady-worship,  but  sceptical  criti- 
cism, importunate  animadversion,  not  without  a  shade  of 
mockery,  will  he  indite.  The  age  of  Chivalry  is  gone  also. 
To  a  Schoolmaster,  with  empty  larder,  the  pomp  of  tourna- 
ments could  never  have  been  specially  interesting ;  but  now 
such  passages  of  arms,  how  free  and  gallant  soever,  appear 
to  him  no  other  than  the  probable  product  of  delirium. 
^  God  might  well  laugh,  could  it  be,^  says  he,  *  to  see  his 
raannikins  live  so  wondrously  on  this  Earth :  two  of  them 
will  take  to  fighting,  and  nowise  let  it  alone ;  nothing  serves 
but  with  two  long  spears  they  must  ride  and  stick  at  one 
another :  greatly  to  their  hurt ;  for  when  one  is  by  the  other 
skewered  through  the  bowels  or  through  the  weasand,  he 
hath  small  profit  thereby.  But  who  forced  them  to  such 
straits?^  llie  answer  is  too  plain:  some  modification  of 
Insanity.     Nay,  so  contemptuoos  is  Hugo  of  all  chivalrous 


Thb  last  is  one  of  Hugo's  darker  strol 
though  moral  perfection  is  ever  the  one  I 
him,  he  pi-eaches  in  a  quite  cheerful  toi 
anon,  enliven*  us  with  some  timely  joke, 
and  apparently  much  the  best  part,  of  hi; 
with  satirical  Fablea,  and  Schwanke  (jesb 
which  latter  class  we  have  seen  some  poeae 
and  the  simplicity  which  is  their  next  tn 
ever,  we  must  wholly  omit;  and  indeec 
parleying,  here  part  company  with  Hugo 
not  witliout  esteem,  and  a  touch  of  aflecti 
true-hearted,  aud,  under  that  old  humble  gi 
intellectual  talent.  Safely  enough  may  be 
dignity  of  chief  moral  Poet  of  his  time ;  na 
solid  character,  and  modest  manly  wayj 
dignity.  Though  his  Book  can  no  lonj 
what  the  Frankfort  Editor  describes  it  ir 
title-page,  OB  a  universal  vade-meatm  for  r. 
'  BO  adorned  with  many  6ne  sayings,^  an 
curious  a  texture,  that  it  seems  well  worl 
proper  Edition  of  the  Renner  will  one  day 
appearmice  atnoiig  the  Germans.  Hugo  is  1 
as  the  1 
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character  than  Hugo^s  Re^mer^  another  Work,  still  rising 
visible  above  the  level  of  those  times,  demands  some  notice 
from  us.  This  is  the  Edelstein  (Gem)  of  Bonerius  or  Boner, 
which  at  one  time,  to  judge  by  the  number  of  Manuscripts, 
whereof  fourteen  are  still  in  existence,  must  have  enjoyed 
great  popularity ;  and  indeed,  after  long  years  of  oblivion,  it 
has,  by  recent  critics  and  redactors,  been  again  brought  into 
some  circulation.  Boner's  Gem  is  a  collection  of  a  Hundred 
Fables  done  into  Grerman  rhyme;  and  derives  its  proud 
designation  not  more  perhaps  from  the  supposed  excellence  of 
the  work  than  from  a  witty  allusion  to  the  title  of  Fable 
First,  which,  in  the  chief  Manuscript,  chances  to  be  that 
well-known  one  of  the  Cock  scraping  for  Barleycorns,  and 
finding  instead  thereof  a  precious  stone  (Edelstein)  or  Gem : 
Von  emem  Hanen  und  dem  edden  Steine;  whereupon  the 
author,  or  some  kind  friend,  remarks  in  a  sort  of  Prologue : 

Dies  BUchlein  mag  der  Edelstein 

Wol  heiszen,  wand  es  in  treit  (in  sich  trflgt) 

Bisehefft  (Beispiel)  manger  kiuogheit. 

<  This  Bookling  may  well  be  called  the  Grem,  sith  it  includes 
examples  of  many  a  prudence ;  ^ — which  name  accordingly,  as 
we  see,  it  bears  even  to  this  day. 

Boner  and  his  Fables  have  given  rise  to  much  discussion 
among  the  Germans :  scattered  at  short  distances  throughout 
the  last  hundred  years,  there  is  a  series  of  Selections,  Editions, 
Translations,  Critical  Disquisitions,  some  of  them  in  the 
shape  of  Academic  Program ;  among  the  labourers  in  which 
enterprise  we  find  such  men  as  Gellert  and  Lessing.  A 
Bonerii  Gemma,  or  Latin  version  of  the  work,  was  pub- 
lished by  Oberlin,  in  1782;  Eschenburg  sent  forth  an 
Edition  in  modem  German,  in  1810;  Benecke  a  reprint  of 
the  antique  original,  in  1816.  So  that  now  a  faithful  duty 
has  been  done  to  Boner ;  and  what  with  bibliographical  in- 
quiries, what  with  vocabularies,  and  learned  collations  of  texts, 
he  that  runs  may  read  whatever  stands  written  in  the  Gem, 
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tured,  from  the  dialect,  and  other  more  m 
that  his  place  of  abode  was  the  north-west  qi 
land;  with  still  higher  probability,  that  h« 
middle  of  the  fourteenth  century ;  from  1 
devout  pacific  temper,  some  have  inferred 
monk  or  priest ;  however,  in  one  ManuHcrip 
is  designated,  apparently  by  some  ignoran 
knight,  eiti  Ritter  goix  alms :  from  all  whici 
our  only  conclusion  is,  that  nothing  can  be  ct 
Jobann  Sclierz,  about  the  year  1710,  in 
PkilosophuE  vtwalu  Gervianorum  medii  (rvi 
forth  certain  of  these  Fables,  with  espositions 
without  naming  the  Author;  to  which  Spec 
his  ZHsteriatio  de  Poesi  Jpotogorum  bad  ag 
yean  afterwards,  invited  attention.  Nevert 
was  the  obscurity  which  Boner  had  fallen  int 
already  known  as  the  resuscitator  of  the  Nib 
printing  the  Edelstdn  from  an  old  Manuscrip 
took  its  probable  date  by  about  a  century,  an 
the  title  of  Fables  Jrom  Ike  Minnesinger  1 
naming  the  Fabulist,  or  guessing  whether  ih 
many.  In  this  condition  stood  the  mattd 
years  afterwards,  Leesing,  pursuing  another 
across  the  track  of  this  Boner ;  was  allure* 
ceeded  to  clear  it ;  and  movino-  hiHsHw  ft"-~ 
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ments;  and  so  opened  out  a  free  avenue  and  vista,  where 
strangely,  in  remote  depth  of  antiquarian  woods,  the  whole 
ancient  Fable-manufactory,  with  Boner  and  many  others 
working  in  it,  becomes  visible,  in  all  the  light  which  probably 
will  ever  be  admitted  to  it.  He  who  has  perplexed  himself 
with  Somidu9  and  RimiduSy  and  Nevelet^s  Anonymua  and 
AvianuSy  and  still  more,  with  the  false  guidance  of  their  many 
commentators,  will  find  help  and  deliverance  in  this  light, 
thorough-going  Inquiry  of  LessingV^ 

Now,  therefore,  it  became  apparent :  first,  that  those  sup- 
posed Fables  Jrom  the  Minnesinger  Period^  of  Bodmer,  were  in 
truth  written  by  one  Boner,  in  quite  another  Period  ;  secondly, 
that  Boner  was  not  properly  the  author  of  them,  but  the 
borrower  and  free  versifier  from  certain  Latin  originals; 
farther,  that  the  real  title  was  Edelstein ;  and  strangest  of 
all,  that  the  work  had  been  printed  three  centuries  before 
Bodmer^s  time,  namely,  at  Bamberg,  in  1461 ;  of  which 
Edition,  indeed,  a  tattered  copy,  typographically  curious,  lay, 
and  probably  lies,  in  the  Wolfenbiittel  Library,  where  Lessing 
then  waited,  and  wrote.  The  other  discoveries,  touching 
Boner^s  personality  and  locality,  axe  but  conjectures,  due  also 
to  Lessing,  and  have  been  stated  already. 

As  to  the  Gem  itself,  about  which  there  has  been  such 
scrambling,  we  may  say,  now  when  it  is  cleaned  and  laid  out 
before  us,  that,  though  but  a  small  seed-pearl,  it  has  a 
genuine  value.  To  us  Boner  is  interesting  by  his  antiquity, 
as  the  speaking  witness  of  many  long-past  things;  to  his 
contemporaries  again  he  must  have  been  still  more  interesting 
as  the  reporter  of  so  many  new  things.  These  Fables  of  his, 
then  for  the  first  time  rendered  out  of  inaccessible  Latin  '  into 

^  Sdmmtlkhe  Schriften^  b.  viii. 

*  The  two  originals  to  whom  Lessing  has  traced  all  his  Fables  are  Avianus 
and  Nevelet's  AnonywiMt\  concerning  which  personages  the  following  brief 
notice  by  Jordens  {Lexicon^  L  i6l)  may  be  inserted  here :  '  Flavius  Avianus 
(who  must  not  be  confounded  with  another  LAtin  Poet,  Avienus)  lived,  as  is  be- 
lieved, under  the  two  Antonines  in  the  second  century :  he  has  left  us  forty-two 
Fables  in  elegiac  measure,  the  best  Editions  of  which  are  that  by  Kannegiesser 
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German  metre,  contaiD  no  little  edifying  matter,  hful  we  not 
known  it  before ;  our  old  friends,  the  Fox  with  the  musical 
Raven ;  the  Man  and  Boy  taking  their  Ass  to  market,  and  bo 
inadequate  to  please  the  public  in  their  method  of  transport- 
ing him ;  the  Bishop  that  gave  his  Nephew  a  Cure  of  Souls, 
but  durst  not  trust  him  with  a  Basket  of  Pears  ;  all  these  and 
many  more  figure  here.  But  apart  from  the  material  of  hu 
Fables,  Boner's  style  and  manner  has  an  abiding  merit.  He 
is  not  so  much  a  Translator  as  a  free  Imitator :  he  tells  the 
stoiy  in  his  own  way ;  appends  his  own  moral,  and,  except 
that  in  the  latter  department  he  is  apt  to  be  a  little  prolix, 
acquits  himself  to  high  satisfaction.  His  narrative,  in  those 
old  limping  rhymes,  is  cunningly  enough  brought  out :  art- 
less, lively,  graphic,  with  a  spicing  of  innocent  humour,  a 
certain  childlike  archness,  which  is  the  chief  merit  of  a  Fable. 
Such  is  the  German  ^sop ;  a  character  whom  in  the  north- 
west district  of  Switzerland,  at  that  time  of  day,  we  should 
hardly  have  looked  for. 

Could  we  hope  that  to  many  of  our  readers  the  old 
rough  dialect  of  Boner  would  be  intelligible,  it  were  easy 
to  vindicate  these  praises.  As  matters  stand,  we  can  iHily 
venture  on  one  translated  specimen,  which  in  this  shape 
claims  much  allowance ;  the  Fable,  also,  is  nowise  the  best, 
or  perhaps  the  worst,  but  simply  one  of  the  shortest.  For 
the  rest,  we  have  rendered  the  old  doggerel  into  new,  with  all 
possible  fidelity : 

(Amsterdam,  1731),  that  by,'  etc  etc.  With  respect  to  the  AiuHymia  Rgaio  1 
'  Under  thii  Hesignation  ig  undentood  the  half-birbaious  Latin  Fact,  whose  mVf 
Fables,  in  elegiac  meuure,  stand  in  the  collection,  which  Nevelet,  noder  die 
title  Mylholegia  jSiepica,  published  at  Frankfort  in  I610,  and  which  directly 
follow  those  o(  Avianiu  in  that  work.  They  are  nothinf  elie  than  versified 
translations  of  the  Fables  wrilien  in  prose  by  Romulut,  a  noted  Fabulist,  whose 
era  cannot  be  filed,  nor  even  his  name  made  out  to  complete  satisfaction.' — The 
reader  who  wants  deeper  Intight  into  theie  matten  may  coonilt  Leadog,  u 
dted  above. 
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THE  FROO  AND  TRS  9TESR 

Of  him  that  Hrifxth  after  more  honour  than  he  ehould 

A  Frog  with  Frogling  by  his  side 

Came  hopping  through  the  plain^  one  tide : 

There  he  an  Ox  at  grass  did  spy. 

Much  anger'd  was  the  Frog  thereby ; 

He  said :  ''  Lord  God,  what  was  my  sin 

Thou  madest  me  so  small  and  thin  ? 

Likewise  I  have  no  handsome  feature. 

And  all  dishonoured  is  my  nature. 

To  other  creatures  fsur  and  near. 

For  instance,  this  same  grazing  Steer." 

The  Frog  would  hxa  with  Bullock  cope, 

'Gan  brisk  outblow  himself  in  hope. 

Then  spake  his  Frogling :  "  Father  o'  me. 

It  boots  not,  let  thy  blowing  be ; 

Thy  nature  hath  forbid  this  battle. 

Thou  canst  not  vie  with  the  black-eattle." 

Nathless  let  be  the  Frog  would  not. 

Such  prideful  notion  had  he  got; 

Again  to  blow  right  sore  'gan  he. 

And  said :  "  Like  Ox  oould  I  but  be 

In  siie,  within  this  world  there  were 

No  Frog  so  glad,  to  thee  I  swear." 

The  Son  spake :  ^'  Father,  me  is  woe 

Thou  shouldst  torment  tby  body  so, 

I  fear  thou  art  to  lose  thy  life ; 

Come  follow  me  and  leave  this  strife ; 

Good  Father,  take  advice  of  me. 

And  let  thy  boastful  blowing  be." 

Frog  said :  *'  Thou  needst  not  beck  and  nod, 

I  will  not  do 't,  so  help  me  God ; 

Big  as  this  Ox  is  I  must  turn. 

Mine  honour  now  it  doth  concern." 

He  blew  himself,  and  burst  in  twain. 

Such  of  that  blowing  was  his  gain. 

The  like  hath  oft  been  seen  of  such 
Who  grasp  at  honour  overmuch ; 
They  must  with  none  at  all  be  doing. 
But  sink  full  soon  and  come  to  ruin. 
He  that,  with  wind  of  Pride  aocurs'd. 
Much  puffi  himself,  will  sorely  bunt ; 
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He  mea  mixriahM  and  im^aigtm, 
Inferiori  iconu,  mperiora  grudg«. 
Of  all  bii  eqnftla  i*  a  hater. 
Much  grier'd  he  ia  at  any  better ; 
MTierefors  it  were  a  wiilence  wi«o 
Were  bi«  whole  body  wt  with  Eye*, 
Who  envy  hath,  to  see  mi  well 
Wbat  lucky  hap  each  man  befell, 
Tliat  BO  he  filled  were  with  fury, 
Aod  bunt  wnoder  in  a  hurry  ; 
And  m  foil  aooD  betid  him  thii 
Wbich  to  the  Frog  betjded  Is. 


Readers  to  whom  such  stinted  twanging  of  the  true  Poetic 
Lyre,  such  cheerful  fingering,  though  on);  of  one  and  its 
lowest  iitring,  has  any  melody,  may  find  enough  of  it  in 
Benecke's  Boner,  a  reproduction,  as  above  stated,  of  the 
original  EdeUtein ;  which  Edition  we  are  authorised  to  recom- 
mend Bs  furnished  with  all  helps  for  such  a  study :  less  adven- 
turous readers  may  still,  from  Eschenburg's  half- modernised 
Edition,  derive  some  contentment  and  insight 

Hugo  von  Trimberg  and  Boner,  who  stand  out  here  as  our 
chief  Literary  representatives  of  the  Fourteenth  Century,  could 
play  no  such  part  in  their  own  day,  when  the  great  men  who 
shone  in  the  world's  eye  were  Theologians  and  Jurists,  Politi- 
cians at  the  Imperial  Diet ;  at  best.  Professors  in  the  new 
Universities;  of  whom  all  memory  has  long  since  perished. 
So  different  is  universal  from  temporary  importance,  and  worth 
belonging  to  our  manhood  from  that  merely  of  our  station  or 
calling.  Nevertheless,  as  every  writer,  of  any  true  gifts,  is 
'  citizen  both  of  his  time  and  of  his  country,^  and  the  more 
completely  the  greater  his  gifts ;  so  in  the  works  of  these  two 
secluded  individuals  the  characteristic  tendencies  and  spirit  of 
their  age  may  best  be  discerned. 

Accordingly,  in  studying  their  commentators,  one  fact  that 
cannot  but  strike  us  is,  the  great  prevalence  and  currency  which 
this  species  of  Literature,  cultivated  by  them,  had  obtained  in 
that  era.    Of  Fable  Literature  especially,  this  was  the  summer- 
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tide  and  highest  efflorescence.  The  Latin  originals  which 
Boner  partly  drew  from,  descending,  with  manifold  trans- 
formations and  additions,  out  of  classical  times,  were  in  the 
hands  of  the  learned ;  in  the  living  memories  of  the  people 
were  numerous  fragments  of  primeval  Oriental  Fable,  derived 
perhaps  through  Palestine ;  from  which  two  sources,  curiously 
intermingled,  a  whole  stream  of  Fables  evolved  itself ;  whereat 
the  morally  athirst,  such  was  the  genius  of  that  time,  were 
not  slow  to  drink.  Boner,  as  we  have  seen,  worked  in  a  field 
then  zealously  cultivated :  nay,  was  not  iEsop  himself,  what 
we  have  for  iEsop,  a  contemporary  of  his ;  the  Greek  Monk 
Planudes  and  the  Swiss  Monk  Boner  might  be  chanting  their 
Psalter  at  one  and  the  same  hour ! 

Fable,  indeed,  may  be  regarded  as  the  earliest  and  simplest 
product  of  Didactic  Poetry,  the  first  attempt  of  Instruction 
clothing  itself  in  Fancy  :  hence  the  antiquity  of  Fables,  their 
universal  difiusion  in  the  childhood  of  nations,  so  that  they 
have  become  a  common  property  of  all :  hence  also  their 
acceptance  and  diligent  culture  among  the  Grermans,  among 
the  Europeans,  in  this  the  first  stage  of  an  era  when  the 
whole  bent  of  Literature  was  Didactic.  But  the  Fourteenth 
Century  was  the  age  of  Fable  in  a  still  wider  sense :  it  was 
the  age  when  whatever  Poetry  there  remained  took  the  shape 
of  Apologue  and  moral  Fiction :  the  higher  spirit  of  Imagina- 
tion had  died  away,  or  withdrawn  itself  into  Religion ;  the 
lower  and  feebler  not  only  took  continual  counsel  of  Under- 
standing, but  was  content  to  walk  in  its  leading-strings.  Now 
was  the  time  when  human  life  and  its  relations  were  looked 
at  with  an  earnest  practical  eye ;  and  the  moral  perplexities 
that  occur  there,  when  man,  hemmed-in  between  the  Would 
and  the  Should,  or  the  Must,  painfully  hesitates,  or  altogether 
sinks  in  that  collision,  were  not  only  set  forth  in  the  way  of 
precept,  but  embodied,  for  still  clearer  instruction,  in  Examples, 
and  edifying  Fictions.  The  Monks  themselves,  such  of  them 
as  had  any  talent,  meditated  and  taught  in  this  fashion : 
witness  that  strange  Gesta  Romanorumj  still  extant,  and  once 


,  _-  — -^..v  5««=,  "lui  no  nttie  n 

almost  all  the  grand  destinies,  and  fundamen 
entanglements  of  human  life  are  laid  hold 
here ;    so   that,   from   the   fin>t,   our  moder 
Dramatists  could  find  uothing  new  under  th 
where,  in  contrivuioe  of  their  Stoiy,  saw 
stalled.     Ilie  boundless  abundance  of  Narrati 
the  Biiigular  derivations  and  transmigrations 
antiquarian  commentators :  but,  indeed,  it  v 
century  that  Boccaccio,  refining  the  gold  frou 
drees,  produced  his  Decamerotte,  which  still  in 
fact  in  more  pleasant  fashion,  to  all  readers, 
universal  tendencies  of  the  time  the  Germans 
cooperated.   Boner's    Fables,   and    Hugo's   m 
serious  and   comic,  may,   like   two   specimen 
multitude,  point  out  to  us.    The  Madrigal  had 
Apologue ;  the  Heroic  Poem,  with  its  supema 
and  sentiment,  into  the  Fiction  of  practical 
latter  species  a  prophetic  eye  might  have  discei 
'Ihm  Joneses  and    Wilhelm   Mchtera ;    and   » 
astonishment,  the  Minerra  Presses  of  all   ns 
their  huge  transit-trade  in  Hags,  all  lifted  fro 
printed  on,  and  returned  thither,  to  the  cor 
interested. 

The  Drama,  as  is  well  known,  had   an   c 
origin ;   namely,  in  those  ift«*m«  ,w,n*-:™J 


EARLY   GERMAN   LITERATURE      808 

already  found  its   way  into  Grermany,  we  have  proof  in  a 
document  too  curious  to  be  omitted  here : 

'In  the  year  1322  there  was  a  play  shown  at  Eisenach^  which  had 
a  tragical  enough  effect  Markg^f  Friedrich  of  Misnia,  Landgraf  also 
of  Thuringia^  having  brought  his  tedious  warfares  to  a  condnsion,  and 
the  country  beginning  now  to  revive  under  peace,  his  subjects  were  busy 
repaying  themselves  for  the  past  distresses  by  all  manner  of  diversions ; 
to  which  end,  apparently  by  the  Sovereign's  order,  a  dramatic  representa- 
tion of  the  Ten  Virgins  was  schemed,  and  at  Eisenach,  in  his  presence, 
duly  executed.  This  happened  fifteen  da3r8  after  Easter,  by  indulgence 
of  the  Preaching  Friars.  In  the  Chronicon  Sampetrinum  stands  recorded 
that  the  play  was  enacted  in  the  Beargarden  (in  horto  /erarum),  by  the 
clergy  and  Uieir  scholars.  But  now,  when  it  came  to  pass  that  the  Wise 
Virgins  would  give  the  Foolish  no  oil,  and  these  latter  were  shut  out 
from  the  Bridegroom,  they  began  to  weep  bitterly,  and  called  on  the 
Saints  to  intercede  for  them ;  who,  however,  even  with  Mary  at  their 
head,  could  effect  nothing  from  God ;  but  the  Foolish  Virgins  were  all 
sentenced  to  damnation.  Which  things  the  Landgraf  seeing  and  hearing, 
he  fell  into  a  doubt,  and  was  very  angry ;  and  said^  '^  What  then  is  the 
Christian  Faith,  if  God  will  not  take  pity  on  us,  for  intercession  of  Mary 
and  all  the  Saints?"  In  this  anger  he  continued  five  days;  and  the 
learned  men  could  hardly  enlighten  him  to  understand  the  GospeL 
Thereupon  he  was  struck  with  apoplexy,  and  became  speechless  and 
powerless ;  in  which  sad  state  he  continued  bed-rid  two  years  and  seven 
months,  and  so  died,  being  then  fifty-five.'^ 

Surely  a  serious  warning,  would  they  but  take  it,  to 
Dramatic  Critics,  not  to  venture  beyond  their  depth  !  Had 
this  fiery  old  Landgraf  given  up  the  reins  of  his  imagination 
into  his  author^s  hands,  he  might  have  been  pleased  he  knew 
not  why :  whereas  the  meshes  of  Theology,  in  which  he  kicks 
and  struggles,  here  strangle  the  life  out  of  him ;  and  the  Ten 
Virgins  at  Eisenach  are  more  fatal  to  warlike  men  than 
i£schylus^s  Furies  at  Athens  were  to  weak  women. 

Neither  were  the  unlearned  People  without  their  litera- 
ture, their  Narrative  Poetry ;  though  how,  in  an  age  without 
printing  and  bookstalls,  it  was  circulated  among  them ; 
whether  by  strolling  Fideleres  (Minstrels),  who  might  recite 

^  Flogel  {GeschichU  der  komiuhin  IMttratur^  iv.  287),  who  founds  on  Chat 
old  CkfVHican  Sampitrinnm  EtfnrUnH^  contained  in  Menke's  CoUectioii. 
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as  well  as  fiddle,  or  by  other  methods,  we  have  not  learned. 
However,  its  existence  and  abundance  in  this  era  is  sufficiently 
evinced  by  the  multitude  of  Volksbucker  (People's  -  Books) 
which  issued  from  the  Piess,  next  century,  almost  as  soon  as 
there  was  a  Press.  Several  of  these,  which  still  lajiguidly 
siu:vive  among  the  people,  or  at  least  the  children,  of  all 
countries,  were  of  German  composition  ;  of  most,  so  strangely 
had  they  been  sifted  and  winnowed  to  and  fro,  it  was  impos- 
sible to  fix  the  origin.  But  borrowed  or  domestic,  they 
nowhere  wanted  admirers  in  Germany  :  the  Patient  Helena, 
the  Fair  Magrlone,  Bluehearily  Fortunalus ;  these,  and  after- 
wards the  Seven  Wise  Master t,  with  other  more  directly 
j^^opic  ware,  to  which  the  introduction  of  the  old  Indian 
stock,  or  Book  of  Wisdom,  translated  from  John  of  Capua's 
Latin,'  one  day  formed  a  rich  accession,  were  in  all  memories 
and  on  all  tongues. 

Beautiful  traits  of  Imagination  and  a  pure  genuine  feeling, 
though  under  the  rudest  forms,  shine  forth  in  some  of  these 
old  Tales :  for  instance,  in  Magelorre  and  Forhtnatua ;  which 
two,  indeed,  with  others  of  a  different  stamp,  Ludwig  Tieck 
has,  with  singular  talent,  ventured,  not  unsuccessfully,  to 
reproduce  in  our  own  time  and  dialect.  A  second  class 
distinguish  themselves  by  a  homely,  honest- hearted  Wisdom, 
full  of  character  and  quaint  devices ;  of  which  class  the  Seoen 
Wise  Masters,  extracted  chiefly  from  that  Gesta  Romanorum 
above  mentioned,  and  containing  '  proverb-philosophy,  anec- 
dotes, fables  and  jests,  the  seeds  of  which,  oil  the  fertile 
German  soil,  spread  luxuriantly  through  several  generations,' 
is  perhaps  the  best  example.  Lastly,  in  a  third  class,  we 
find  in  full  play  that  spirit  of  broad  drollery,  of  rough 
saturnine  Humour,  which  the  Germans  claim  as  a  special 
characteristic;  among  these,  we  must  not  omit  to  menti<m 
the  Schiltbiirger,  correspondent  to  our  own  Wise  Men  f^ 
Gotham ;    still   less,   the    far-famed    Ti/U   Eulenspiegel  (Tyll 
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Owlglass),  whose  rogueries  and  waggeries  belong,  in  the 
fullest  sense,  to  this  era. 

This  last  is  a  true  German  work ;  for  both  the  man  Tyll 
Eulenspiegel,  and  the  Book  which  is  his  history,  were  pro- 
duced there.  Nevertheless,  TylFs  fame  has  gone  abroad  into 
all  lands :  this,  the  Neurative  of  his  exploits,  has  been 
published  in  innumerable  editions,  ev&OL  with  all  manner  of 
learned  glosses,  and  translated  into  Latin,  English,  French, 
Dutch,  Polish ;  nay,  in  several  languages,  as  in  his  own,  an 
Eulenspiegelereiy  an  Espteglerie^  or  dog^s-trick,  so  named  after 
him,  still,  by  consent  of  lexicographers,  keeps  his  memory 
alive.  We  may  say,  that  to  few.  mortals  has  it  been  granted 
to  earn  such  a  place  in  Universal  History  as  Tyll :  for  now 
after  five  centuries,  when  Wallace^s  birtiiplace  is  unknown 
even  to  the  Scots;  and  the  Admirable  Crichton  still  more 
rapidly  is  grown  a  shadow ;  and  Edward  Longshanks  sleeps 
unregarded  save  by  a  few  antiquarian  English, — ^Tyll's  native 
village  is  pointed  out  with  pride  to  the  traveller,  and  his 
tombstone,  with  a  sculptured  pun  on  his  name,  an  Owl, 
namely,  and  a  Glass,  still  stands,  or  pretends  to  stand,  *  at 
Mollen,  near  Lilbeck,^  where,  since  1350,  his  once  nimble 
bones  have  been  at  rest.  Tyll,  in  the  calling  he  had  chosen, 
naturally  led  a  wandering  life,  as  place  after  place  became  too 
hot  for  him  ;  by  which  means  he  saw  into  many  things  with 
his  own  eyes  :  having  been  not  only  over  all  Westphalia  and 
Saxony,  but  even  in  Poland,  and  as  far  as  Rome.  That  in 
his  old  days,  like  other  great  men,  he  became  an  Autobio- 
grapher,  and  in  trustful  winter  evenings,  not  on  paper,  but 
on  air,  and  to  the  laughter-lovers  of  Mollen,  composed  this 
work  himself,  is  purely  a  hypothesis;  certain  only  that  it 
came  forth  originally  in  the  dialect  of  this  region,  namely  the 
Platt'Deutsch ;  and  was  therefrom  translated,  probably  about 
a  centiu^  afterwards,  into  its  present  High  German,  as 
Lessing  conjectures,  by  one  Thomas  Miimer,  who  on  other 
grounds  is  not  imknown  to  emtiquaries.  For  the  rest,  write 
it  who  might,  the  Book  is  here,  *  abounding,**  as  a  wise  Critic 

VOL.  n.  u 
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remarks, '  in  inventive  humour,  in  rough  merriment  aiid  bnwui 
drollery,  not  without  a  keen  rugged  shrewdness  of  insight; 
which  properties  must  have  made  it  irresistihly  captivating  to 
the  popular  sense;  and,  with  all  its  fantastic  extravagaocies 
and  i-oguish  crotchets,  in  many  points  instructive.' 

From  Tyll's  so  captivating  achievements  we  shall  here  select 
one  to  insert  some  account  of;  the  rather  as  the  tale  is  soon 
told,  and  by  means  of  it  we  catch  a  little  trait  of  manners, 
and,  through  Tyll's  spectacles,  may  peep  into  the  interior  of 
a  Household,  even  of  a  Parsonage,  in  those  old  days. 

'  It  chanced  lifter  bo  mauj'  adveaiures,  that  Eiilenspiegel  cune  to  » 
Parson,  who  promoted  him  to  be  his  Sacristaa,  or  as  we  now  say,  Sextoti. 
Of  this  Parson  it  is  recorded  that  he  kept  a  Concubine,  who  had  but  one 
eye ;  she  also  had  a  spite  at  Tyll,  and  was  wont  to  Bpeak  evil  of  him  to 
his  master,  and  report  his  rogueries.  Now  nhile  Eulenspiefcel  held  t>ii* 
SextODcy  the  Easter-seauoD  came,  and  there  was  to  be  a  play  set  forth  of 
the  Resurrection  of  our  Lord.  And  as  the  people  were  not  learned,  snd 
could  not  read,  the  Parson  took  his  Cuncubiiio  and  stationed  her  in  the 
holy  Sepulrhre  by  way  of  Angel.  Which  thing  Eulenspiegel  seeing,  he 
took  to  him  three  of  the  simplest  persons  that  could  be  found  there,  to 
enact  the  Three  Marys ;  and  the  Parson  himself,  with  a  flag  in  his  hand, 
represented  Christ.  Thereupon  spake  Eulenspiegcl  to  the  simple  pereons: 
"  When  the  Angel  asks  you,  Whom  ye  seek  ;  ye  must  answer.  The 
Parson's  one-ej-ed  Concubine."  Now  it  canie  to  pass  that  the  time 
arrived  when  they  were  to  act,  and  the  Angel  fi«ked  them  :  "  Wliom  seek 
ye  here.'"  and  they  anawered,  as  Eulenspiegel  had  taught  and  bidden 
them,  and  mid ;  "  We  seek  the  Parsou's  one-eyed  Concubine."  Whereby 
did  the  Parson  observe  that  lie  was  made  a  mock  of.  And  when  th« 
Parson's  Concubine  heard  tlie  same,  she  started  out  of  the  Grave,  tad 
aimed  a  box  at  Eulenspiegel's  face,  but  missed  him,  and  hit  one  of  the 
simple  pereons,  who  were  representing  tlie  Three  Marys.  This  latter 
then  returned  her  a  slap  on  the  mouth,  whereupon  she  caught  him  by 
the  hair.  But  his  Wife  seeiag  this,  came  running  thither,  and  fell  upon 
the  Parson's  Harlot.  ^Vhich  thing'  the  Pareou  discerning,  he  threw 
down  his  flag,  and  sprang  forward  to  bis  Harlot's  assistance.  Thus  gave 
they  one  another  hearty  thwacking  and  basting,  and  there  was  great 
uproar  in  the  Church.  But  when  Eulenspiegel  perceived  that  they  all 
had  one  another  by  the  ears  in  the  Church,  he  went  his  ways,  and  came 
uo  mora  back '  > 

■  Fidgel,  ir.  390.    For  more  of  Eulenti^ecel  see  Giinet  Vttrdii  VrikOatktt. 
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These  and  the  like  pleasant  narratives  were  the  People^s 
Comedy  in  those  days.  Neither  was  their  Tragedy  wanting;  as 
indeed  both  spring  up  spontaneously  in  all  regions  of  human 
Life ;  however,  their  chief  work  of  this  latter  class,  the  wild, 
deep  emd  now  world-renowned  Legend  of  Fausty  belongs  to  a 
somewhat  later  date.* 

Thus,  though  the  Poetry  which  spoke  in  rhyme  was  feeble 
enough,  the  spirit  of  Poetry  could  nowise  be  regarded  as 
extinct;  while  Fancy,  Imagination  and  all  the  intellectual 
faculties  necessary  for  that  art,  were  in  active  exercise. 
Neither  had  the  Enthusiasm  of  heart,  on  which  it  still  more 
intimately  depends,  died  out ;  but  only  taken  another  form. 
In   lower  degrees  it  expressed  itself  as  an  ardent  zeal   for 

^  To  the  fifteenth  century,  say  some  who  fix  it  on  Johann  Faust,  the  Goldsmith 
and  partial  Inventor  of  Printing :  to  the  sixteenth  century,  say  others,  referring 
it  to  Johann  Faust,  Doctor  in  Philosophy ;  which  individud  did  actually,  as 
the  Tradition  also  bears,  study  first  at  Wittenberg  (where  he  might  be  one  of 
Luther's  pupils),  then  at  Ingolstadt»  where  also  he  taught,  and  had  a  Famulus 
named  Wagner,  son  of  a  clergyman  at  Wasserberg.  Melanchthon,  Tritheim  and 
other  credible  witnesses,  some  of  whom  had  seen  the  man,  vouch  sufficiently 
for  these  facts.  The  rest  of  the  Doctor's  history  is  much  more  obscure«  He 
seems  to  have  been  of  a  vehement,  unquiet  temper ;  skilled  in  Natural  Philosophy, 
and  perhaps  in  the  occult  science  of  Conjuring,  by  aid  of  which  two  gifts,  a  much 
shallower  man,  wandering  in  Need  and  Pride  over  the  world  in  those  days, 
might,  without  any  Mephistopheles,  have  worked  wonders  enough.  Neverthe 
less,  that  he  rode  off  through  the  air  on  a  wine-cask  from  Auerbach's  Keller  at 
Leipzig,  in  1523,  seems  questionable ;  though  an  old  carving,  in  that  venerable 
Tavern,  still  mutely  asserts  it  to  the  toper  of  this  day.  About  1560,  his  term  of 
Thaumaturgy  being  over,  he  disappeared :  whether,  under  feigned  name,  by  the 
rope  of  some  hangman ;  or  *  frightfully  torn  in  pieces  by  the  Devil,  near  the 
village  of  Rimlich,  between  Twelve  and  One  in  the  morning,'  let  each  reader 
judge  for  himself.  The  latter  was  clearly  George  Rudolf  Wiedemann's  opinion, 
whose  Veritable  History  of  the  abominable  Sins  of  Dr.  Johann  Faust  came  out 
at  Hamburg  in  1599 ;  and  is  no  less  circumstantially  announced  in  the  old 
People's-Booky  Thai  everywhere'infamotu  Arch' BUuk- Artist  and  Conjuror^ 
Dr.  Fausfs  Compact  with  the  Devil,  wondefful  fValh  and  Conversation,  and 
terrible  End,  printed,  seemingly  without  date,  at  Koln  (Cologne)  and  Niim- 
berg ;  read  by  every  one ;  written  by  we  know  not  whom.  See  again,  for 
farther  insight,  Gorres  Ueber  die  dmtschen  VolksbOcher.  Another  Work 
(Leipzig,  1824),  expressly  'on  Faust  and  the  Wandering  Jew,'  which  latter, 
in  those  times,  wandered  much  in  Germany^  it  also  referred  ta  Convor 
Lixieon^  |  Faust* 


ligent  eye;  scholars  of  Chrjsoloras  were  fa 
treasures  of  Greece.  School  Philosophy,  ' 
obtained  firm  footing  among  the  Germans,  wj 
drawing  to  a  close ;  but  the  subtle,  piercing 
hod  fostered  and  called  into  activity,  was  hen 
itself  with  new  profit  or  more  substantial  in 
manifold  praiseworthy  endeavours  the  most 
ample  arena. 

A  higher,  purer  enthusiasm,  again,  which 
its  place  in  chivalrous  Minstrelsy,  might  still 
and  worship  in  religious  Cloisters,  where,  am 
tion  of  monkish  manners,  there  were  not  « 
aimed  at,  and  accomplished,  the  highest  prol 
a  life  of  spiritual  Truth.  Among  the  Gerroa 
deep-feeling,  deep  -  thinking,  devout  temper 
ing  into  abstruse  theosophy,  now  purifying 
elotjuence  and  clear  apostolic  light,  was  a« 
a  temper  which  had  long  dwelt,  and  still  dw 
ere  long  was  to  render  that  people  wortlr 
giving  Euro)H:  a  new  Reformation,  a  new  ] 
example  of  monkish  diligence  and  zeal,  if  < 
we  here  mention  the  German  Bible  of  Mat 
~       '  Halle,  "         I 
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intellectual  deserts ;  by  pious  persons,  especially  of  the  class 
called  Mystics,  is  still  studied  as  a  practical  instructor ;  and 
by  all  true  inquirers  prized  as  a  person  of  high  talent  and 
moral  worth.  Tauler  was  a  Dominican  Monk ;  seems  to  have 
lived  and  preached  at  Strasburg ;  where,  as  his  gravestone  still 
testifies,  he  died  in  1361.  His  devotional  works  have  been 
often  edited :  one  of  his  modem  admirers  has  written  his 
biography ;  wherein  perhaps  this  is  the  strangest  fact,  if  it 
be  one,  that  once  in  the  pulpit,  'he  grew  suddenly  dumb, 
and  did  nothing  but  weep  ;  in  which  despondent  state  he  con- 
tinued for  two  whole  years.^  Then,  however,  he  again  lifted 
up  his  voice,  with  new  energy  and  new  potency.  We  learn 
farther,  that  he  'renounced  the  dialect  of  Philosophy,  and 
spoke  direct  to  the  heart  in  language  of  the  heart.^  His 
Sermons,  composed  in  Latin  and  delivered  in  Grermem,  in  which 
language,  after  repeated  renovations  and  changes  of  dialect, 
they  are  still  read,  have,  with  his  other  writings,  been  charac* 
terised,  by  a  native  critic  worthy  of  confidence,  in  these  terms: 

'They  contain  a  treasure  of  meditations,  hints^  indications,  full  of 
heartfelt  piety,  which  still  speak  to  the  inmost  longings  and  noblest 
wants  of  man's  mind.  His  style^is  abrupt,  compressed,  significant  in  its 
conciseness ;  the  nameless  depth  of  feelings  struggles  with  the  phraseo- 
logy. He  was  the  first  that  wrested  from  our  German  speech  the  fit 
expression  for  ideas  of  moral  Reason  and  Emotion,  and  has  left  us  riches 
in  that  kind,  such  as  the  zeal  for  purity  and  fblness  of  language  in  our 
own  days  cannot  leave  unheeded.' — ^Tauler,  it  is  added^  'was  a  man  who, 
imbued  with  genuine  Devoutness,  as  it  springs  from  the  depths  of  a  soul 
strengthened  in  self-contemplation,  and,  free  and  all-powerful,  rules  over 
Life  and  Effort^ — attempted  to  train  and  win  the  people  for  a  duty  which 
had  hitherto  been  considered  as  that  of  the  learned  class  alone :  to  raise 
the  Lay-world  into  moral  study  of  Religion  for  themselves,  that  so, 
enfranchised  from  the  bonds  of  unreflecting  custom,  they  might  regulate 
Creed  and  Conduct  by  strength  self-acquired.  He  taught  men  to  look 
within;  by  spiritual  contemplation  to  feel  the  secret  of  their  higher 
Destiny ;  to  seek  in  their  own  souls  what  from  without  is  never,  or  too 
scantily  afforded;  self-believing,  to  create  what,  by  the  dead  letter  of 
foreign  Tradition,  can  never  be  brought  forth.' ^ 

^  Wachler,  VorUsungin  uhir  die  Geschichte  der  deutschen  NationaUUtteratur 
(Lectures  on  the  History  of  German  National  Literature),  b.  i.  s.  131. 


a  village  near  uoiogne,  wnere  ne  was  Dorr 
contend  that  Kampen  in  Overyssel  was  hi 
ever,  in  either  case  at  that  era,  more  es 
what  he  did,  we  can  here  regard  him  as  a  Z 
For  his  spiritual  and  intellectual  character 
works,  written  in  the  Latin  tongue,  and 
all,  to  his  far-famed  work  De  Imitalione 
been  praised  by  such  men  as  Luther,  Lei 
what  is  more,  has  been  read,  and  continu 
moral  profit,  in  all  Christian  languages 
having  passed  through  upwards  of  a  thous 
number  is  j-et  daily  increasing.  A  new 
Kanpis  was  published  only  the  other  year, 
man  deserves  a  word  from  us,  not  only 
l*i'ieat,  and  father  of  the  Church,.at  a  tiu 
rare,  but  as  a  zealous  promoter  of  learr 
own  country,  he  accomplished  much  tofor« 
the  son  of  pnxir  pai-ents,  had  been  educa 
school  of  Deventer;  he  himself  institute! 
Zwoll,  which  long  continued  the  grand  cl 
the  North.  Among  his  own  pupils  w( 
Moritz  von  Spiegclherg,  Rudolf  von  Langt 
Antonius   Liber,   Ludwig   Dringenberg,   j 
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• 

from  Artois  to  Silesia,  and  operated  powerfully  both  in  a 
moral  and  intellectual  view,  are  among  the  characteristic 
redeeming  features  of  that  time;  but  the  details  of  them 
fall  not  within  our  present  limits.^ 

If  now,  quitting  the  Cloister  and  Library,  we  look  abroad 
over  active  Life,  and  the  general  state  of  culture  and  spiritual 
endeavour  as  manifested  there,  we  have  on  all  hands  the 
cheering  prospect  of  a  society  in  full  progress.  The  F^ractical 
Spirit,  which  had  pressed  forward  into  Poetry  itself,  could  not 
but  be  busy  and  successful  in  those  provinces  where  its  home 
specially  lies.  Among  the  Germans,  it  is  true,  so  &r  as 
political  condition  was  concerned,  the  aspect  of  affairs  had 
not  changed  for  the  better.  The  Imperial  Constitution  was 
weakened  and  loosened  into  the  mere  semblance  of  a  Govern- 
ment ;  the  head  of  which  had  still  the  title,  but  no  longer 
the  reality  of  sovereign  power ;  so  that  Grermany,  ever  since 
the  times  of  Rudolf,  had,  as  it  were,  ceased  to  be  one  great 
nation,  and  become  a  disunited,  often  conflicting  aggr^ate 
of  small  nations.  Nay,  we  may  almost  say,  of  petty  districts, 
or  even  of  households :  for  now,  when  every  pitiful  Baron 
claimed  to  be  an  independent  potentate,  and  exercised  his 
divine  right  of  peace  and  war  too  often  in  plundering  the 
industrious  Burgher,  public  Law  could  no  longer  vindicate 
the  weak  against  the  strong :  except  the  venerable  unwritten 
code  of  Faustrecht  (Club-Law),  there  was  no  other  valid.  On 
every  steep  rock,  or  difficult  fastness,  these  dread  sovereigns 
perched  themselves;  studding  the  country  with  innumerable 
Rattbschlosser  (Robber-Towers),  which  now  in  the  eye  of  the 
picturesque  tourist  look  interesting  enough,  but  in  those 
days  were  interesting  on  far  other  grounds.  Herein  dwelt 
a  race  of  persons,  proud,  ignorant,  hungry;  who,  boasting 
of  an  endless  pedigree,  talked  familiarly  of  living  on  the 
produce  of  their  *  Saddles  ^  (vom  Sattel  xu  Uben\  that  is  to 
say,  by  the  profession  of  highwayman ;  for  which  unluckily,  as 
just   hinted,  there  was   then   no  effectual  gallows.     Some, 

^  See  Eichhorn's  Gtschickii  dir  Litttrutur^  b.  ii.  s.  134. 
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indeed,  might  plunder  as  the  eagle,  others  as  the  vulture 
crow  ;  but,  in  general,  from  men  cultivating  tliat  walk  of  life, 
no  profit  in  any  other  was  to  be  looked  for.  Vain  was  it, 
however,  for  the  Kaiser  to  publish  edict  on  edict  against 
them  ;  nay,  if  he  destroyed  their  Robber-Towers,  new  ones 
were  built ;  was  the  old  wolf  hunted  down,  the  cub  bad 
escaped,  who  reappeared  when  his  teeth  were  grown.  Not 
till  industiy  and  social  cultivation  had  everywhere  spread, 
and  risen  supreme,  could  that  brood,  in  detail,  be  extirpated 
or  tamed. 

Neither  was  this  miserable  defect  of  police  the  only  misery 
in  such  a  state  of  things.  For  the  saddle-eating  Baron,  even 
in  pacific  circumstances,  naturally  looked  down  on  the  fniii- 
producing  Burgher;  who,  again,  feeling  himself  a  wiser, 
wealthier,  better  and  in  time  a  stronger  man,  ill  brooked 
this  procedure,  and  retaliated,  or,  by  quite  declining  such 
communications,  avoided  it.  Thus,  throughout  long  centuries, 
and  after  that  old  Code  of  Club-Law  had  been  well-nigh 
abolished,  the  effort  of  the  nation  was  still  divided  into  two 
courses;  the  Noble  and  the  Citinen  would  not  work  together, 
freely  imparting  and  receiving  their  several  gifts ;  but  the 
culture  of  the  polite  arts,  and  that  of  the  useful  arts,  had 
to  proceed  with  mutual  disadvantage,  each  on  its  separate 
footing.  Indeed  that  supercilious  and  too  marked  distinction 
of  ranks,  which  so  ridiculously  characterised  the  Germans,  has 
only  in  very  recent  times  disappeared. 

Nevertheless  here,  as  it  ever  does,  the  strength  of  the 
country  lay  in  the  middle  classes ;  whidi  were  sound  and 
active,  and,  in  spite  of  all  these  hindrances,  daily  advanciDg. 
The  Free  Towns,  which,  in  Germany  as  elsewhere,  the 
sovereign  favoured,  held  within  their  walls  a  race  of  men  as 
brave  as  they  of  the  Hohber-Towers,  but  exercising  ihar 
bravery  on  fitter  objects ;  who,  by  degrees,  too,  ventured  into 
the  field  against  even  the  greatest  of  these  kinglets,  and  in 
many  a  stout  fight  taught  them  a  juristic  doctrine,  which  no 
head  with  all  its  helmets  was  too  thick  for  taking  in.     The 
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Four  Forest  Cantons  had  already  testified  in  this  way ;  their 
Tells  and  Staufiachers  preaching,  with  apostolic  blows  and 
knocks,  like  so  many  Luthers;  whereby,  from  their  remote 
Alpine  glens,  all  lands  and  all  times  have  heard  them,  emd 
believed  them.  By  dint  of  such  logic  it  began  to  be  under- 
stood everywhere,  that  a  Man,  whether  clothed  in  purple 
cloaks  or  in  tanned  sheepskins,  wielding  the  sceptre  or  the 
oxgoad,  is  neither  Deity  nor  Beast,  but  simply  a  Man,  emd 
must  comport  himself  accordingly. 

But  Commerce  of  itself  was  pouring  new  strength  into 
every  peaceable  community ;  the  Hanse  League,  now  in  full 
vigour,  secured  the  fruits  of  industry  over  all  the  North* 
The  havens  of  the  Netherlands,  thronged  with  ships  from 
every  sea,  transmitted  or  collected  their  wide-borne  freight 
over  Germany;  where,  far  inland,  flourished  market-cities, 
with  their  cunning  workmen,  their  spacious  warehouses,  and 
merchants  who  in  opulence  vied  with  the  richest  Except, 
perhaps,  in  the  dose  vicinity  of  Robber-Towers,  and  even 
there  not  always  nor  altogether,  Diligence,  good  Order, 
peaceful  Abundance  were  everywhere  conspicuous  in  Germemy. 
Petrarch  has  celebrated,  in  warm  terms,  the  beauties  of  the 
Rhine,  as  he  witnessed  them ;  the  rich,  embellished,  culti- 
vated aspect  of  land  and  people :  iEneas  Sylvius,  afterwards 
Pope  Pius  the  Second,  expresses  himself,  in  the  next  century, 
with  still  greater  emphasis :  he  says,  and  he  could  judge, 
having  seen  both,  ^  that  the  King  of  Scotland  did  not  live 
so  hemdsomely  as  a  moderate  Citizen  of  Niimberg  ^ :  indeed 
Conrad  Celtes,  another  contemporary  witness,  informs  us, 
touching  these  same  citizens,  that  their  wives  went  abroad 
loaded  with  the  richest  jewels,  that  ^  most  of  their  household 
utensils  were  of  silver  and  gold.'  For,  as  iEneas  Sylvius 
adds,  < their  mercantile  activity  is  astonishing;  the  greater 
part  of  the  German  nation  consists  of  merchants.'  Thus 
too,  in  Augsburg,  the  Fugger  family,  which  sprang,  like  that 
of  the  Medici,  from  smallest  beginnings,  were  fast  rising  into 
that  height  of  commercial  greatness,  such  that  Charles  v.,  in 
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viewing  the  Uoyal  Treasury  at  Paris,  could  say,  "  I  have  a 
weaver  in  Augsburg  able  to  buy  it  all  with  his  own  gold," ' 
With  less  satisfaction  the  same  haughty  Monarcli  hod  to  see 
his  own  Nephew  wedded  to  the  fair  Philippine  Welser, 
daughter  of  another  merchant  id  that  city,  and  for  wisdom 
and  beauty  the  paragon  of  her  time.^ 

'  Qmriei  had  his  reasons  for  such  a  speech.  Thb  »lme  Anton  Fugger,  to 
whom  he  alluded  here,  had  often  stood  by  hhn  xa  straits  ;  showing  a  munificence 
snil  even  generosity  worthy  of  th«  proudest  princes.  During  the  celebiated 
Diet  of  Augsburg,  in  1S30>  the  Emperor  lodged  far  a  whole  year  in  Anton's 
house ;  and  Anton  was  a  man  10  warm  his  Enipctor  '  at  ■  hie  of  cinDamon- 
wood,'  tad  to  bum  therein  'the  bonds  for  large  sums  owing  him  by  his 
majeily.'  For  all  which,  Anton  and  bis  kindred  had  coanlsbips  and  prioceibip) 
in  abundance;  also  the  right  to  coin  nuniey,  but  no  solid  bullion  lo  exercise 
such  right  on;  which,  however,  they  repeatedly  did  on  bullion  of  their  own. 
This  Anton  left  lix  millions  of  gold-ciowns  in  cash ;  •  beside*  precious  articles, 
jewels,  properties  in  all  countries  of  Europe,  and  both  the  Indies.'  The 
Fuggen  had  ships  on  every  sea,  w^ons  on  every  highway;  they  workei)  the 
Cnrinthian  Mines ;  even  Albrecht  DUrer's  Pictures  had  to  piss  through  their 
warehouses  lo  the  Italian  market.  However,  this  family  had  other  merits  than 
their  mountains  of  metal,  their  bindne&s  to  needy  Sovereigns,  and  even  their 
all'embracing  spirit  of  commercial  enterprise.  They  were  famed  for  acts  of 
general  beneficeDce,  and  did  much  charity  where  no  imperial  thanks  were  to  be 
looked  for.  To  found  Hospitals  and  Schools,  on  the  most  tiberil  scale,  was 
a  common  thing  with  them.  In  the  sixteenth  century,  three  benevolent 
brothers  of  the  House  purchased  a  suburb  of  Augsburg  ;  rebuilt  it  with  small 
conmodious  houses,  to  be  let  to  indigent  industrious  burghers  lor  a  ttifliDg 
rent :  this  is  the  well-known  Fiiggerei,  which  still  eiisting,  with  its  owo  walls 
and  gate,  maintains  their  name  in  daily  currency  there. — The  founder  of  this 
remarkable  family  did  actually  drive  the  shuttle  in  the  village  of  Go^ngen, 
Dear  Augsbuig,  about  the  middle  of  the  Fourteenth  Cenluiy;  'hut  ia  1619,' 
says  the  Spiegel  der  Ekren  (Mirror  of  Ilononr),  'the  noble  stem  had  so 
brsnchcd  out,  (hat  there  were  forty-seven  Counts  and  Countesses  belongitig  to 
it,  and  of  young  descendants  as  many  as  there  are  days  in  the  year.'  Potir  itoat 
boughs  of  this  same  noble  stem,  in  the  rank  of  Princes,  still  subsist  and  floniiib. 
■Thus  in  the  generous  Fuggers,' says  that  above-named  Mirr»r,  'was  foIGlM 
our  Saviour's  promise:  Give,  and  it  shall  be  given  you.'  Cmtv.  Lexinn, 
I  Fnggtr-  Gischlichl. 

*  The  Welsers  were  of  patrician  descent.  Mid  had  for  many  centuries  fdlowed 
commerce  at  Augsburg,  where,  next  only  to  the  Fu^en,  tbey  played  a  higfa 
part.  It  was  they  for  example,  that,  at  their  own  charge*,  first  ctdonised 
Venexuela ;  that  equipped  the  first  German  ship  to  India,  '  the  Journal  of  which 
■till  exitts'  i  they  united  with  the  Fuggers  lo  lend  Charles  v.  twelve  T^mmt 
Geld,  \,aoa,ooo  FloriiM     The  bir  Philippine,  by  her  pure  diaiBis  and  liiwii  il 
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In  this  state  of  economical  prosperity,  Literature  and 
Art,  such  kinds  of  them  at  least  as  had  a  practical  applica-^ 
tion,  could  not  want  encoun^ment.  It  is  mentioned  as  one 
of  the  furtherances  to  Classical  Learning  among  the  Grermans, 
that  these  Free  Tovms,  as  well  as  numerous  petty  Courts  of 
Princes,  exercising  a  sovereign  power,  required  individuals  of 
some  culture  to  conduct  their  Diplomacy ;  one  man  able  at 
least  to  write  a  handsome  Latin  style  was  an  indispensable 
requisite.  For  a  long  while  even  this  small  accomplishment 
was  not  to  be  acquired  in  Germany ;  where,  such  had  been 
the  troublous  condition  of  the  Governments,  there  were  yet, 
in  the  banning  of  the  fourteenth  century,  no  Universities : 
however,  a  better  temper  and  better  fortune  b^an  at  length 
to  prevail  among  the  German  Sovereigns;  the  demands  of 
the  time  insisted  on  fulfilment.  The  University  of  Prague 
was  founded  in  1348,  that  of  Vienna  in  1864,^  and  now,  as 
if  to  make  up  for  the  delay,  princes  and  communities  on  all 
hcmds  made  haste  to  establish  similar  Institutions;  so  that 
before  the  end  of  the  century  we  find  three  others,  Heidel- 
berg, Cologne,  Erfurt ;  in  the  course  of  the  next,  no  fewer 
than  eight  more,  of  which  Leipzig  (in  1404)  is  the  most 
remarkable.  Neither  did  this  honourable  zeal  grow  cool  in 
the  sixteenth  century,  or  even  down  to  our  own,  when 
Grermany,  boasting  of  some  forty  great  Schools  and  twenty- 
two  Universities,  four  of  which  date  within  the  last  thirty 

wiles,  worked  out  a  reconciliation  with  Kaiser  Ferdinand  the  First,  her  Father- 
in-law  ;  lived  thirty  happy  years  with  her  husband  ;  and  had  medals  stmck  by 
him,  Diva  PhUippina^  in  honour  of  her,  when  (at  Inspruck  in  1580)  he  becamt 
a  widower.     Conv.  Lexicon^  §  JVelser. 

^  There  seems  to  be  some  controversy  about  the  precedence  here :  Bouterwek 
gives  Vienna,  with  a  date  1333,  as  the  earliest ;  Koch  again  puts  Heidelberg, 
1346,  in  front;  the  dates  in  the  Text  profess  to  be  taken  from  Meiner's 
GeschichU  der  Entstekung  und  Eniwickelung  der  Hoken  SchuUn  unsers  Erd- 
iheils  (History  of  the  Origin  and  Development  of  High  Schools  in  Europe), 
(^ottingen,  1S02.  The  last-established  University  is  that  of  Mtlnchen  (Munich), 
in  1826.  Prussia  alone  has  21,000  Public  Schoolmasters,  specially  trained  to 
their  profession,  sometimes  even  sent  to  travel  for  improvement,  at  the  cost  of 
Government.  What  says  •  the  most  enlightened  nation  in  the  world  *  to  this? — 
Eats  its  pudding,  and  says  little  or  nothing. 


w<>>  luuucu  siiuiv,  uicre  nas  always  dwelt 
NiinibergB  and  Augsburgs,  a  solid,  quietly-p 
full  of  old  Teutonic  character  and  old 
whereby,  ever  and  anon,  from  under  the 
i^SS^  German  artisan  or  staid  burgher,  thi 
World-Inrcntion  baa  been  BtartiDg-fwth,  ' 
least  of  all  looked  for.  Indeed,  with  regi 
Knowledge  in  general,  if  we  consider  the  pre 
daily  life  of  mankind,  it  must  be  owned  I 
nation  haa  contributed  a  share, — the  targes 
of  such  shares  as  can  be  appropriated  an< 
special  contributor,  belongs  to  Germany.  ( 
Kepler,  Otto  Guericke,  ai-e  of  other  times; 
also  the  spirit  of  Inquiry,  of  Invention,  was 
Gunpowder  (of  the  thirteenth  century),  thouj 
the  credit  of  it  to  Satan,  has  helped  niighti 
horrors  of  War  :  thus  much  at  least  must  be 
favour,  that  tt  secures  the  dominion  of  civili 
man :  nay,  hereby,  in  personal  contests,  not 
but  Courage  and  Ingenuity  can  avail ;  for 
the  Giant  are  alike  strong  with  pistols 
Neither  can  Valour  now  find  its  best  arena  in 
which  is  henceforth  a  matter  of  calculation  ar 
r  a  dM»«-riowii  tn  oV.-.-.t-  - — 1  '—   -'- 
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however,  that  the  claim  of  Schwartz  to  the  original  invention 
is  dubious ;  to  the  sole  invention  altogether  unfounded :  the 
recipe  stands,  under  disguise,  in  the  writings  of  Roger  Bacon ; 
the  article  itself  was  previously  known  in  the  East. 

Far  more  indisputable  are  the  advantages  of  Printing: 
and  if  the  stoiy  of  Brother  Schwartz's  mortar  giving  fire  and 
driving  his  pestle  through  th^  ceiling,  in  the  city  of  Mentz, 
as  the  painful  Monk  and  Alchymist  was  accidentally  pounding 
the  ingredients  of  our  first  Gunpowder,  is  but  a  fable, — ^that 
of  our  first  Book  being  printed  there  is  much  better  ascer- 
tained. Johann  Gutenberg  was  a  native  of  Mentz;  and 
there,  in  company  with  Faust  and  Schofier,  appears  to  have 
completed  his  invention  between  the  years  1440  and  1449  : 
the  famous  ^Forty-two  line  Bible ^  was  prints  there  in 
1455.^  Of  this  noble  art,  which  is  like  an  infinitely  in* 
tensated  organ  of  Speech,  whereby  the  Voice  of  a  small 
transitory  man  may  reach  not  only  through  all  earthly 
Space,  but  through  all  earthly  Time,  it  were  needless  to 
repeat  the  often-repeated  praises ;  or  speculate  on  the 
practical  effects,  the  most  momentous  of  which  are,  perhaps, 
but  now  becoming  visible.  On  this  subject  of  the  Prcw, 
and  its  German  origin,  a  far  humbler  remark  may  be  in 
place  here:  namely,  that  Rag-paper,  the  material  on  which 
Printing  works  and  lives,  was  also  invented  in  Germany  some 
hundred  and  fifty  years  before.  'The  oldest  specimens  of 
this  article  yet  known  to  exist,^  says  Eichhom,  'are  some 
Documents,  of  the  year  1318,  in  the  Archives  of  the 
Hospital  at  Kaufbeuem.  Breitkopf  (Vom  Ursprung  der 
Spklkartttiy  On  the  Origin  of  Cards)  has  demonstrated  our 
claim  to  the  invention;  and  that  France  and  England 
borrowed  it  from  Grermany,  and  Spain  from  Italy.' 

^  As  to  the  Dutch  claim,  it  rests  only  on  vague  local  traditions,  whidi  were 
never  heard  of  publicly  till  their  Lorenz  G>ster  had  been  dead  almost  a  hundred 
and  fifty  years ;  so  that,  out  of  Holland,  it  finds  few  partisans. 

*  B.  ii.  s.  91. — '  The  first  German  Pkper-mill  we  ha?e  sure  account  of,'  says 
Koch,  '  worked  at  Nttmberg  in  139a'    Vol.  i.  p.  35. 


time  nad  devised,  not  for  working-out  new  j 
their  ulterior  issue,  but  in  tlic  meanwhile  for 
commodiously  on  the  old  path.  In  the  Pi 
it  is  true,  whither  WjcklifFe's  writings  had  ; 
a  Teacher  of  more  earnest  tone  had  risen,  i 
John  HusB,  Rector  there ;  whose  Books,  Of 
and  Of  the  Church,  still  more  his  energetic,  zei 
Discourses  to  the  people,  were  jet  unexamp 
tinent.  The  shameful  murder  of  this  man, 
died  as  beseemed  a  Martyr ;  Bnd  the  stem 
his  countrj'meu  took  for  it,  unhappily  not  oi 
Cardinals,  but  on  less  offensive  Bohemian  Cs 
during  twenty  years,  on  the  Eastern  Border 
agitating  tumult,  not  only  of  opinion,  but  ( 
ever,  the  fierce,  indomitable  Zisca  being  callei 
pusillanimous  Emperor  offering  terms,  which, 
not  keep,  this  uproar  subsided,  and  the  n 
proceeded  in  its  former  course. 

In  German  Literature,  during  those  years,  r 
itself  as  worthy  of  notice  here.  Chronicles 
Class-books  for  the  studious,  edifying  Hom: 
guise,  for  the  busy,  were  compiled :  a  few  Bt 
make  their  appearance,  among  which  Transln 
loo  fabulous  countryman,  Maiideville,  are  pei 
remarkable.     For  the  rest.  Life  continued  U 
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Literature,  the  old  prevalence  of  the  Didactic,  especially  of 
the  iEsopic,  is  everywhere  manifest.  Of  this  iGsopic  spirit, 
what  phases  it  successively  assumed,  and  its  significance  in 
these,  there  were  much  to  be  said.  However,  in  place 
of  multiplying  smaller  instances  and  aspects,  let  us  now 
take  up  the  highest;  and  with  the  best  of  all  Apologues, 
Reynard  the  Fox^  terminate  our  survey  of  that  Fable-loving 
time. 

The  story  of  Reinecke  Fuchs^  or,  to  give  it  the  original 
Low-German  name,  Reineke  de  FoSj  is,  more  than  any  other, 
a  truly  European  performance :  for  some  centuries,  a  universal 
household  possession  and  secular  Bible,  read  everywhere,  in 
the  palace  and  the  hut:  it  still  interests  us,  moreover,  by 
its  intrinsic  worth,  being,  on  the  whole,  the  most  poetical 
and  meritorious  production  of  our  Western  World  in  that 
kind;  or  perhaps  of  the  whole  World,  though,  in  such 
matters,  the  West  has  generally  yielded  to,  and  learned 
from,  the  East. 

Touching  the  origin  of  this  Book,  as  often  happens  in  like 
cases,  there  is  a  controversy,  perplexed  not  only  by  inevitable 
ignorance,  but  also  by  anger  and  false  patriotism.  Into  this 
vexed  sea  we  have  happily  no  call  to  venture;  and  shall 
merely  glance  for  a  moment,  from  the  firm  land,  where  all 
that  can  specially  concern  us  in  the  matter  stands  rescued 
and  safe.  The  oldest  printed  Edition  of  our  actual  Reynard 
is  that  of  Liibeck,  in  1498 ;  of  which  there  is  a  copy,  under- 
stood to  be  the  only  one,  still  extant  in  the  Wolfenbiittel 
Library.  This  oldest  Edition  is  in  the  Low-German  or  Saxon 
tongue,  and  appears  to  have  been  produced  by  Hinrek  van 
Alkmer,  who  in  the  preface  calls  himself  *  Schoolmaster  and 
Tutor  of  that  noble  *  virtuous  Prince  and  Lord,  the  Duke 
of  Lorraine  ^ ;  and  says  farther,  that  by  order  of  this  same 
worthy  sovereign,  he  ^  sought  out  and  rendered  the  present 
Book  from  Walloon  and  French  tongue  into  Grerman,  to  the 
praise  and  honour  of  God,  and  wholesome  edification   of 


Si80  MISCELLANIES 

whoso  readetb  therein.'  Which  candid  and  business- like 
statement  would  doubtless  have  continued  to  yield  entire 
satisfaction ;  had  it  not  been  that,  in  modern  davs,  and  while 
this  first  Liibeck  Edition  was  still  lying  in  its  dusty  recess 
unknown  to  Bibliomaniacs,  another  account)  dated  some 
hundred  years  later,  and  supported  by  a  little  subsequent 
hearsay,  had  been  raked  u|j  :  how  the  real  Author  was 
Nicholas  Bauniann,  Professor  at  Rostock ;  how  he  had  been 
Secretary  to  the  Duke  of  Julii^'rs,  but  was  driven  from  his 
service  by  wicked  cabals ;  and  so  in  revenge  composed  this 
satirical  adumbration  of  the  Juliers  Court ;  putting  on  the 
title-page,  to  avoid  consequences,  the  feigned  tale  of  its  being 
rendered  from  the  French  and  Walloon  tongue,  and  the 
feigned  name  of  Hinrek  van  Alkmer,  who,  for  the  rest,  was  4 
never  Schoolmaster  and  Tutor  at  Lorraine,  or  anywhere  else, 
but  a  mere  man  of  straw,  created  for  the  nonce  out  of  so 
many  Letters  of  the  Alphabet.  Hereupon  excessive  debate, 
and  a  learned  sharp- shooting,  with  \ictory -shouts  on  both 
sides :  into  which  we  nowise  enter.  Some  touch  of  human 
sympathy  does  draw  us  towards  Hinrek,  whom,  if  he  was  once 
a  real  man,  with  bones  and  sinews,  stomach  and  provender- 
scrip,  it  is  mournful  to  see  evaporated  away  into  mere  vowels 
and  consonants :  however,  Iwyond  a  kind  wish,  we  can  give 
him  no  help.  In  Literary  History,  except  on  this  one  occa- 
sion, as  seems  indisputable  enough,  he  is  nowhere  mentioned 
or  hinted  at. 

Leaving  Hinrek  and  Nicolaus,  theo,  to  fight-out  their 
quarrel  as  they  may,  we  remark  that  the  clearest  issue  of  it 
would  throw  little  light  on  the  origin  of  Reinecke.  Hie 
victor  could  at  most  claim  to  be  the  first  German  redactor 
of  this  Fable,  and  the  happiest ;  whose  work  had  superseded 
and  obliterated  all  preceding  ones  whatsoever ;  but  nowise 
to  be  the  inventor  thereof,  who  must  be  sought  for  in  a  mudi 
remoter  period.  There  are  even  two  printed  versions  irf  the 
Tale,  prior  in  date  to  this  of  Lubeck  ;  a  Dutch  one,  at  Delft, 
in  1484;  and  one  by  Caxton  in  English,  in  1481,  whidi 
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seems  to  be  the  earliest  of  all.^  These  two  differ  essentially 
from  Hinrek'^s;  still  more  so  does  the  French  Roman  du 
nouveau  Renard^  composed  *  by  Jacquemars  6iel^  at  Lisle, 
about  the  year  1 SOO,*^  which  yet  e3dsts  in  manuscript :  how- 
ever, they  sufficiently  verify  that  statement,  by  some  supposed 
to  be  feigned,  of  the  German  redactor's  having  ^  sought  and 
rendered '  his  work  from  the  Walloon  and  French ;  in  which 
latter  tongue,  as  we  shall  soon  see,  some  shadow  of  it  had 
been  known  and  popular,  long  centuries  before  that  time. 
For  besides  Giel^'^s  work,  we  have  a  Renard  Cauromnk  of 
still  earlier,  a  Renard  Contrefait  of  somewhat  later  date :  and 
Chroniclers  inform  us  that,  at  the  noted  Festival  given  by 
Philip  the  Fair,  in  the  beginning  of  the  fourteenth  century, 
among  the  dramatic  entertainments,  was  a  whole  Life  of 
Reynard ;  wherein  it  must  not  surprise  us  that  he  *  ended  by 
becoming  Pope,  and  still,  under  the  Tiara,  continued  to  eat 
poultry."*  Nay,  curious  inquirers  have  discovered,  on  the  French 
and  German  borders,  some  vestige  of  the  Story  even  in  Car- 
lovingian  times ;  which,  indeed,  again  makes  it  a  German 
original  :  they  will  have  it  that  a  certain  Reinhard,  or 
Reinecke,  Duke  of  Lorraine,  who,  in  the  ninth  century,  by 
his  craffc  and  exhaustless  stratagems,  worked  strange  mischief 
in  that  region,  many  times  overreaching  King  Zwentibald 
himself,  and  at  last,  in  his  stronghold  of  Durfos,  proving 
impregnable  to  him, — had  in  satirical  songs  of  that  period 
been  celebrated  as  a  Jox^  as  Remhard  the  Foao,  and  so  given 
rise  afar  off  to  this  Apologue,  at  least  to  the  title  of  it.    The 

^  Caxton's  Edition,  a  copy  of  which  is  in  the  British  Museum,  bean  title: 
Hystarye  of  Reynart  the  Foxe;  and  begins  thus  :  '  It  was  aboute  the  tjme  of 
Pentecoste  or  Whytsontyde  that  the  wodes  comynly  be  histy  and  gladsome,  and 
the  trees  clad  with  levys  and  blossoms,  and  the  grounds  with  herbes  and  flowers 
sweele  smellyng ; ' — where,  as  in  many  other  passages,  the  fact  that  Caxton  and 
Alkmer  had  the  same  original  before  them  is  manifest  enough.  Our  venerable 
Printer  says  in  conclusion :  '  I  have  not  added  ne  mynnsshed  but  have  followed 
as  nyghe  as  I  can  my  copye  whych  was  in  dutche ;  and  by  me  WiUm  Caxton 
translated  in  to  this  rude  and  symple  englyssh  in  thabbey  of  Westminster,  and 
fynnyshed  the  vi  daye  of  Juyn  the  yere  of  our  lord  1 481,  the  21  yere  of  the  v^gne 
of  Kynge  Edward  the  iiijth.' 

VOL.  Ti.  X 
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twelfth  century ;  mo 
sin'tmtt\'i  which  our  Coeur-de-Lion  has  left 
niised  me  tidolitv,"'  savs  he,  '  but  ve  have  k 
did  to  the  Fox/  as  Isangrin  did  to  Rcinha 
the  ancient  circulation  of  some  such  Son 
the  IVendii  k  best  of  all  evinced  bj  the  i 
Brimhmri^  or  Mmmrd^  k  still  the  cmly  woivl 
for  JPom ;  and  thiii»  ttnogely  enou^^  the 
beoome  an  Appellative ;  and  dy  Duke  B 
when  the  Broidi  tongue  was  &st  efotTU 
nibbith  of  fjitiii  and  GemMuHy  have  innnii 
Natmal  at  wdl  at  Political  Hisboiy. 

Fiom  all  wliidi»  ao  modi  at  least  wouk 
Fable  of  Mtgmmrd  He  /bar,  whidi  m  the 
bdiold  oompleted,  nowise  derived  its  coo 
individual  there  named  Hinidi  van  All 
other  indtvidnal  or  pacqple;  bat  lather, 
times  imivcnally  cmcnt,  it  wat  taken 
satirisli  of  all  countries;  fiom  each  reo 
or  improvement;  and  properiy  has  no 
most  ohseiie^  howemr»  that  as  yet  it  had 
or  eonrisbency;  no  vcnaon  was  dwidrdl; 
other*     Ckrton'iB  and  the  Dutch  appear, 
of  what  afterwards  became  a 
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fore,  and  only  in  the  state  of  dry  bones,  was  it  that  Hinrek, 
or  Nicolans,  or  some  Lower-Saxon  whoever  he  might  be, 
found  the  story ;  and  blowing  on  it  with  the  breath  of  genius, 
raised  it  up  into  a  consistent  Fable.  Many  additions  and 
some  exclusions  he  must  have  made;  was  probably  enough 
assisted  by  personal  experience  of  a  Court,  whether  that  of 
Juliers  or  some  other;  perhaps  also  he  admitted  personal 
allusions,  and  doubtless  many  an  oblique  glance  at  existing 
things  :  and  thus  was^  produced  the  Low-German  Revneke  de 
/•o,;  which  version,  shortly  after  its  appearance,  had  ex- 
tinguished  all  the  rest,  and  come  to  be,  what  it  still  is,  the 
sole  veritable  representative  of  Reynard^  inasmuch  as  all  sub- 
sequent translations  and  editions  have  derived  themselves 
from  it. 

The  farther  history  of  Remecke  is  easily  traced.  In  this 
new  guise,  it  spread  abroad  over  all  the  world,  with  a  scarcely 
exampled  rapidity ;  fixing  itself  also  as  a  firm  possession  in 
most  countries,  where,  indeed,  in  this  character,  we  still  find 
it.  It  was  printed  and  rendered,  innumerable  times :  in  the 
original  dialect  alone,  the  last  Editor  has  reckoned  up  more 
than  twenty  Editions;  on  one  of  which,  for  example,  we 
find  such  a  name  as  that  of  Heinrich  Voss.  It  was  first 
translated  into  High-German  in  1545  ;  into  Latin  in  1567, 
by  Hartmann  Schopper,  whose  smooth  style  and  rough  fortune 
keep  him  in  memory  with  Scholars : '  a  new  version  into  short 

^  While  engaged  in  this  Trsmslation,  at  Freiburg  in  Baden,  he  was  impressed 
as  a  soldier,  and  carried,  apparently  in  fetters,  to  Vienna,  having  given  his  work 
to  another  to  finish.  At  Vienna  he  stood  not  long  in  the  ranks ;  having  fallen 
violently  sick,  and  being  thrown  oat  in  the  streets  to  recover  there.  He  says, 
'  be  was  without  bed,  and  had  to  seek  quarters  on  the  muddy  pavement,  in  a 
Barrel.'  Here  too,  in  the  night,  some  excessively  straitened  individual  stole 
from  him  his  cloak  and  sabre.  However,  men  were  not  all  hyaenas :  one  Josias 
Hufnagel,  unknown  to  him,  but  to  whom  by  his  writings  he  was  known,  took 
him  under  his  roof,  procured  medical  assistance,  equipped  him  anew ;  so  that 
'  in  the  harvest-season,  being  half-cured,  he  could  return,  or  rather  re-crawl  to 
Frankfort-on-the-Mayn.'  There  too  'a  Magister  Johann  Cuipius,  Christian 
Egenolph's  son-in-law,  kindly  received  him,'  and  encouraged  him  to  finish  his 
Translation ;  as  accordingly  he  did,  dedicating  it  to  the  Emperor,  with  doleful 
complaints,  fruitless  or  not  is  unknown.    For  now  poor  Hartmann,  no  longer  an 
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recollect  the  hours,  when,  hidden  from  the  unfeeling  gcuce 
of  pedagogue,  he  swallowed  The  most  pUasant  and  delight- 
fid  History  of  Reynard  the  Fox,  like  stolen  waters,  with  a 
timorous  joy. 

So  much  for  the  outward  fortunes  of  this  remarkable  Book. 
It  comes  before  us  with  a  character  such  as  can  belong  only 
to  a  very  few';  that  of  being  a  true  World's-Book,  which 
through  centuries  was  everywhere  at  home,  the  spirit  of 
which  difiiised  itself  into  all  languages  and  all  minds.  These 
quaint  iEsopic  figures  have  painted  themselves  in  innumerable 
heads  ;  that  rough,  deep-lying  humour  has  been  the  laughter 
of  many  generations.  So  that,  at  worst,  we  must  regard 
this  Reinecke  as  an  ancient  Idol,  once  worshipped,  and  still 
interesting  for  that  circumstance,  were  the  sculpture  never 
so  rude.  We  can  love  it,  moreover,  as  being  indigenous, 
wholly  of  our  own  creation :  it  sprang  up  from  European 
sense  and  character,  and  was  a  faithful  type  and  organ  of 
these. 

But  independently  of  all  extrinsic  considerations,  this  Fable 
of  Reinecke  may  challenge  a  judgment  on  its  own  merits. 
Cunningly  constructed,  and  not  without  a  true  poetic  life,  we 
must  admit  it  to  be :  great  power  of  conception  and  inven- 
tion, great  pictorial  fidelity,  a  warm,  sunny  tone  of  colouring, 
are  manifest  enough.  It  is  full  of  broad  rustic  mirth;  in- 
exhaustible in  comic  devices;  a  World -Saturnalia,  where 
Wolves  tonsured  into  Monks,  and  nigh  starved  by  short 
commons,  Foxes  pilgriming  to  Rome  for  absolution.  Cocks 
pleading  at  the  judgment-bar,  make  strange  mummery.  Nor 
is  this  wild  Parody  of  Human  Life  without  its  meaning  and 
moral :  it  is  an  air-pageant  from  Fancy^s  dream-grotto,  yet 
wisdom  lurks  in  it;  as  we  gaze,  the  vision  becomes  poetic 
and  prophetic  A  true  Irony  must  have  dwelt  in  the  Foetus 
heart  and  head ;  here,  under  grotesque  shadows,  he  gives  us 
the  saddest  picture  of  Reality;  yet  for  us  without  sadness; 
his  figures  mask  themselves  in  uncouth  bestial  vizards,  and 
enact,  gambolling ;  their  Tragedy  dissolves  into  sardonic  grins. 


both  of  our  destiny  and  of  our  duty  :  for  n 
dence  is  the  only  virtue  sure  of  its  rewa 
triumphs  where  Honesty  is  worsted ;  and  n 
the  wise  man's  part  to  know  this,  and  cheet 
and  cheerfully  defy  it : 

Ut  vu/ptf  aduJatio 

Here  through  his  owd  vorld  move 
Siff  hominii  el  ralio 

Most  like  to  Reynard's  provelh. 
CI  outpu  adutatio 

ATu  in  de  werlde  Uikket: 
Sic  \ominU  tt  ratio 

Gelgk  dem  Fot  tik  ihikket. 

Motto  to  ReintI, 

If  Rdnecke  is  nowise  a  perfect  Comic  Epo 
features  of  such,  and  above  all,  a  genuine  I 
is  the  rarest  feature. 

Of  the  Fable,  and  its  incidents  and  struct 
superfluous  to  offer  any  sketch ;  to  most  n 
may  be  already  familiar.  How  Noble,  Kinj 
holding  a  solemn  Court  one  Whitsuntide,  is 
hands  with  complaints  against  Keinecke ; 
¥ ^jjg  Hare,  'grim  the  Wolf,  with  inn 
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how  Bruin,  inveigled  into  a  Honey-expedition,  returns  with- 
out his  errand,  without  his  ears,  almost  without  his  life; 
Hinze  the  Cat,  in  a  subsequent  expedition,  faring  no  better. 
How  at  last  Reinecke,  that  he  may  not  have  to  stand  actual 
siege  in  his  fortress  of  Malapertus,  does  appear  for  trial,  and 
is  about  to  be  hanged,  but  on  the  gallows-ladder  makes  a 
speech  unrivalled  in  forensic  eloquence,  and  saves  his  life; 
nay,  having  incidentally  hinted  at  some  Treasures,  the  hiding- 
place  of  which  is  well  known  to  him,  rises  into  high  favour ; 
is  permitted  to  depart  on  that  pious  pilgrimage  to  Rome  he 
has  so  much  at  heart,  and  fumi^ed  even  with  shoes  cut  from 
the  living  hides  of  Is^rim  and  Isegrim^s  much-injured  Spouse, 
his  worst  enemies.  How,  the  Treasures  not  making  their  ap- 
pearance, but  only  new  misdeeds,  he  is  again  haled  to  judg- 
ment ;  again  glozes  the  general  ear  with  sweetest  speeches ; 
at  length,  being  challenged  to  it,  fights  Is^rim  in  knightly 
tourney,  and  by  the  cunningest  though  the  most  unchivalrous 
method,  not  to  be  farther  specified  in  polite  writing,  carries 
off  a  complete  victory ;  and  having  thus,  by  wager  of  battle, 
manifested  his  innocence,  is  overloaded  with  royal  favour, 
created  Chancellor,  and  Pilot  to  weather  the  Storm ;  and  so, 
in  universal  honour  and  authority,  reaps  the  fair  fruit  of  his 
gifts  and  labours : 

Whereby  shall  each  to  wisdom  tom^ 
Evil  eschew  and  virtae  learn. 
Therefore  was  this  same  story  wrote, 
That  is  its  aim,  and  other  not 
This  Book  for  little  price  is  sold^ 
But  image  dear  of  world  doth  hold ; 
Whoso  into  the  world  would  look. 
My  counsel  is, — ^he  buy  this  book. 
So  endeth  Reynard  Fox's  story : 
God  help  us  all  to  heavenly  glory ! 

It  has  been  objected  that  the  Animals  in  Beinecke  are  not 
Animals,  but  men  disguised ;  to  which  objection,  except  in  so 
far  as  grounded  on  the  necessary  indubitable  fact  that  this  is 
an  Apologue  or  emblematic  Fable,  and  no  Chapter  of  Natural 
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History,  we  c&nnot  in  any  considerable  d^ree  accede.    Nrjp^*  J 
that  very   contmst   between   Object  and    Plffort,   where   tbs  | 
Passions    of   men    develop    themselves    on    the    Interests    of  I 
animala,   and    the    whole    is    huddled    together    in    chaotie  J 
mockery,  is  a  main  charm  of  the  picture.     For  the  rest,  we  I 
should  rather  say,  these  bestial   characters  were  moderately  I 
well  sustained  :  the  vehement,  futile  vociferation  of  Chanticleer  1 1 
the  liysterical  promptitude,  and  earnest  profession  and  pn>*  I 
testation  of  poor  Lampe  the  Hare ;  the  thick-headed  ferocity  1 
of  Isegrim  ;  the  sluggish,  gluttonous  opacity  of  Bruin ;  above  f 
all,  the  craft,  the  tact  and  inexhaustible  knavish  adroitneM  1 
of  Reinecke  himself,  are  in  strict  accuracy  of  costume.     Oltea  f 
also   their  situations   and    occupations    are    bestial    enough. 
What  quantities  of  bacon  and  other  proviant  do  Isegrim  and 
Reinecke  forage ;  Reinecke  contributing  the  scheme,- — for  the 
two  were  then  in  partnership, — and  Is^^m  paying  the  shot 
in  broken  bones  !     What  more  characteristic  than  the  fate  of 
Bruin,  when  ill-counselled,  he  introduces  his  stupid  head  into 
Rustefiirs  half-split  log ;  has  the  wedges  whisked  away,  aad 
stands  clutched  there,  as  in  a  vice,  and  uselessly  roaring ;  di»> 
appointed  of  honey,  sure  only  of  a  beating  without  parallel  1 
Not  to  forget  the  Mare,  whom,  addressing  her  by  tiie  title 
of  Goodwife,  with  all  politeness,  Isegrim,  sore-pinched  witih 
hunger,  asks  whether  she  will  sell  her  foal :  she  snsweis,  that 
the  price  is  written  on  her  hinder  hoof;  which  document  the 
intending  purchaser,  being  '  an  Erfurt  graduate,'  declares  hia 
full  ability  to  read ;  but  finds  there  no  writing,  or  print, — 
save  only  the  print  of  sis  horsenails  on  his  own  mauled  risage. 
And  abundance  of  the  like ;  sufficient  to  excuse  our  old  Epof 
on  this  head,  or  altogether  justify  it.     Another  objection* 
that,  namely,  which  points  to  the  great  and  excessive  coarse- 
ness of  the  work  here  and  there,  it  cannot  so  readily  turn 
aside ;   being  indeed  rude,  oldfashioned,  and  homespun,  apt 
even  to  draggle  in  the  mire :  neither  are  its  occasional  dulneai 
and  tediousness  to  be  denied  ;  but  only  to  be  set  against  Ha 
irequent  terveneas  and  strength,  and  pardoned  as  the  {nndooi 
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of  poor   humanity,  from  whose  hands  nothing,  not  even  a 
RemeJce  de  Fos^  comes  perfect 

He  who  would  read,  and  still  understand  this  old  Apologue, 
must  apply  to  Goethe,  whose  version,  for  poetical  use,  we 
have  found  infinitely  the  best ;  like  some  copy  of  an  ancient, 
bedimmed,  half-obliterated  woodcut,  but  new-done  on  steel, 
on  India-paper,  with  all  manner  of  graceful  yet  appropriate 
appendages.  Nevertheless,  the  old  Low-Grerman  original  has 
also  a  certain  charm,  and  simply  as  the  original,  would  claim 
some  notice.  It  is  reckoned  greatly  the  best  performance 
that  was  ever  brought  out  in  that  dialect ;  interesting,  more- 
over, in  a  philological  point  of  view,  especially  to  us  English  ; 
being  properly  the  language  of  our  old  Saxon  Fatherland ; 
and  still  curiously  like  our  own,  though  the  two,  for  some 
twelve  centuries,  have  had  no  brotherly  communication.  One 
short  specimen,  with  the  most  verbal  translation,  we  shall 
insert  here,  and  then  have  done  with  ReinecJce : 

De  Greving  was  Reinken  broder's  sdnej 

The  Badger  woe  BeMee'e  brothet^e  eon^ 

De  sprak  do^  un  was  s£r  k5ne. 

He  epoike  there,  and  was  (sore)  very  (keen)  bold. 

He  forantworde  in  dem  Hove  den  FoBj 

He  (for-anewered)  dtfended  in  the  Churt  the  Fojf, 

De  dog  was  ser  fttlsh  un  Ids. 

That  {though)  yet  toae  very /alee  and  hoee. 

He  sprak  to  deme  Wulve  also  fdrd  : 

He  ejtoike  to  the  Wolf  so  forth ' 

Here  Isegrim^  it  is  ein  didsprftken  w6rd^ 

Matter  leegrim,  it  is  an  oldripoken  word, 

Dei  fyendes  mund  shaffet  selden  fr6m  ! 

The  (fien^e)  enemy'e  mouth  (ehapeth)  bringeth  seldom  advantage! 

So  do  ji  ok  by  Reinken^  minem  dm. 

So  do  ye  (eke)  too  by  Beinke,  mine  (erne)  unde. 

Were  he  so  wol  alse  ji  hyr  to  Hove, 

Were  he  ae  well  as  ye  here  at  Court, 

Un  stonde  he  also  in  des  Koninge's  love. 

And  stood  he  so  in  the  King's  favour, 

Here  Isegrim,  alse  Ji  dot. 

Master  begrim,  as  ye  do f 
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It  sholde  JQ  aigt  dunken  god. 

It  thould  you  not  (think)  item  good, 

Dat  ji  en  hjt  alaue  forgpraken 

That  ye  him  heT»  to/ortpake 

Va  de  olden  BtQkke  hyr  forr^eo. 

And  the  old  tricfa  here/orlh-raJud. 

Men  dat  kirerde,  dat  ji  Keinkeu  bavven  godan. 

But  the  ill  that  yt  Reinke  have  done, 

Dat  late  ji  al  igter  atan. 

Thai  let  j/e  ail  (qfler  itand)  ttand  by. 

It  ie  Dog  etltken  faeren  wol  kund. 

It  if  yet  to  *ome  gentlemen  ofll  knoien, 

Wo  ji  mid  Reinkea  makea  don  ferbund. 

Bow  ye  with  Reinke  made  {bond)  aiiiance, 

Un  woldon  waren  twe  like  geaelieii : 

A  tui  tBoidd  be  t\Bo  (like)  equal  partnert ; 

Dat  mok  Ik  dirren  heren  fortallen. 

That  mote  I  thete  gmttemtn  forth-teU. 

W?iit«  [teinke,  myn  om  in  winterBUod, 

Sineo  Seinkt,  mine  uiiele,  in  winicr'*  need, 

Umme  iMgrim'i  willen,  fylna  «••  ddd. 

F^  leegrim't  (inJQ  take,/tiU^iigh  vtu  dead. 

Wente  It  geahag  dat  ein  kmun  gtkno, 

For  U  chanted  that  one  came  (Jaring)  drMng, 

De  badde  grote  fiahe  up  ener  karen : 

Who  had  manyfiihte  upon  a  ear: 

Iiegrim  hadde  geren  der  fiihe  gehaled, 

hegrim  had  fain  thefithtt  have  {haled)  got. 

Men  he  hadde  nigt,  dannld  m  wordeu  b«taled. 

But  he  had  not  aherewUh  theg  thould  be  (jb^ald)  paid. 

He  bragte  minen  6m  In  de  grote  nfld. 

He  brought  mi'iw  uncle  into  great  (need)  ttraile, 

Um  sinen  willen  ging  he  liggen  for  ddd, 

For  hi*  take  vietit  he  to  (Jig)  lie  for  dead, 

Regt  In  den  wfig,  un  atund  flventur. 

BtpAf  in  the  toag,  and  ttood  (adventure)  ehanee. 

Market,  worden  em  ok  de  fiahe  lAr? 

Mark,  wen  him  eke  Ihefithei  (tour)  dear-bought  t 

Do  jenne  mid  der  kare  gelkren  kwmm 

When  (i/ond)  he  with  the  ear  driijing  came 

Un  minen  dm  darsiJlveBt  fomem, 

And  mine  unde  (Otere-oeff)  even  thert  penrived, 

Haetigen  XJbg  he  (fu  iwerd  nn  ■nel. 
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HfutUy  (took)  drew  he  hie  eword  and  (eneU)  quick, 

Un  wolde  mineme  ome  torrOkken  en  fel. 

And  would  my  unde  (tatter  infill)  tear  in  piecee. 

Men  he  rogede  aik  nigt  klen  nog  grot ; 

Bui  he  stirred  himeeffnot  (little  nor  great)  more  or  kee; 

Do  mende  he  dat  he  were  d6d ; 

Then  (meaned)  thought  he  that  he  woe  dead ; 

He  lide  on  up  de  kar^  und  dayte  en  to  fiUen^ 

He  laid  him  upon  the  car,  and  thought  him  to  skin, 

Dat  wagede  he  all  dorg  Isegrim's  willen ! 

That  risked  he  all  through  leegrim'e  will! 

Do  he  fordan  begunde  to  fiuren. 

When  he/orth-on  began  t0/are, 

Wdrp  Reinke  etlike  fishe  fan  der  karen. 

Cast  Beinke  some  fishes  from  the  car, 

Isegrim  fan  fieme  agteona  kwam 

Isegrimfromfitr  qfler  came 

Un  derre  fishe  al  to  aik  nam. 

And  these  fishes  all  to  himself  took. 

Reinke  sprang  wedder  fen  der  karen ; 

Beinke  sprang  again  fiom  the  car; 

Em  iQstede  to  nigt  linger  to  fiuren. 

Him  listed  not  longer  tofxre. 

He  hadde  ok  g^me  der  fishe  begSrd^ 

He  ifiod)  would  have  alsofiLin  i^  the  fishes  required 

Men  Isegrim  hadde  se  alle  fbrterd. 

But  Isegrim  had  them  aU  consumed. 

He  hadde  geten  dat  he  wolde  barsteni 

He  had  eaten  so  that  he  would  burst, 

Un  moste  darumme  gen  torn  arsten. 

And  must  thereby  go  to  the  doctor. 

Do  Isegrim  der  graden  nigt  en  mogte^ 

As  Isegrim  the  fish-bones  not  Uked, 

Der  sQlven  he  em  ein  weinig  brogte. 

Cf  these  (self)  same  he  him  a  Httle  brought. 

Whereby  it  would  appear,  if  we  are  to  believe  Grimbart  the 
Badger,  that  Reinecke  was  not  only  the  cheater  in  this  case, 
but  also  the  cheatee :  however,  he  makes  matters  straight 
again  in  that  other  noted  fish -expedition,  where  Isegrim, 
minded  not  to  steal  but  to  catch  fish,  and  having  no  fishing- 
tackle,  by  Rcincckc'^s  advice  inserts  his  tail  into  the  lake,  in 
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winter-season;  but  before  the  promised  string  of  Irouts,  all 
hooked  to  one  another  and  to  him,  will  bite, — is  frozen  is, 
and  left  there  to  his  own  bitter  meditations. 

We  here  take  leave  of  Re'incke  lie  Fos,  and  of  the  whole 
jGsopic  genus,  of  which  it  is  almost  the  last,  and  hy  far  the 
most  remarkable  example.  The  Age  of  Apologue,  like  that  of 
Chivalry  and  Love -singing,  is  ^one;  for  nothing  in  this  Earth 
has  continiiance.  If  we  ask,  Where  are  now  our  People's- 
Bookfl  ?  the  answer  might  give  room  for  reflections.  Hinreic 
van  Alkmer  has  passed  away,  and  Dr.  Birkbei-k  has  risen  in 
bis  room.  What  good  and  evil  lie  in  that  little  sentence  ! — 
But  doubtless  the  day  is  coming  when  what  is  wanting  here 
will  be  supplied  ;  when  as  the  Logical,  so  likewise  the  Poetical 
susceptibility  and  faculty  of  the  people, — their  Fancy,  Humour, 
Imagination,  wherein  lie  the  main  elements  of  spiritual  life, — 
will  no  longer  be  left  uncultivated,  barren,  or  bearing  only 
spontaneous  thistles,  but  in  new  and  finer  harmony  with  an 
improved  Understanding,  will  flourish  in  new  vigour;  and  in 
our  inward  world  there  will  again  be  a  sunny  Firmament  and 
verdant  Earth,  as  well  as  a  Pantry  and  culinary  Fire  ;  and 
men  will  leant  not  only  to  recapitulate  am!  compute,  but  to 
worship,  to  love;  in  tears  or  in  laughter,  hold  mystical  as 
well  as  logical  communion  with  the  high  and  the  low  of  this 
wondrous  Universe;  and  read,  as  they  should  live,  with  their 
whole  being.  Of  which  glorious  consummation  there  is  at 
all  times,  seeing  these  endowments  are  indestructible,  najr, 
essentially  supreme  in  man,  the  firmest  ulterior  ccrtunty,  but, 
for  the  present,  only  faint  prospects  and  far-oiF  indicationa. 
Time  brings  Roses ! 


HISTORIC  SURVEY  OF  GERMAN 

POETRY^ 

[1831] 

Gebman  Literature  has  now  for  upwards  of  half  a  century 
been  making  some  way  in  England ;  yet  by  no  means  at  a 
constant  rate,  rather  in  capricious  flux  and  reflux, — deluge 
alternating  with  desiccation  :  never  would  it  assume  such 
moderate,  reasonable  currency,  as  promised  to  be  useful  and 
lasting.  The  history  of  its  progress  here  would  illustrate  the 
progress  of  more  important  things;  would  again  exemplify 
what  obstacles  a  new  spiritual  object,  with  its  mixture  of 
truth  and  of  falsehood,  has  to  encounter  from  unwise  enemies, 
stiU  more  from  unwise  friends;  how  dross  is  mistaken  for 
metal,  and  common  ashes  are  solemnly  labelled  as  fell  poison ; 
how  long,  in  such  cases,  blind  Passion  must  vociferate  before 
she  can  awaken  Judgment ;  in  short,  with  what  tumult,  vicis- 
situde  and  protracted  difliculty,  a  foreign  doctrine  adjusts  and 
locates  itself  among  the  home-bom.  Perfect  ignorance  is 
quiet,  perfect  knowledge  is  quiet ;  not  so  the  transition  from 
the  former  to  the  latter.  In  a  vague,  all-exaggerating  twi- 
light of  wonder,  the  new  has  to  flght  its  battle  with  the 
old  ;  Hope  has  to  settle  accounts  with  Fear :  thus  the  scales 
strangely  waver;  public  opinion,  which  is  as  yet  baseless, 
fluctuates  without  limit ;  periods  of  foolish  admiration  and 
foolish  execration  must  elapse,  before  that  of  true  inquiry 
and  zeal  according  to  knowledge  can  begin. 

^  Edinburgh  Review,  No.  105. — Historic  Survey  of  German  Poetry  inter- 
spersed  with  various  Translations,    By  W.  Taylor,  of  Nonridi,  3  vols.  8vo. 

London,  1830. 
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from  the  banks  of  the  Danube,  which,  lik< 
decessors  of  the  darker  ages,  though  with 
fatal  arms,  are  overrunning  civilised  soci< 
whose  purer  taste  has  been  formed  on  t 
the  old  classic  school,  see  with  indignatio 
the  HunB  and  Vandals  once  more  overj: 
and  Romani.  They  behold  our  minds,  w 
rapid  motion^  harried  bade  to  the  reigi 
N^t,  by  distorted  and  unprincipled  Cod 
spite  of  strong  flashes  of  genius,  unite  thi 
with  the  morals  of  Bagshot^ — ^  Tlie  newsp 
Schiller's  Tragedy  qf  tike  Robbers,  whidi 
nobility  of  Germany  to  enlist  themselves  i 
waymen  to  rob  in  the  forests  of  Bohemi 
England  by  persons  of  quality  !'^ 

Whether  our  fair  Amaxons,  at  sound  of 
drew  up  in  array  of  war  to  discomfit  thesi 
tions,  and  snuff-out  the  lights  of  that  i 
theatre,  we  have  not  learned ;  and  see  oi 
campaign  was  fruitless  and  needless.  lil 
Immigrators,  those  new  F^per  Goths  m 
whither  they  were  bound;  some  to  honour, 
the  most  to  oblivion  and  the  impalpable  ini 
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so  rushed  onwards,  like  some  Spectre-Hunt,  with  loud  howls 
indeed,  yet  hurrying  nothing  into  Chaos  but  themselves. 
While,  again,  Schiller'*s  Tragedjf  of  the  Robher$j  which  did  not 
inflame  either  the  young  or  the  old  nobility  of  Grermany  to 
rob  in  the  forests  of  Bohemia,  or  indeed  to  do  anything, 
except  perhaps  yawn  a  little  less,  proved  equally  innocuous  in 
England,  and  might  still  be  acted  without  ofience,  could 
living  individuals,  idle  enough  for  that  end,  be  met  with  here. 
Nay,  this  same  Schiller,  not  indeed  by  Bobbers^  yet  by  Wallenr' 
stems^  by  Maids  of  Orleans^  and  Wilhelm  TeUsj  has  actually 
conquered  for  himself  a  fixed  dominion  among  us,  which  is 
yearly  widening;  round  which  other  Grerman  kings,  of  less 
intrinsic  prowess,  and  of  greater,  are  likewise  erecting  thrones. 
And  yet,  as  we  perceive,  civilised  society  still  stands  in  its 
place ;  and  the  public  taste,  as  well  as  the  public  virtue,  live 
on,  though  languidly,  as  before.  For,  in  fine,  it  has  become 
manifest  that  the  old  Ommerian  Forest  is  now  quite  feUed 
and  tilled ;  that  the  true  Children  of  Night,  whom  we  have 
to  dread,  dwell  not  on  the  banks  of  the  Danube,  but  nearer 
hand. 

Could  we  take  our  progress  in  knowledge  of  Grerman 
Literature  since  that  diatribe  was  written,  as  any  measure 
of  our  progress  in  the  science  of  Criticism,  above  all,  in  the 
grand  science  of  national  Tolerance,  there  were  some  reason 
for  satisfaction.  With  regard  to  Grermany  itself,  whether  we 
yet  stand  on  the  right  footing,  and  know  at  last  how  we  are 
to  live  in  profitable  neighbourhood  and  intercourse  with  that 
country ;  or  whether  the  present  is  but  one  other  of  those 
capricious  tides,  which  also  will  have  its  reflux,  may  seem 
doubtful :  meanwhile,  clearly  enough,  a  rapidly  growing 
favour  for  German  Literature  comes  to  light ;  which  favour 
too  is  the  more  hopeful  as  it  now  grounds  itself  on  better 
knowledge,  on  direct  study  and  judgment.  Our  knowledge 
is  better,  if  only  because  more  general.  Within  the  last  ten 
years,  independent  readers  of  Grerman  have  multiplied  perhaps 
a  hundredfold ;  so  thiat  now  this  acquirement  is  almost  ex* 


British  Translatore,  for  instance,  have  long 
in  modem  literature,  and,  like  their  count 
surrounding  nations ' ;  but  now  there  are 
even  in  the  remote  German  province,  they 
range  t]tiite  at  will ;  that  the  hutchering 
henceforth  be  accounted  literary  homicide, 
of  that  quality  must  operate  on  the  dead  sul 
thei-e  are  Klingemanna  and  Claurens  in  boi 
no  merely  ambitious,  or  merely  hungry  Int( 
Goethes  and  SchiJlcnt. 

Remark  too,  with  satisfaction,  how  tt 
British  Critic  now  feels  that  it  has  becom 
delirium  on  this  subject;  wherefore  he  j 
himself  to  one  of  two  courses  :  either  to  ac 
standing  of  it,  or,  which  is  the  still  surer 
to  hold  his  peace.  Hence  freedom  from  : 
was  wont  to  be  oppressive :  probably  no  w« 
a  note  as  that  of  Mrs.  More's  can  again  be 
or  female  Dewberry,  in  these  Islands.  Ags 
of  our  younger,  more  vigorous  Periodicals,  1 
craftsnuui,  gleaning  what  he  can :  we  ha 
quoted  in  English  Newspapers,  Nor,  ar 
improvement,  at  least  of  extended  curiosii 
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the  way  of  criticism,  and  indifferent,  impartial  narrative :  a 
man  of  known  character,  of  talent,  experience,  penetrati<Mi, 
judges  that  the  English  public  is  prepared  for  such  a  service, 
and  likely  to  reward  it. 

These  are  appearances,  which,  as  advocates  for  the  friendly 
approximation  of  all  men  and  all  peoples,  and  the  readiest 
possible  interchange  of  whatever  each  produces  of  advantage 
to  the  others,  we  must  witness  gladly.  Free  literary  inter- 
course with  other  nations,  what  is  it  but  an  extended  Freedom 
of  the  Press ;  a  liberty  to  read  (in  spite  of  Ignorance,  of  Pre- 
judice, which  is  the  worst  of  Censors)  what  our  foreign 
teachers  also  have  printed  for  us?  Ultimately,  therefore^ 
a  liberty  to  speak  and  to  hear,  were  it  with  men  of  all 
countries  and  of  all  times ;  to  use,  in  utmost  compass,  those 
precious  natural  organs,  by  which  not  Knowledge  only  but 
mutual  Affection  is  chiefly  generated  among  mankind !  It 
is  a  natural  wish  in  man  to  know  his  fellow-passengers  m 
this  strange  Ship,  or  Planet,  on  this  strange  life-voyage: 
neither  need  his  curiosity  restrict  itself  to  the  cabin  where 
he  himself  chances  to  lodge ;  but  may  extend  to  all  accessible 
departments  of  the  vessel.  In  all  he  will  find  mysterious 
beings,  of  Wants  and  Endeavours  like  his  own ;  in  all  he 
will  find  Men ;  with  these  let  him  comfort  and  manifoldly 
instruct  himself.  As  to  Grerman  Literature,  in  particular, 
which  professes  to  be  not  only  new,  but  original,  and  rich  in 
curious  information  for  us ;  which  claims,  moreover,  nothing 
that  we  have  not  granted  to  the  Rrench,  Italian,  Spahish, 
and  in  a  less  degree  to  far  meaner  literatures,  we  are  gratified 
to  see  that  such  claims  can  no  longer  be  resisted.  In  the 
present  fallow  state  of  our  English  Literature,  when  no  Poet 
cultivates  his  own  poetic  field,  but  all  are  harnessed  into 
Editorial  teams,  and  ploughing  in  concert,  for  Useful  Know- 
ledge, or  Bibliopolic  Profit,  we  regard  this  renewal  of  our 
intercourse  with  poetic  Grermany,  after  twenty  years  of  languor 
or  suspension,  as  among  the  most  remarkable  and  even  pro- 
mising features  of  our  recent  intellectual  history.     In  the 

VOL.  II.  Y 


matter  us  unvc  ....  

it  should  be  furthered,  unsound  ones  cannot 
<:orrected.  It  is  on  such  grounds  that  we  lit 
Historic  Survey. 

Mr.  Taylor  is  so  cousiderable  a  person,  t 
liberately  published   by  him,  on  any  subject 
weight.     On  German   Poetry,   such   is   the 
public  information  and  curio.sity,  his  ^tiidii 
to  lead  or  mislead  a  numerous  class  of  in< 
therefoi'c  called  on  to   examine   him  with 
strictness  and    minuteness.      'XTie    Press,  in 
become  so  active ;  Literature,  what  is  still 
has  so  dilated  in  volume,  and  diminished  in 
very  Reviewer  feels  at  a  nonplus,  and  has 
Why  thoughtfully  examine  what  was  written 
or  note  faults  and   merits,  where  there  is 
merit?     From  a  Nonentity,  embodied,  wit 
tion,  in  foolscap  and  printer'K  ink,  and  m 
the  common  wind  of  Talk,  even  when  it  is 
mechanism,  for  days,  in  the  shajw  of  Froi 
hapless   Reviewer    filter   aught   in    that    ' 
colander  of  his  P     He  has  ceased,  as  we  si 
imoo     ble, — cannot  review,  but  only  disci 
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some  unforeseen  change  of  affairs,  or  some  new-contrived 
machinery,  of  which  there  is  yet  no  trace,  the  trade  of  the 
Reviewer  is  well-nigh  done. 

The  happier  are  we  that  Mr.  Taylor'^s  Book  is  of  the  old 
stamp,  and  has  substance  in  it  for  our  uses.  If  no  honour, 
there  will  be  no  disgrace,  in  having  carefully  examined  it ; 
which  service,  indeed,  is  due  to  our  readers,  not  without 
curiosity  in  this  matter,  as  well  as  to  the  Author.  In  so  far 
as  he  seems  a  safe  guide,  and  brings  true  tidings  from  the 
promised  land,  let  us  proclaim  that  fact,  and  recommend  him 
to  all  pilgrims  :  if,  on  the  other  hand,  his  tidings  are  false, 
let  us  hasten  to  make  this  also  known;  that  the  German 
Canaan  suffer  not,  in  the  eyes  of  the  fainthearted,  by  spurious 
samples  of  its  produce  and  reports  of  bloodthirsty  sons  of 
Anak  dwelling  there,  which  this  harbinger  and  spy  brings  out 
of  it.  In  either  case,  we  may  hope,  our  Author,  who  loves 
the  Germans  in  his  way,  and  would  have  his  countrymen 
brought  into  closer  acquaintance  with  them,  will  fed  that,  in 
purpose  at  least,  we  are  cooperating  with  him. 

First,  then,  be  it  admitted  without  hesitation,  that  Mr. 
Taylor,  in  respect  of  general  talent  and  acquirement,  takes 
his  place  above  all  our  expositors  of  German  things;  that 
his  Book  is  greatly  the  most  important  we  yet  have  on  this 
subject.  Here  are  upwards  of  fourteen  hundred  solid  pages 
of  commentary,  narrative  and  translation,  submitted  to  the 
English  reader ;  numerous  statements  and  personages,  hitherto 
unheard  of,  or  vaguely  heard  of,  stand  here  in  fixed  shape ; 
there  is,  if  no  map  of  intellectual  Germany,  some  first  attempt 
at  such.  Farther,  we  are  to  state  that  our  Author  is  a 
zealous,  earnest  man :  no  hollow  dilettante  hunting  after 
shadows,  and  prating  he  knows  not  what ;  but  a  substantial, 
distinct,  remarkably  decisive  man ;  has  his  own  opinion  on 
many  subjects,  and  can  express  it  adequately.  We  should 
say,  precision  of  idea  was  a  striking  quality  of  his  :  no  vague 
transcendentalism,  or  mysticism  of  any  kind;  nothing  but 
what  is  measurable  and  tangible,  and  has  a  meaning  which  he 


English  what  is  in  him;  seems  heartily  con 
doctrines,  and  preaches  them  because  they  t 
for  the  sake  of  sale,  but  of  truth ;  at  worsi 
making  proselytes. 

On  the  strength  of  which  properties,  we 
Hiatoric  Survey  may,  under  certain  conditio 
acceptable   to   two  classes.     First,  to  incij 
German  Literature  in  the  original ;    who  t 
their  subject,  even  in  a  hare  catalogue,  will  i 
for   that   class,   unfortunately,    Mr.   Tayloi 
diminished  in  value  by  several  circumstanr 
were  there  no  other,  that  he  nowhere  cites  s 
path  he  has  opened  may  be  the   true  or  I 
iarther  researches  and  lateral  surveys  there 
indication.     But,  secondly,  we  reckon  that 
welcome  to  many  of  the  much  larger  niiscc 
read  less  for  any  specific  object  than  for  tb 
to  whom  any  book  that  will,  either  in  the 
tion  or  confirmation,  by  new  wisdom   or 
wisdom,  stir-up  the  stagnant  inner  man, 
rather  if  it  bring  some  historic  tidings  alsi 
ing,  and  repeating ;  above  all,  if,  as  in 
with  many  singularities  have  some  strildng 
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Grerman  Poetry/  it  seems,  ^  is  hardly  within  reach  of  his  local 
command  of  library  :  so  comprehensive  an  undertaking  would 
require  another  residence  in  a  country  from  which  he  has  now 
been  separated  more  than  forty  years  :^  and  which  various 
considerations  render  it  unadvisable  to  revisit.  Nevertheless, 
^  having  long  been  in  the  practice  of  importing  the  produc- 
tions of  its  fine  literature,^  and  of  working  in  that  material, 
as  critic,  biographer  and  translator,  for  more  than  one 
*  periodic  publication  of  this  country,^  he  has  now  composed 
introductory  and  connective  sections,^  filled«up  deficiencies, 
retrenched  superfluities;  and  so,  collecting  and  remodelling 
those  ^  successive  contributions,^  cements  them  tc^ther  into 
the  *  new  and  entire  work  ^  here  ofiered  to  the  public  ^  With 
fragments,^  he  concludes,  ^long  since  hewn,  as  it  were,  and 
sculptured,  I  attempt  to  construct  an  English  Temple  of 
Fame  to  the  memory  of  those  Grerman  Poets.^ 

There  is  no  doubt  but  a  Complete  History  of  Grerman 
Poetry  exceeds  any  local  or  universal  command  of  books 
which  a  British  man  can  at  this  day  enjoy;  and,  farther, 
presents  obstacles  of  an  infinitely  more  serious  character  than 
this.  A  History  of  Grerman,  or  of  any  national  Poetry, 
would  form,  taken  in  its  complete  sense,  one  of  the  most 
arduous  enterprises  any  writer  could  engage  in.  Poetry,  were 
it  the  rudest,  so  it  be  sincere,  is  the  attempt  which  man 
makes  to  render  his  existence  harmonious,  the  utmost  he  can 
do  for  that  end :  it  springs  therefore  from  his  whole  feelings, 
opinions,  activity,  and  takes  its  character  from  these.  It  may 
be  called  the  music  of  his  whole  manner  of  being ;  and,  his- 
torically considered,  is  the  test  how  far  Music,  or  Freedom, 
existed  therein ;  how  far  the  feeling  of  Love,  of  Beauty  and 
Dignity,  could  be  elicited  from  that  peculiar  situation  of  his, 
and  from  the  views  he  there  had  of  Life  and  Nature,  of  the 
Universe,  internal  and  external.  Hence,  in  any  measure  to 
imderstand  the  Poetry,  to  estimate  its  worth  and  historical 
meaning,  we  ask  as  a  quite  fundamental  inquiry :  What  that 
situation  was  ?     Thus  the  History  of  a  nation^s  Poetry  is  the 


from  the  other.  He  has  to  record  tl 
nation,  in  ita  successive  directions  and 
this  the  Poetry  of  the  nation  niodulat 
Poetry  of  the  nation. 

Such  were  the  primary  essence  of  a  tn 
the  living  principle  round  which  all 
phenomena,  all  separate  characters  ol 
would  fasliion  themselves  into  a  coherei 
by  any  means  to  cohere.  To  accomplish 
Literature  would  require  not  only  all  c 
excellent  inwaixl  faculty  :  all  telescopes  a 
of  no  avail,  without  the  seeing  eye  an 
heart. 

Doubtless,  as  matters  stand,  such  mo 
part  ideal ;  the  stinted  result  of  actual 
too  rigidly  tiied  by  them.  In  our  lang 
example  of  such  a  performance.  Neitli 
perhaps  in  the  well-meant,  but  altogethei 
of  Deuina,  among  the  Italians,  and  in  so 
far  more  successful,  sketches  by  German 
that  we  know  of.  To  expect  an  English 
Literature  in  this  style  were  especially  ' 
not  only  the  man  to  write  it,  but  the 
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closely  related  to  us  in  blood,  language,  character,  advancing 
through  fifteen  centuries  of  culture;  with  the  eras  and 
changes  that  have  distinguished  the  like  career  in  other  na- 
tions. Nay,  perhaps,  the  intellectual  history  of  the  Grermans 
is  not  without  peculiar  attraction,  on  two  grounds :  first,  that 
they  are  a  separate  unmixed  people ;  that  in  them  one  of  the 
two  grand  stem-tribes,  from  which  all  modem  European 
coimtries  derive  their  population  and  speech,  is  seen  growing 
up  distinct,  and  in  several  particulars  following  its  own 
course :  secondly,  that  by  accident  and  by  desert,  the  Germans 
have  more  than  once  been  found  playing  the  highest  part  m 
European  culture ;  at  more  than  one  era  the  grand  Tendencies 
of  Europe  have  first  embodied  themselves  into  action  in  Ger- 
many, the  main  battle  between  the  New  and  the  Old  has  be^i 
fought  and  gained  there.  We  mention  only  the  Swiss  Revolt, 
and  Luther  s  Reformation.  The  Germans  have  not  indeed  so 
many  classical  works  to  exhibit  as  some  other  nations;  a 
Shakspeare,  a  Dante,  has  not  yet  been  recognised  among 
them ;  nevertheless,  they  too  have  had  their  Teachers  and 
inspired  Singers ;  and  in  regard  to  popular  Mythology,  tradi- 
tionary  possessions  and  spirit,  what  we  may  call  the  inarticu. 
late  Poetry  of  a  nation,  and  what  is  the  element  of  its  spoken 
or  written  Poetry,  they  will  be  foimd  superior  to  any  other 
modem  people. 

The  Historic  Surveyor  of  German  Poetry  will  observe  a 
remarkable  nation  straggling  out  of  Paganism  ;  fragments  of 
that  stem  Superstition,  saved  from  the  general  wreck,  and 
still,  amid  the  new  order  of  things,  carrying  back  our  view, 
in  faint  reflexes,  into  the  dim  primeval  time.  By  slow 
degrees  the  chaos  of  the  Northem  Immigrations  settles  into 
a  new  and  fairer  world ;  arts  advance ;  little  by  little  a  fund 
of  Knowledge,  of  Power  over  Nature,  is  accumulated  by  man ; 
feeble  glimmerings,  even  of  a  higher  knowledge,  of  a  poetic, 
break  forth;  till  at  length  in  the  Swabian  Era^  as  it  is 
named,  a  blaze  of  trae  though  simple  Poetry  bursts  over 
Germany,  more  splendid,  we  might  say,  than  the  Troubadour 
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Didactic  period ;  wherein,  among  the  Ger 
many  a  Hugo  von  Triniberg  delivers  wis 
apophthegms,  to  the  general  edification : 
of  Strasburg  sees  his  Ship  of  Fools  transL 
languages,  twice  into  Latin,  and  read  by  Ki 
of  Bijfnard  ike  Fosc  gathering  itself  togi 
nmote  and  naar,  assumes  its  Low-Genoa 
eomes  the  daiKng  of  hi^  and  km ;  nay,  s 
mde  genial  vigour,  as  one  iof  the  most  rem 
produetions  of  the  Middle  Ages.     Nor  is  s 
Idnd  wanting;  the  Spirit  of  Inquixy  tn 
Deeds  idudi  are  poetical,  as  well  as  into 
the  opening  of  the  Ibnxteenth  century,  Ger 
first  assertion  of  political  ri(^  the  first  ^ 
against  Nobleman ;  in  the  eariy  history  of 
And  again,  two  centuries  lator,  the  first 
lectual  rig^t,  the  first  vindication  of  Man  s 
in  the  history  of  Luther'ii  Reformation. 
PresiB  has  begun  its  incalculable  task ;  the 
of  the  Germans,  what  we  have  called  their  i 
issues  in  innumerable  VoOubUdier  (People' 
geny  and  kindred  of  whidi  still  live  in  all  E 
the  Feeble   have  their  Tragedy  and  the 
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exclusively  cultivated :  what  had  done  so  much,  is  supposed 
capable  of  doing  all;  Understanding  is  alone  listened  to^ 
while  Fancy  and  Imagination  languish  inactive,  or  are 
forcibly  stifled;  and  all  poetic  culture  gradually  dies  away. 
As  if  with  the  high  resolute  genius,  and  noble  achievements, 
of  its  Luthers  and  Huttens,  the  genius  of  the  country  had 
exhausted  itself,  we  behold  generation  after  generation  of 
mere  Prosaists  succeed  these  high  Psalmists.  Science  indeed 
advances,  practical  manipulation  in  all  kinds  improves ; 
Grermany  has  its  Copemics,  Hevels,  Guerickes,  Eeplers; 
later,  a  Leibnitz  opens  the  path  of  true  Logic,  and  teaches 
the  mysteries  of  Figure  and  Number :  but  the  finer  Educa- 
tion of  mankind  seems  at  a  stand.  Instead  of  Poetic 
recognition  and  worship,  we  have  stolid  Theologic  con- 
troversy,  or  still  shallower  Freethinking ;  pedantry,  servility, 
mode-hunting,  every  species  of  Idolatry  and  Affectation  holds 
sway.  The  World  has  lost  its  beauty,  life  its  infinite 
majesty,  as  if  the  Author  of  it  were  no  longer  divine: 
instead  of  admiration  and  creation  of  the  True,  there  is  at 
best  criticism  and  denial  of  the  False ;  to  Luther  there  has 
succeeded  Thomasius.  In  this  era,  so  unpoetical  for  all 
Europe,  Germany,  torn  in  pieces  by  a  Thirty- Years  War, 
and  its  consequences,  is  preeminently  prosaic ;  its  few  Singers 
are  feeble  echoes  of  foreign  models  little  better  than  them- 
selves. No  Shakspeare,  no  Milton  appears  there ;  such 
indeed  would  have  appeared  earlier,  if  at  all,  in  the  current 
of  German  history :  but  instead,  they  have  only  at  best 
Opitzes,  Flemmings,  Logaus,  as  we  had  our  Queen-Anne 
Wits ;  or,  in  their  Lohensteins,  Gryphs,  Hoffmannswaldaus, 
though  in  inverse  order,  an  unintentional  parody  of  our 
Drydens  and  Lees. 

Nevertheless  from  every  moral  death  there  is  a  new  birth ; 
in  this  wondrous  course  of  his,  man  may  indeed  linger,  but 
cannot  retrograde  or  stand  still.  In  the  middle  of  last 
century,  fix)m  among  Parisian  Erotics,  rickety  Sentimental- 
ism,  (.'ourt  aperies,  and  hollow  Dulness  striving  in  all  hopeless 


popular  mass;    lur   it    weid   ia>wui«;^   vj    «« 
all    sovereignties,   even    the    pettiest,   had 
native  Literature,  their  native  language,  a 
able  barbarism.     The  greatest  king   prodi 
since  Barbarossa^s  time,  Frederick  the  Seco 
on  the  native  endeavour,  and  saw  no  hope 
Franoe.    ,  However,  the  native  endeavour  ] 
aid :  iMdng^  announoement  did  not  die  ai 
took  deazer  utteruioe^  and  more  inq[>ired 
hie  foUowen ;  in  whoee  worke  it  now  epeaki 
alone^  but  to  the  nAiole  world.      Tlie  n 
Period  of  German  literature  are  of  dee| 
depth  of  which  is  p^haps  but  now  beoomi 
too,  it  may  be,  as  in  other  cases,  the  Waz 
first  taken  voice  and  shape  in  Grermany ; 
Negation  to  Affirmation,  from  Destruction  t 
for  whidi  all  thinkers  in  every  country  an 
pedhnps  already  in  action  there.     In  the 
of  the   Germans,  say  some,  lie  the  rod 
spiritual  era,  which  it  is  for  this  and  for 
tions  to  work  out  and  realise.     The  andeo 
tion,  it  would  seem,  is  stUI  possible  in  thei 
when   Scepticism,  Frivolity,  Sensuality,  1 
%n^rk  •   ■ttTMl^PMirl'..  And  our  mivest  dkm 
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a  greater  or  a  less  d^ree  belong  to  the  successive  epochs  of 
other  such  Histories ;  its  newer  Literature,  and  the  historical 
delineation  of  this,  has  an  interest  such  as  belongs  to  no  other. 
It  is  somewhat  in  this  way,  as  appears  to  us,  that  the 
growth  of  Grerman  Poetry  must  be  construed  and  represented 
by  the  historian :  these  are  the  general  phenomena  and 
vicissitudes,  which,  if  elucidated  by  proper  individual  instances, 
by  specimens  fitly  chosen,  presented  in  natural  sequence,  and 
worked  by  philosophy  into  union,  would  make  a  valuable 
book;  on  any  and  all  of  which  the  observations  and  re- 
searches of  so  able  an  inquirer  as  Mr.  Taylor  would  have 
been  welcome.  Sorry  are  we  to  declare  t^at  of  all  this, 
which  constitutes  the  essence  of  anything  calling  itself 
Historic  Survey^  there  is  scarcely  a  vestige  in  the  Book 
before  us.  The  question.  What  is  the  Grerman  mind ;  what 
is  the  culture  of  the  German  mind;  what  course  has 
Grermany  followed  in  that  matter;  what  are  its  national 
characteristics  as  manifested  therein?  appears  not  to  have 
presented  itself  to  the  Author^s  thought.  No  theorem  of 
Grermany  and  its  intellectual  progress,  not  even  a  false  one, 
has  he  been  at  pains  to  construct  for  himself.  We  believe, 
it  is  impossible  for  the  most  assiduous  reader  to  gather  fix>m 
these  three  volumes  any  portraiture  of  the  national  mind  of 
Germany,  not  to  say  in  its  successive  phases  and  the  historical 
sequence  of  these,  but  in  any  one  phase  or  condition.  The 
Work  is  made  up  of  critical,  biographical,  bibliographical 
dissertations,  and  notices  concerning  this  and  the  other 
individual  poet;  interspersed  with  large  masses  of  transla- 
tion ;  and  except  that  all  these  are  strung  together  in  the 
order  of  time,  has  no  historical  feature  whatever.  Many 
literary  lives  as  we  read,  the  nature  of  literary  life  in 
Germany,  what  sort  of  moral,  economical,  intell^ual  ele- 
ment it  is  that  a  German  writer  lives  in  and  works  in, — will 
nowhere  manifest  itself.  Indeed,  far  fix>m  depicting  Grermany, 
scarcely  on  more  than  one  or  two  occasions  does  our  Author 
even  look  at  it,  or  so  much  as  remind  us  that  it  were  capable 
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of  being  depicted.  On  these  rare  occasions  too,  we  are 
treated  with  such  philosophic  insight  as  the  following 
'The  Germans  are  not  an  imitative,  but  they  are  a  listening 
people:  they  can  do  nothing  without  directions,  and  any- 
thing with  them.  As  soon  as  Gottsched's  rules  for  writing 
German  correctly  had  made  their  apjieavance,  everybody 
b^an  to  writ*  German.'  Or  we  have  theoretic  hints,  resting 
on  no  basis,  about  some  new  tribunal  of  taste  which  at  one 
time  had  formed  itself  '  in  the  niess-roanis  of  the  Prussian 
officers ' ! 

In  a  word,  the  'connecting  sections,'  or  indeed  by  what 
alchyiiiy  such  a  congeries  could  be  connected  into  a  Historic 
Survey  have  not  become  plain  to  us.  Considerable  part  of 
it  consists  of  quite  detached  little  Notices,  mostly  of  alto- 
gether insignificant  men  ;  heaped  together  as  separate  frag- 
ments ;  fit,  had  they  been  unexceptionable  in  other  respects, 
for  a  Biographical  Dictionary,  but  nowise  iat  a  Hiatoric 
Survetf.  Then  we  have  dense  masses  of  Translation,  some- 
times good,  but  seldom  of  the  characteristic  pieces ;  an  entire 
Jplngema,  an  entire  Nathan  the  Wise ;  nay,  worse,  a  Sequel  to 
Nation,  which  when  we  have  conscientiously  stni^led  to 
penise,  the  Author  turns  round,  without  any  apparent  smile, 
and  tells  us  that  it  is  by  a  nameless  writer,  and  worth 
nothing.  Not  only  Mr.  Taylor's  own  Translations,  which 
are  generally  good,  but  contributions  ft<om  a  whole  body  of 
kbourers  in  that  department  are  given :  fbr  example,  neai- 
sixty  pages,  very  ill  rendered  by  a  Miss  Plumtre,  of  a  L^  of 
Kotxebiu,  concerning  whom,  or  whose  life,  death  or  burial, 
there  is  now  no  curiosity  extant  among  men.  If  in  that 
'English  Temple  of  Fame,'  with  its  hewn  and  sculptured 
stones^  those  Biographical-Dictionary  fragments  and  fractions 
are  so  mndli  dry  rtdiile-work  of  whinatone,  is  not  this  quite 
despicable  AuUMography  of  Kotxehm  a  rood  or  two  of  mere 
iarf',  which,  as  ready-cut,  our  architect,  to  make  up  measure, 
has  packed  in  among  his  marble  ashlar ;  whereby  the  whole 
wall  will  the  sooner  bnlge  ? 


ly-  1 
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But  indeed,  generally  speaking,  symmetry  is  not  one  of  his 
architectural  rules.  Thus  in  Volume  First  we  have  a  long 
story  translated  from  a  German  Magazine,  about  certain 
antique  Hyperborean  Baresarks,  amusing  enough,  but  with 
no  more  reference  to  Germany  than  to  England;  while  in 
return  the  Nibelfmgen  Lied  is  despatched  in  something  less 
than  one  line,  and  comes  no  more  to  light.  Tyll  Eulen- 
spiegel,  who  was  not  an  ^  anonymous  Satire,  entitled  the 
Mirror  of  Owls,  but  a  real  flesh-and-blood  hero  of  that  name, 
whose  tombstone  is  standing  to  this  day  near  Liibeck,  has 
some  four  lines  for  his  share ;  Reineke  de  Foa  about  as  many, 
which  also  are  inaccurate.  Again,  if  Wieland  have  his  half- 
volume,  and  poor  Ernest  Schulze,  poor  Zacharias  Werner,  and 
numerous  other  poor  men,  each  his  chapter ;  Luther  also  has 
his  two  sentences,  and  is  in  these  weighed  against  — Dr. 
Isaac  Watts.  Ulrich  Hutten  does  not  occur  here;  Hans 
Sachs  and  his  Master-singers  escape  notice,  or  even  do  worse ; 
the  poetry  of  the  Reformation  is  not  alluded  to.  The  name 
of  Jean  Paul  Friedrich  Richter  appears  not  to  be  known  to 
Mr.  Taylor ;  or,  if  want  of  rhyme  was  to  be  the  test  of  a 
prosaist,  how  comes  Salomon  Gesner  here?  Stranger  stilly 
Ludwig  Tieck  is  not  once  mentioned;  neither  is  Noviedis; 
neither  is  Maler  Miiller.  But  why  dwell  on  these  omissions 
and  commissions  ?  Is  not  all  included  in  this  one  well-nigh 
incredible  fact,  that  one  of  the  largest  articles  in  the  Book^'a 
tenth  part  of  the  whole  Historic  Survey  of  German  Poetry f 
treats  of  that  delectable  genius,  August  von  Eotzebue  ? 

The  truth  is,  this  Historic  Survey  has  not  anj^hing 
historical  in  it;  but  is  a  mere  aggregate  of  Dissertations, 
Translations,  Notices  and  Notes,  bound  together  indeed  by 
the  circumstance  that  they  are  all  about  German  Poetry, 
^  about  it  and  about  it  ^ ;  also  by  the  sequence  of  time,  and 
still  more  strongly  by  the  Bookbinder'^s  pack-thread ;  but  by 
no  other  Sufficient  tie  whatever.  The  authentic  title,  were 
not  some  mercantile  varnish  allowable  in  such  olses,  might 
be :    ^  General  Jail-delivery  of  all  Publications  and  Mann* 


Bcripts,  original  or  tmnslaled,  composed  or  borrowed,  on  tlie 
subject  of  German  Poetry ;  by '  etc. 

To  such  J aii -deli very,  at  least  when  it  ia  from  the  prison 
of  Mr.  Taylor's  Desk  at  Norwich,  and  relates  to  a  subject  in 
the  actual  predicament  of  German  Poetry  among  us,  we  have 
no  fundamental  objection  :  and  for  the  oame,  now  that  it  is 
explained,  there  is  nothing  in  a  name ;  a  rose  by  any  other 
name  would  smell  as  sweet.  However,  even  in  this  lower  and 
lowest  point  of  view,  the  Historic  Survn/  is  liable  to  grave 
objections ;  its  worth  is  of  ho  unmixed  character.  We 
mentioned  that  Mr.  Taylor  did  not  often  cite  authorities : 
for  which  doubtless  he  may  have  his  reasons.  If  it  be  not 
from  French  I'refaces,  and  the  Biographie  UmverselU,  and 
other  the  like  sources,  we  confess  ourselves  altogether  at  a 
loss  to  divine  whence  any  reasonable  individual  gathered  such 
notices  as  these.  Books  indeed  are  scarce;  but  the  most 
untoward  situation  may  commaiKl  Wachler's  Vorlaimgen, 
Horn's  Poene  und  JBeredsomkeit,  Meister's  Characteriatiken, 
Koch's  Compendium,  or  some  of  the  thousand-Mtd-one  com- 
pilations of  that  sort,  numerous  and  accurate  in  German, 
mcwe  than  in  any  other  literature :  at  all  events,  Jordens's 
Lexicon  Devttcher  Dichter  und  Proaaisten,  and  the  world- 
renowned  Leipzig  Converga^om-Leaicon.  No  one  of  these 
appears  to  have  been  in  Mr.  Taylor's  possession ; — Bouterwek 
alone,  and  him  he  seems  to  have  consulted  perfunctorily.  A 
certain  proportion  of  errors  in  such  a  work  is  pardonable  and 
unavoidable :  scarcely  so  the  jnnportion  observed  here.  "Hie 
Historic  Survey  abounds  with  errors,  perhaps  beyond  any 
book  it  has  ever  been  our  lot  to  review. 

Of  these  indeed  many  are  harmless  enough  :  as,  for  instance, 
wh^ie  we  learn  thatGorres  was  bom  in  1804  (not  in  1776): 
though  in  that  case  he  must  have  published  his  Shah-Nameh 
at  the  age  of  three  years  :  or  where  it  is  said  that  Werner's 
epitaph  *  b^  Maiy  Magdalene  to  pray  for  his  soul,'  which  it 
does  not  do,  if  indeed  any  one  cared  what  it  did.  Some  are 
of  a  quite  mysteriotu  nature ;  either  impr^^ted  witb  a  wit 
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which  continues  obstinately  latent,  or  indicating  that,  in  spite 
of  Railways  and  Newspapers,  some  portions  of  this  Island  are 
still  singularly  impermeable.  For  example :  '  It  {Gotz  von 
Berbchingen)  was  admirably  translated  into  English  in  1799, 
at  Edinburgh,  by  William  Scott,  Advocate;  no  doubt,  the 
same  person  who,  under  the  poetical  but  assumed  name  of 
Walter^  has  since  become  the  most  extensively  popular  of  the 
British  writers.'*  —  Others,  again,  are  the  fruit  of  a  more 
culpable  ignorance ;  as  when  we  hear  that  Goethe^s  Dlckhmg 
tmd  Wahrheit  is  literally  meant  to  be  a  fictitious  narrative, 
and  no  genuine  Biography;  that  his  SieUa  ends  quietly  in 
Bigamy  (to  Mr.  Taylor^s  satisfaction),  which,  howev^  the 
French  translation  may  run,  in  the  original  it  certainly  does 
not.  Mr.  Taylor  likewise  complains  that  his  copy  of  Faust 
is  incomplete :  so,  we  grieve  to  state,  is  ours.  Still  worse  is 
it  when  speaking  of  distinguished  men,  who  probably  have 
been  at  pains  to  veil  their  sentiments  on  certain  subjects,  our 
Author  takes  it  upon  him  to  lift  such  veil,  and  with  perfect 
composure  pronounces  this  to  be  a  Deist,  that  a  Pantheist, 
that  other  an  Atheist,  often  without  any  due  foundation.  It 
is  quite  erroneous,  for  example,  to  describe  Schiller  by  any 
such  unhappy  term  as  that  of  Deist :  it  is  very  particularly 
erroneous  to  say  that  Goethe  anywhere  '  avows  himself  an 
Atheist,^  that  he  ^  is  a  Pantheist  ** ; — indeed,  that  he  is,  was, 
or  is  like  to  be  any  ist  to  which  Mr.  Taylor  would  attach  just 
meaning. 

But  on  the  whole,  what  struck  us  most  in  these  errors  is 
their  siu^rising  number.  In  the  way  of  our  calling,  we  at 
first  took  pencil,  with  intent  to  mark  such  transgressions; 
but  soon  found  it  too  appalling  a  task,  and  so  laid  aside  our 
black-lead  and  our  art  (ccMtus  artemque).  Happily,  however, 
a  little  natural  invention,  assisted  by  some  tincture  of  arith- 
metic, came  to  our  aid.  Six  pages,  studied  for  that  end,  we 
did  mark  ;  finding  therein  tiiirteen  errors :  the  pages  are  1 67 
to  1 73  of  Volume  Third,  and  still  in  our  copy  have  their 
marginal  stigmas,  which  can  be  vindicated  before  a  juiy  of 
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Authors.  Now  if  6  give  13,  who  sees  not  that  14S5,  the 
entire  number  of  pages,  will  give  3152  and  a  fraction  P  Or, 
allowing  for  Translations,  which  are  freer  from  errors,  and 
for  philosophical  Discussions,  wherein  the  errors  are  of  another 
sort;  nay,  granting  with  a  perhaps  unwarranted  liberality, 
that  these  six  pages  may  yield  too  high  an  average,  which  we 
know  not  that  they  do, — may  not,  iu  round  numbers,  Fifteen 
Hundred  be  given  as  the  approximate  amount,  not  of  errors 
indeed,  yet  of  mistakes  and  misstatements,  in  these  three 
octavos  ? 

Of  errors  in  doctrine,  false  critical  judgments  and  all  sorts 
of  philosophical  hallucination,  the  nmnber,  more  difficult  to 
ascertain,  is  also  unfortunately  great  Considered,  indeed,  as 
in  any  measure  a  picture  of  what  is  remarkable  in  German 
Poetry,  this  Historic  Smvey  is  one  great  Error.  We  have  to 
object  to  Mr.  Taylor  on  all  grounds ;  that  his  views  are  ofteii 
partial  and  inadequate,  sometimes  quite  false  and  imaginary ; 
that  the  highest  productions  of  German  Literatoie,  those 
wM-ks-in  which  properly  its  characteristic  and  chief  worth  lie, 
ate  still  as  a  s^ed  book  to  him ;  or  what  is  worse,  an  open 
book  that  he  will  not  read,  but  pronounces  to  be  filled  with 
blank  paper.  From  a  man  of  such  intellectual  vigour,  who 
has  studied  his  subject  so  long,  we  should  not  have  expected 
such  a  failure. 

Perhaps  the  main  principle  of  it  maly  be  stated,  if  not 
accounted  for,  in  this  one  circumstance,  that  the  Historic 
Suroey,  like  its  Author,  stands  separated  from  Germany  by 
*  more  than  forty  years.^  During  this  time  Germany  has 
been  making  unexampled  progress ;  while  our  Author  has 
either  advanced  in  the  other  direction,  or  cmtihued  quite 
stationary.  Forty  years,  it  is  true,  make  no  diflerence  in  a 
classical  Poem ;  yet  much  in  the  readers  of  that  Poem,  and 
its  position  towards  these.  Forty  years  are  but  a  small 
period  in  some  Histories,  but  in  the  history  of  German 
literature,  the  most  rapidly  fflctending,  incessantly  fluctuating 
object  even  in  the  ^HritusJ  world,  they  make  a  great  period. 
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In  Germany,  within  these  forty  years,  how  much  has  been 
united,  how  much  has  fallen  asunder !  Kant  has  superseded 
Wolf;  Fichte,  Kant;  Schelling,  Fichte;  and  now,  it  seems, 
Hegel  is  bent  on  superseding  Schelling.  Baumgaiten  has 
given  place  to  Schlegel ;  the  Deutsche  Biblioihek  to  the  Berlin 
Hermes :  Lessing  still  towers  in  the  distance  like  an  Earth- 
bom  Atlas ;  but  in  the  poetical  Heaven,  Wieland  and  Elop- 
stock  bum  fainter,  as  new  and  more  radiant  luminaries  have 
arisen.  Within  the  last  forty  years,  German  Literature  has 
become  national,  idiomatic,  distinct  from  all  others;  by  its  pro- 
ductions during  that  period,  it  is  either  something  or  nothing. 
Nevertheless  it  is  still  at  the  distance  of  forty  years,  some- 
times we  think  it  must  be  fifty,  that  Mr.  Taylor  stands.  ^  The 
fine  Literature  of  G^rmany,^  no  doubt  he  has  *  imported  ^ ;  yet 
only  with  the  eyes  of  1780  does  he  read  it.  Thus  Sulzer^s 
Universal  Theory  continues  still  to  be  his  road-book  to  the 
temple  of  German  taste;  almost  as  if  the  Grerman  critic 
should  undertake  to  measure  Waverley  and  Manfred  by  the 
scale  of  Blair^s  Lectures.  Sulzer  was  an  estimable  man,  who 
did  good  service  in  his  day ;  but  about  forty  years  ago  sank 
into  a  repose,  from  which  it  would  now  be  impossible  to 
rouse  him.  Hie  superannuation  of  Sulzer  appears  not  once 
to  be  suspected  by  our  Author;  as  indeed  little  of  all  the 
great  work  that  has  been  done  or  undone  in  Literary 
Germany,  within  that  period,  has  become  dear  to  him. 
The  far-famed  Xemen  of  Schiller^s  Musenaimanach  are  once 
mentioned,  in  some  half-dozen  lines,  wherein  also  there  are 
more  than  half-&-dozen  inaccuracies,  and  one  rather  egr^ous 
error.  Of  the  results  that  followed  from  these  JCenien;  of 
Tieck,  Wackenroder,  the  two  Schlegels  and  Novalis,  whose 
critical  Union,  and  its  works,  filled  all  Grermany  with  tumult, 
discussion,  and  at  length  with  new  conviction,  no  whisper 
transpires  here.  The  New  Schoolj  with  all  that  it  taught, 
untaught  and  mistaught,  is  not  so  much  as  alluded  to. 
Schiller  and  Goethe,  with  all  the  poetic  world  they  created, 
remain  invisible,  or  dimly  seen :  Kant  is  a  sort  of  Political 
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matters  well.  We  must  complain  that  lie  reads  ' 
Poetry,  from  first  to  last,  with  English  eyes ;  will  not 
modate  himself  to  the  spirit  of  the  Literature  he  is  inv 
iiig,  and  do  his  utmost,  by  loving  endeavour,  to  win  il 
from  it ;  but  plunges  in  headlong,  and  silently  assumi 
all  this  was  written  for  him  and  for  his  objects,  niaki 
work  with  it,  and  innumerable  false  conclusions.  It 
to  see  an  honest  traveller  confidently  gauging  all 
objects  with  a  measure  that  will  not  mete  them; 
German  Sacred  Oaks  by  their  fitness  for  British  shipbl 
walking  from  Dan  to  Beersheba,  and  finding  so  little 
did  not  bring  with  him.  This,  we  are  too  well  awar 
commonest  of  all  errors,  both  with  vulgar  readers  b 
vulgar  critics;  but  from  Mr.  Taylor  we  had  expects 
thing  better ;  nay,  let  us  confess,  he  himself  now  s 
seems  to  attempt  sonietbiug  better,  but  too  im] 
succeeds  in  it. 

The  truth  is,  Mr.  Taylor,  though  a  man  of  taleii 
have  often  admitted,  and  as  the  world  well  knows,  ti 
downright,  independent  and  to  all  appearance  mosi 
worthy  man,  is  one  of  the  most  peculiar  critics  to  be  i 
our  I  uese  Volumes,  1 
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opinion  that  does  hold  together  to  some  account.  However, 
it  is  not  in  receiving  the  New,  and  creating  good  with  it,  but 
solely  in  pulling  to  pieces  the  Old,  that  Mr.  Taylor  will  have 
us  employed.  Often,  in  the  course  of  these  pages,  might  the 
British  reader  sorrowfully  exclaim  :  ^^  Alas  !  is  this  the  year  of 
grace  1831,  and  are  we  still  here?  Armed  with  the  hatchet 
and  tinder-box;  still  no  symptom  of  the  sower^s  sheet  and 
plough  ?  ^  These  latter,  for  our  Author,  are  implements  of 
the  dark  ages ;  the  ground  is  full  of  thistles  and  jungle ;  cut 
down  and  spare  not.  A  singular  aversion  to  Priests,  some- 
thing like  a  natural  horror  and  hydrophobia,  gives  him  no 
rest  night  nor  day ;  the  gist  of  all  his  speculations  is  to  drive 
down  more  or  less  effectual  palisades  against  that  class  of 
persons;  nothing  that  he  does  but  they  interfere  with  or 
threaten :  the  first  question  he  asks  of  every  passer-by,  be  it 
German  Poet,  Philosopher,  Farce- writer,  is :  "  Arian  or  Trini- 
tarian ?  Wilt  thou  help  me,  or  not  ?  ^  Long  as  he  has  now 
laboured,  and  though  calling  himself  Philosopher,  Mr.  Taylor 
has  not  yet  succeeded  in  sweeping  his  arena  clear;  but  still 
painfully  struggles  in  the  questions  of  Naturalism  and  Super- 
naturalism,  Liberalism  and  Servilism. 

Agitated  by  this  zeal,  with  its  fitful  hope  and  fear,  it  is 
that  he  goes  through  Germany;  scenting-out  Infidelity  with 
the  nose  of  an  ancient  Heresy-hunter,  though  for  opposite 
purposes;  and,  like  a  recruiting-sergeant,  beating  aloud  for 
recruits ;  nay,  where  in  any  comer  he  can  spy  a  tall  man, 
clutching  at  him,  to  crimp  him  or  impress  him.  Goethe's 
and  Schiller^s  creed  we  saw  specified  above ;  those  of  Lessing 
and  Herder  are  scarcely  less  edifying;  but  take  rather  this 
sagacious  exposition  of  Kant^s  Philosophy  : 

'The  Alexandrian  writings  do  not  differ  so  widely  as  is  commonly  appre- 
hended from  those  of  the  KSnigsberg  School ;  for  they  ahonnd  with 
passages^  which^  while  they  seem  to  flatter  the  popular  credulity,  resolve 
into  allegory  the  stories  of  the  gods^  and  into  an  illustrative  personifica- 
tion the  soul  of  the  world ;  thus  insinuating^  to  the  more  alert  and 
penetrating,  the  speculative  rejection  of  opinions  with  which  they  are 
encouraged  and  commanded  in  action  to  comply.    With  analogous  spirit. 
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ProfesBor  Kant  studiously  introducea  &  distinction  between  PncUcal  and 
Tbeoretical  Reasoii ;  and  while  he  teachei  that  rational  conduct  wilt 
indulge  tlie  hypothesis  of  a  God,  a  revelation.  Had  a  future  stnte  (this, 
we  presume,  is  meant  by  calling  them  inferences  of  Prartical  Rcmon),  he 
pretends  that  Theoretical  Reason  can  adduce  no  one  satiafactory  argument 
in  their  behnlf :  so  that  his  morality  smountji  to  a  defence  of  the  old 
adage,  "Think  with  the  wise,  and  »ct  with  the  vulgar";  a  plan  of 
behaviour  which  secures  to  the  vulgar  an  ultimate  victory  over  the  wise. 

•  •  •  Philosophy  is  to  be  withdrawn  within  a  narrower  circle  of  the 
initiated;  and  these  must  he  induced  to  conspire  in  favouring  a  vulgar 
superstition.  This  can  best  be  accompljehed  by  enveloping  with  enig- 
matic jargon  the  topics  of  discuasion ;  by  employing  a  cloudy  phraseology, 
which  may  intercept  from  below  the  war-whoop  of  impiety,  aud  from 
above  the  evulgation  of  infidelity  ;  by  coatrii'ing  a  kind  of  "  cipher  of 
illumiuism,"  in  which  public  discuaaions  of  the  most  critical  nature  can 
be  carried  on  from  the  press,  without  alarming  the  prejudicei  of  the 
people,  or  exciting  the  precautions  of  the  magiEtrate.  Such  a  cipher,  iu 
the  hands  of  an  adept,  is  the  dialect  of  Katit.  Add  to  this  the  notorious 
Gallicanism  of  his  opinions,  which  must  endear  him  to  the  patriotism  of 
the  philosophers  of  the  Lyceum ;  and  it  will  appear  probable  that  the 
reception  of  his  forms  of  syllogising  should  extend  from  Germany  to 
FrSDce  ;  should  completely  and  exclusively  establish  itself  on  the  Con- 
tinent ;  entomb  with  the  reasonings  the  Reason  of  the  modem  world ; 
and  form  the  tastelees  fretwork  which  seems  ftbont  to  convert  the  halls 
of  liberal  Philosophy  into  churches  of  mystical  Supematuralism.' 

These  are  indeed  fearful  symptoms,  and  enough  to  quicken 
the  diligence  of  any  recruiting  officer  that  hu  the  good  cause 
at    heart     Reasonably    may   such   ofEcer,  beleaguered   with 

*  witchcraft  and  demonology,  trinitorianum,  intolerance,^  and 
a  considerable  list  of  et-ceteraa,  and  still  seeing  no  hearty 
followers  of  his  flag,  but  a  mere  Falstaff  regiment,  smite 
upon  bis  thigh,  and,  in  moments  of  despondency,  lament 
that  Christianity  had  ever  entered,  or  as  we  here  have  it, 
'  intruded '  into  Europe  at  all ;  that,  at  least,  some  small 
slip  of  heathendom,  '  Scandinavia,  for  instance,''  had  not  been 
'left  to  its  natural  course,  unmisguided  by  ecclesiastical 
missionaries  and  monastic  institutions.  Many  superstitions, 
which  have  fatigued  the  credulity,  clouded  the  intellect  and 
impaired  the  security  of  man,  and  which,  alas,  but  too  naturally 
followed  in  the  train  of  the  Sacied  Books,  would  tliere,  pofaaps. 
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never  have  struck  root ;  and  in  one  comer  of  the  world,  the 
inquiries  of  reason  might  have  found  an  earlier  asylum,  and 
asserted  a  less  circumscribed  range.^  Nevertheless,  there  is 
still  hope,  preponderating  hope.  ^  The  general  tendency  of 
the  Grermcm  school,^  it  would  appear,  could  we  but  believe 
such  tidings,  ^  is  to  teach  French  opinions  in  English  forms.'' 
Philosophy  can  now  look  down  with  some  approving  glcmces 
on  Socinianism.  Nay,  the  literature  of  Germany,  ^  very 
liberal  and  tolerant,**  is  gradually  overflowing,  even  into  the 
Slavonian  nations,  <and  will  found,  in  new  languages  and 
climates,  those  latest  inferences  of  a  corrupt  but  instructed 
refinement,  which  are  likely  to  rebuild  the  morality  of  the 
Ancients  on  the  ruins  of  Christian  Puritanism/ 

Such  retrospections  and  prospectiona  bring  to  mind  an 
absurd  rumour  which,  confounding  our  Author  with  his 
namesake,  the  celebrated  Translator  of  Plato  and  Aristotle, 
represented  him  as  being  engaged  in  the  repair  and  re- 
establishment  of  the  Pagan  Religion.  For  such  rumour,  we 
are  happy  to  state,  there  is  not  and  was  not  the  slightest 
foundation.  Wieland  may,  indeed,  at  one  time,  have  put 
some  whims  into  his  disciple'^s  head ;  but  Mr.  Taylor  is  too 
solid  a  man  to  embark  in  speculations  of  that  nature. 
Prophetic  day-dreams  are  not  practical  projects;  at  all 
events,  as  we  here  see,  it  is  not  the  old  Pagan  gods  that 
we  are  to  bring  back,  but  only  the  ancient  Pagan  morality, 
a  refined  and  reformed  Paganism; — as  some  middle-aged 
householder,  if  distressed  by  tax-gatherers  and  duns,  might 
resolve  on  becoming  thirteen  again,  and  a  bird-nesting  school- 
boy.  Let  no  timid  layman  apprehend  any  overflow  of  priests 
from  Mr.  Taylor,  or  even  of*  gods.  Is  not  this  commentary 
on  the  hitherto  so  inexplicable  conversion  of  Friedrich  Leopold 
Count  Stolberg  enough  to  quiet  every  alarmist  ? 

'On  the  Continent  of  Europe,  the  gentleman,  and  Frederic  Leopold 
was  emphatically  so,  is  seldom  brought  up  with  much  solicitude  for  any 
positive  doctrine :  among  the  Catholics,  tiie  moralist  insists  on  the  duty 
of  conforming  to  the  religion  of  one's  ancestom ;  among  the  Protestants, 
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on  the  duty  of  coaformiDg  to  the  religioD  of  tha  magistrate  :  but  Frederic 
Leopold  seems  to  liave  iovented  a  aen  point  of  honour,  and  &  moet 
istioiul  one, — the  duty  of  conformlug  to  the  religion  of  one's  father-iu- 
law. 

'A  young  mna  is  the  happier,  while  singlSj  for  being  unincumbered 
with  any  religious  restrainta ;  but  when  the  time  cemeg  for  Bubmitting-  to 
matrimony,  he  will  find  the  precedent  of  Frederic  Leopold  well  entitled 
to  consideration.  A  predlEposition  to  conform  to  the  religion  of  the 
bther-in-taw  facilitates  advantageouH  matrimonial  connexions  ;  it  pro- 
duces in  a  family  the  desirable  harmony  of  religioug  profession ;  it 
secures  the  sincere  education  of  the  daughters  in  the  faith  of  their 
mother ;  and  it  leaves  the  young  men  at  liberty  to  apostatise  in  their 
turn,  to  exert  their  right  of  private  judgment,  and  to  choose  a  worship 
for  themselves.  Religion,  if  a  blemish  in  the  male,  is  surely  a  grace 
in  the  female  sex :  courage  of  mind  may  tend  to  acknowledge  nothing 
above  itself;  but  timidity  is  ever  disposed  to  look  upwards  for  protection, 
for  consolutioD  and  for  happiness. ' 

With  regard  to  this  latter  point,  vhether  Religion  is  *& 
blemish  in  the  male,  and  surely  a  grace  in  the  female  sex,'  it 
is  poesible  judgments  may  remain  stispended  :  Courage  of  mind, 
indeed,  will  prompt  the  squinel  to  set  itself  in  posture  against 
an  armed  horseman ;  yet  whether  for  men  and  women,  who 
seem  to  stand,  not  only  under  the  Galaxy  and  Stellar  system, 
and  under  Immensity  and  Eternity,  but  even  tmder  any  bare 
bodkin  or  drop  of  prussic  acid,  '  sudi  courage  of  mind  as  may 
tend  to  acknowledge  nothing  above  itself,'  were  ornamental 
or  the  contrary ;  whether,  lastly.  Religion  is  grounded  on  Fear, 
or  on  something  infinitely  higher  and  inconsistent  with  Fear, 
— may  be  questions.  Rut  they  are  of  a  kind  we  are  not  at 
present  called  to  meddle  with. 

Mr.  Taylor  promulgates  many  other  strange  articles  of  faith, 
for  he  is  a  positive  man,  and  has  a  certain  quiet  wilfulness ; 
these,  however,  cannot  henceforth  much  surprise  us.  He  still 
calls  the  Middle  Ages,  during  which  nearly  all  the  inventions 
and  social  institutions,  whereby  we  yet  live  as  civilised  men, 
were  originated  or  perfected, '  &  Millennium  of  Darkness  * ;  on 
the  faith  chiefly  of  certain  long-past  Pedants,  who  reckoned 
everything  barren,  because  Chrysolorss  had  not  yet  come,  and 
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no  Greek  Roots  grew  there.  Again,  turning  in  the  other 
direction,  he  criticises  Luther^s  Reformation,  and  repeats  that 
old  and  indeed  quite  foolish  story  of  the  Augustine  Monk^s 
having  a  merely  commercial  grudge  against  the  Dominican; 
computes  the  quantity  of  blood  shed  for  Protestiantism ;  and, 
forgetting  that  men  shed  blood  in  all  ages,  for  any  cause  and 
for  no  cause,  for  Sansculottism,  for  Bonapartism,  thinks  that, 
on  the  whole,  the  Reformation  was  an  error  and  failure.  Pity 
that  Providence  (as  King  Alphonso  wished  in  the  Astronomical 
case)  had  not  created  its  man  three  centuries  sooner,  and  taken 
a  little  counsel  from  him !  On  the  other  hand,  *  Voltaire^s 
Reformation  ^  was  successful ;  and  here,  for  once.  Providence 
was  right.  Will  Mr.  Taylor  mention  what  it  was  that 
Voltaire  re-firmed?  Many  things  he  <fe-formed,  deservedly 
and  undeservedly ;  but  the  thing  that  hejbrmed  or  rf-forined 
is  still  unknown  to  the  world. 

It  is  perhaps  unnecessary  to  add,  that  Mr.  Taylor^s  whole 
Philosophy  is  sensual ;  that  is,  he  recognises  nothing  that 
cannot  be  weighed,  measured,  and,  with  one  or  the  other 
organ,  eaten  and  digested.  Logic  is  his  only  lamp  of  life ; 
where  this  fails,  the  region  of  Creation  terminates.  For  him 
there  is  no  Invisible,  Incomprehensible ;  whosoever,  under  any 
name,  believes  in  an  Invisible,  he  treats,  with  leniency  and 
the  loftiest  tolerance,  as  a  mystic  and  lunatic ;  and  if  the 
unhappy  crack-brain  has  any  handicraft,  literary  or  other, 
allows  him  to  go  at  large,  and  work  at  it.  Withal  he  is  a 
great-hearted,  strong-minded,  and,  in  many  points,  interesting 
man.  There  is  a  majestic  composure  in  the  attitude  he  has 
assumed ;  massive,  immovable,  uncomplaining,  he  sits  in  a 
world  of  Delirium ;  and  for  his  Future  looks  with  sure  faith, 
— only  in  the  direction  of  the  Past.  We  take  him  to  be  a 
man  of  sociable  turn,  not  without  kindness ;  at  all  events  of 
the  most  perfect  courtesy.  He  despises  the  entire  Universe, 
yet  speaks  respectfully  of  Translators  from  the  Grerman,  and 
always  says  that  they  ^  english  beautifully.^  A  certain  mild 
Dogmatism   sits  well  on  him ;    peaceable,  incontrovertible, 
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uttering  the  palpably  absurd  as  if  it  were  a  mere  truism. 
Oil  the  other  hand,  there  are  touches  of  a  grave,  scientific 
obscenity,  which  are  questionable.  This  word  Obscenity  we 
use  with  reference  to  our  readers,  and  might  also  add  Profanity, 
but  not  with  reference  to  Mr.  Taylor;  he,  as  we  said,  is 
scientific  merely ;  and  where  there  is  no  anmm  and  no^num, 
there  can  be  no  obscenity  and  no  profanity. 

To  a  German  we  might  have  compres.'ied  all  this  long 
description  into  a  single  word :  Mr.  Taylor  is  simply  what 
they  call  a  Philisler;  every  fibre  of  him  is  Philistine.  With 
us  such  men  usually  take  into  Politics,  and  become  Code- 
makers  and  Utilitarians :  it  was  only  in  Germany  that  they 
ever  meddled  much  with  Literature ;  and  there  worthy  Nicolai 
has  long  .since  terminated  his  Jesuit-hunt;  no  Adelung  now 
writes  books,  Ueber  die  NutxHchkeit  der  Empfindimg  (On  the 
Utility  of  Feeling).  Singular  enough,  now,  when  that  old 
species  had  been  quite  extinct  for  almoai  half  a  century  in 
their  own  land,  appears  a  natural -horn  English  Philistine, 
made  in  all  points  as  they  were.  With  wondering  welcome 
we  hail  the  Stronghoned ;  almost  as  we  might  a  resuscitated 
Mammoth.  Let  no  David  choose  smooth  stones  from  the 
brook  to  sling  at  him  :  is  he  not  our  own  Groliath,  whose  limbe 
were  made  in  England,  whose  thews  and  sinews  any  soil  might 
be  proud  of?  Is  he  not,  as  we  sud,  a  man  that  can  stand 
on  his  own  1^  without  collapsing  when  left<by  himself?  In 
thefie  days,  one  of  the  greatest  rarities,  almost  prodigies. 

We  cheerfully  acquitted  Mr.  Taylor  of  Religion ;  but  must 
expect  less  gratitude  when  we  farther  deny  him  any  feeling 
for  true  Poetiy,  as  indeed  the  feelings  for  Heligion  and  for 
Poetry  of  this  sort  are  one  and  the  same.  Of  Poetiy  Mr. 
Taylor  knows  well  what  will  make  a  grand,  especially  a  large, 
^dare  in  the  imagination  :  he  has  even  a  creative  gift  of  tins 
kind  himself,  as  his  style  will  often  testify ;  but  much  more 
he  does  not  know.  How  indeed  should  heP  Nicolai,  too^ 
'judged  of  Poetty  as  he  did  of  Brunswick  Mom,  simply  by 
taiting  iV    Mr.  Tajios  assumes,  as  a  fact  known  to  all  think- 
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ing  creatures,  that  Poetry  is  neither  more  nor  less  than  *  a 
stimulant.^  Perhaps  above  five  hundred  times  in  the  Historic 
Survey  we  see  this  doctrine  expressly  acted  on.  Whether  the 
piece  to  be  judged  of  is  a  Poetical  Whole,  and  has  what  the 
critics  have  named  a  genial  life,  and  what  that  life  is,  he 
inquires  not;  but,  at  best,  whether  it  is  a  Logical  Whole, 
and  for  most  part,  simply,  whether  it  is  stimulant.  The  praise 
is,  that  it  has  fine  situations,  striking  scenes,  agonising  scenes, 
harrows  his  feelings,  and  the  like.  Schiller'^s  Robbers  he  finds 
to  be  stimulant ;  his  Maid  of  Orleans  is  not  stimulant,  but 

*  among  the  weakest  of  his  tn^gedies,  and  composed  apparently 
in  ill  health.''  The  author  of  Pizarro  is  supremely  stimulant ; 
he  of  Torquato  Tasso  is  ^  too  quotidian  to  be  stimulant.^  We 
had  understood  that  alcohol  was  stimulant  in  all  its  shapes ; 
opium  also,  tobacco,  and  indeed  the  whole  class  of  narcotics ; 
but  heretofore  found  Poetry  in  none  of  the  Pharmacopoeias. 
Nevertheless,  it  is  edifying  to  observe  with  what  fearless  con- 
sistency Mr.  Taylor,  who  is  no  half-man,  carries  through  this 
theory  of  stimulation.  It  lies  privily  in  the  heart  of  many  a 
reader  and  reviewer ;   nay,  Schiller,  at  one  time,  said  that 

*  Moliere^s  old  woman  seemed  to  have  become  sole  Editress  of 
all  Reviews  ^ ;  but  seldom,  in  the  history  of  Literature,  has 
she  had  the  honesty  to  unveil  and  ride  triumphant,  as  in  these 
Volumes.  Mr.  Taylor  discovers  that  the  only  Poet  to  be 
classed  with  Homer  is  Tasso ;  that  Shakspeare^s  Tragedies 
are  cousins-german  to  those  of  Otway;  that  poor  moaning, 
monotonous  Macpherson  is  an  epic  poet.  Lastly,  he  runs  a 
laboured  parallel  between  Schiller,  Goethe  and  Kotzebue ;  one 
is  more  this,  the  other  more  that ;  one  strives  hither,  the 
other  thither,  through  the  whole  string  of  critical  predicables ; 
almost  as  if  we  should  compare  scientifically  Milton^s  Paradise 
Losty  the  Prophecies  of  Isaiah  and  Mat  Lewis'*s  Tales  of  Terror. 

Such  is  Mr.  Taylor ;  a  strong-hearted  oak,  but  in  an  un- 
kindly soil,  and  beat  upon  from  infancy  by  Trinitarian  and 
Tory  Southwesters :  such  is  the  result  which  native  vigour, 
wind-storms  and  ihinty  mould  have  made  out  among  them  ; 
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grim  boughs  dishevelled  in  multangular  complexity,  and  of 
the  stiffneaa  of  brass ;  a  tree  crooked  every  way,  unwedgeable 
and  gnarled.  ^Vhat  bandages  or  cordages  of  ours,  or  of 
man's,  could  straighten  it,  now  that  it  has  grown  there  for 
half  a  century?  We  simply  point  out  that  there  is  excellent 
tough  knee-timber  in  it,  and  of  straight  timber  little  or  none. 

In  fact,  taking  Mr.  Taylor  as  he  is  and  must  be,  and 
keeping  a  perpetual  account  and  protest  with  him  on  these 
peculiai-ities  of  his,  we  find  that  on  various  parts  of  his  sub- 
ject he  has  profitable  things  to  say.  The  Gottingen  group  of 
Poets,  '  Biirger  and  his  set,'  such  as  they  were,  are  pleasantly 
delineated.  llie  like  may  be  said  of  the  somewhat  earlier 
Swiss  brotherhood,  whereof  Bodmer  and  Breitinger  are  the 
central  figures;  though  worthy  wonderful  Lavater,  the 
wandering  I'hysiognomist  and  Evangelist,  and  Protestant 
Pope,  should  not  have  been  first  fd^tten,  and  then  crammed 
into  an  insignificant  paragraph.  Lessing,  again,  is  but  pooriy 
managed ;  his  main  performance,  as  was  natural,  reckoned  to 
be  the  writing  of  Nathan  the  Wite :  we  have  no  origbal 
portrait  here,  but  a  pantagraphical  reduced  copy  of  some 
foreign  sketches  or  scratches  ;  quite  tmwoithy  of  such  a  man, 
in  such  a  historical  position,  standing  on  the  confines  of 
Ught  and  Darkness,  like  Day  on  the  mist^  mountain  tops. 
Of  Herder  also  there  is  much  omitted ;  the  Geschichte  der 
Meiuchheit  scarcely  alluded  to ;  yet  some  features  are  given, 
accurately  and  even  beautifully.  A  slow-rolling  grandilo- 
quence is  in  Mr.  Taylor^s  best  passages,  of  which  this  is  one  : 
if  no  poetic  light,  he  has  occasionally  a  glow  of  true  rhetorical 
heat.  Wieland  is  lovingly  painted,  yet  on  the  whole  faith- 
fully,  as  he  looked  some  fifty  years  ago,  if  not  as  he  now 
looks ;  this  is  the  longest  article  in  the  ffittoric  Survey,  and 
much  too  long ;  those  Paganising  Diaioguea  in  particular  had 
never  much  worth,  and  at  present  have  scarcely  any. 

Periiaps  the  best  of  all  these  Essays  is  that  on  Klopstock. 
The  sphere  of  Klopstock's  genius  does  not  transceix]  Mr, 
Taylor's  scide  of  poetic  altitudes ;  thou^  it  perhaps  reaches 
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the  highest  grade  there ;  the  *  stimulant  ^  theory  recedes  into 
the  background ;  indeed  there  is  a  rhetorical  amplitude  and 
brilliancy  in  the  Messias,  which  elicits  in  our  critic  an  instinct 
truer  than  his  philosophy  is.  He  has  honestly  studied  the 
MessiaSj  and  presents  a  clear  outline  of  it ;  neither  has  the 
still  purer  spirit  of  Elopstock's  Odea  escaped  him.  We  have 
English  Biographies  of  Elopstock,  and  a  miserable  Version  of 
his  great  Work ;  but  perhaps  there  is  no  writing  in  our 
language  that  offers  so  correct  an  emblem  of  him  as  this 
analysis.  Of  the  Odes  we  shall  here  present  one,  in  Mr. 
Taylor'^s  translation,  which,  though  in  prose,  the  reader  will 
not  fail  to  approve  of.  It  is,  perhaps,  the  finest  passage  in 
this  whole  Historic  Survey. 

^THB  TWO  Muan 

'I  saw — tell  me^  was  I  beholding  what  now  happens^  or  was  I 
beholding  futurity? — I  saw  with  the  Muse  of  Britain  the  Muse  of 
Germany  engaged  in  competitory  race^ — flying  warm  to  the  goal  of 
coronation. 

'Two  goals^  where  the  prospect  terminates^  bordered  the  career: 
Oaks  of  the  forest  shaded  the  one ;  near  to  the  other  waved  Palms  in 
the  evening  shadow. 

'Accustomed  to  contest^  stepped  she  from  Albion  proudly  into  the 
arena ;  as  she  stepped^  when^  with  the  Grecian  Muse  and  with  her  from 
the  Capitol^  she  entered  the  lists. 

'  She  beheld  the  young  trembling  rivals  who  trembled  yet  with  dignity ; 
glowing  roses  worthy  of  victory  streamed  flaming  over  her  cheeky  and 
her  golden  hair  flew  abroad. 

'Already  she  retained  with  pain  in  her  tumultuous  bosom  the  con- 
tracted breath ;  already  she  hung  bending  forward  towards  the  goal ; 
already  the  herald  was  lifting  the  trumpet^  and  her  eyes  swam  with 
intoxicating  joy. 

'Proud  of  her  courageous  rivals  prouder  of  herself^  the  lofty  Britoness 
measured^  but  with  noble  glance^  thee,  Tuiskone :  "  Yes,  by  the  bards,  I 
grew  up  with  thee  in  the  grove  of  oaks : 

' "  But  a  tale  had  reached  me  that  thou  wast  no  more.  Pardon,  O 
Muse,  if  thou  beest  immortal,  pardon  that  I  but  now  learn  it.  Yonder 
at  the  goal  alone  will  I  learn  it. 

' "  There  it  stands.  But  dost  thou  see  the  still  ferther  one,  and  its 
crowns  also  ?  This  represt  courage,  this  proud  silence,  this  look  which 
nnks  fiery  upon  tiie  ground,  I  know : 
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' "  Yet  weigh  oiico  oRain,  era  the  herald  sound  a  note  diin)Teiv>ua  to 
thee.  Am  I  not  she  who  have  measured  m^s^lf  with  her  from  Ther- 
mopylie,  and  with  the  stately  one  of  the  Seven  Hills?" 

'She  spake:  the  enrnetit  decisive  moment  drew  nearer  with  the 
herald.  "  I  lore  thee,"  answered  quick  with  looks  of  flame  Teutoua ; 
"  Britoneea,  1  love  thee  to  enthusiasm  ; 

' "  But  not  wanner  thao  immortality  and  those  Palms.  Toacli,  if  M 
wills  thy  genius,  touch  them  before  me ;  yet  will  1,  wlien  thou  seizest  it, 
seize  alflo  the  crown. 

'  "  And,  O,  how  I  tremble  !^0  ye  Immortals,  perhaps  I  may  reach 
first  the  high  goal :  then,  O,  then,  ni^y  thy  breath  attain  my  loose- 
streaming  hair  ! " 

'TTiB  her»ld  shrilled.  TTiey  flew  with  ea^cle-speed.  TTie  wide  career 
smoked-up  clouda  of  dust.  I  looked.  Beyond  the  Oak  billowed  yet 
thicker  the  duet,  aad  I  lost  them.' 

'  This  beautiful  allegorj,'  adds  Mr.  Taylor,  '  requires  no 
illustration ;  but  it  constitutes  one  of  the  reasons  for  suspect- 
ing that  the  younger  may  eventually  be  the  victorious  Muse.' 
We  hope  not ;  but  that  the  generous  race  may  yet  last 
through  long  centuries.  Tuiskone  has  shot  through  a  mighty 
space,  since  this  Poet  saw  her :  what  if  she  were  now  slacken- 
ing her  speed,  and  the  Britoness  quickening  hers  P 

If  the  Essay  on  Klopstock  is  the  best,  that  on  Kotzebue  is 
undoubtedly  tiie  worst,  in  this  Book,  or  perhaps  in  any  book 
written  by  a  man  of  ability  in  our  day.  It  is  one  of  those 
acts  which,  in  the  spirit  of  philanthropy,  we  could  wish  Mr. 
Taylor  to  conceal  in  profoundest  secrecy ;  were  it  not  that 
hereby  the  *  stimulant '  theory,  a  heresy  which  still  lurks  here 
and  there  even  in  our  better  criticism,  is  in  some  sort  brought 
to  a  crisis,  and  may  the  sooner  depart  from  this  world,  or  at 
least  from  the  high  places  of  it,  into  others  more  suitable. 
Kotzebue,  whom  all  nations  and  kindreds  and  tongues  and 
peoples,  his  own  people  the  foremost,  after  playing  with  him 
for  some  foolish  hour,  have  swept  out  of  doors  as  a  lifeless 
bundle  of  dyed  rags,  is  here  scientifically  examined,  measured, 
pulse-felt,  and  pronounced  to  be  living,  and  a  divinity.  He 
has  sudi  proli6c  '  invention  ^ ;  abounds  so  in  *  fine  situations,^ 
in  passionate  scenes ;  ia  so  soul-harrowing  so  stimulant.  The 
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Proceedings  ai  Bow  Street  are  stimulant  enough ;  neither  are 
prolific  invention,  interesting  situations,  or  soul-harrowing 
passion  wanting  among  the  authors  (true  creators)  who 
promulgate  their  works  there  ;  least  of  all,  if  we  follow  them 
to  Newgate  and  the  gallows  :  but  when  did  the  Morning 
Herald  think  of  inserting  its  Police  Reports  among  our 
Anthologies  P  Mr.  Taylor  is  at  the  pains  to  analyse  very 
many  of  Kotzebue'^s  productions,  and  translates  copiously  from 
two  or  three :  how  the  Siberian  Governor  took-on  when  his 
daughter  was  about  to  run  away  with  one  Benjowsky,  who, 
however,  was  enabled  to  surrender  his  prize,  there  on  the 
beach,  with  sails  hoisted,  by  *  looking  at  his  wife'^s  picture  ^ ; 
how  the  people  Mift  young  Burgundy  from  the  Tun,^  not 
indeed  to  drink  him,  for  he  is  not  wine  but  a  Duke :  how  a 
certain  stout-hearted  West  Indian,  that  has  made  a  fortune, 
proposes  marriage  to  his  two  sisters ;  but  finding  the  ladies 
reluctant,  solicits  their  serving-woman,  whose  reputation  is 
not  only  cracked,  but  visibly  quite  rent  asunder ;  accepts  her 
nevertheless,  with  her  thriving  cherub,  and  is  the  happiest  of 
men ; — with  more  of  the  like  sort  On  the  strength  of  which 
we  are  assured  that,  ^  according  to  my  judgment,  Kotzebue  is 
the  greatest  dramatic  genius  that  Europe  has  evolved  since 
Shakspeare.^  Such  is  the  table  which  Mx.  Taylor  has  spread 
for  pilgrims  in  the  Prose  Wilderness  of  life :  thus  does  he 
sit  like  a  kind  host,  ready  to  carve ;  and  though  the  viands 
and  beverage  are  but,  as  it  were,  stewed  garlic,  Yarmouth 
herrings,  and  blue-ndn^  praises  them  as  *  stimulant,^  and 
courteously  presses  the  universe  to  fail-to. 

What  a  purveyor  with  this  palate  shall  say  to  Nectar  and 
Ambrosia,  may  be  curious  as  a  question  in  Natural  History, 
but  hardly  otherwise.  The  most  of  what  Mr.  Taylor  has 
written  on  Schiller,  on  Goethe,  and  the  new  Literature  of 
Germany,  a  reader  that  loves  him,  as  we  honestly  do,  will 
consider  as  unwritten,  or  written  in  a  state  of  somnambulism. 
He  who  has  just  quitted  Kotzebue^s  Bear-garden  and  Fives- 
court,  and  pronounces  it  to  be  all  stimulant  and  very  good. 


$96      ■'■  MISCELLANIES 

wliat  IS  there  for  liim  to  do  in  the  Hall  of  the  Gods?  He 
looks  transiently  in;  asks  with  mild  authority,  "ArJEtQ  or 
Trinitarian  ?  Quotidian  or  Stimulant  ?  *  and  receiving  no 
answer  but  a  hollow  echo,  which  almost  sounds  like  laughter, 
passes  on,  muttering  that  they  are  dumb  idols,  or  mere 
Niimberg  waxwork. 

It  remains  to  notice  Mr.  Taylors  Translations,  Apart 
from  the  choice  of  subjects,  which  in  probably  more  than 
half  the  cases  is  unhappy,  there  is  much  to  be  said  in  favour 
of  these.  Compared  with  the  average  of  British  Translations, 
they  may  be  pronounced  of  almost  ideal  excellence  ;  compared 
with  tiie  best  Translations  extant, — for  example,  the  German 
Shak»peare,  Homer,  CcUderon, — they  may  still  be  called  better 
than  indifferent.  One  great  merit  Mr.  Taylor  has  :  rigorous 
adherence  to  his  original ;  he  endeavours  at  least  to  copy 
witii  all  possible  fidelitv  the  turn  of  phrase,  the  tone,  the  verj' 
metre,  whatever  stands  written  for  him.  With  the  German 
language  he  has  now  had  a  long  familiarity,  and,  what  is  no 
leas  essential,  and  perhaps  still  rarer  among  our  'J^imslators, 
haa  a  decided  understanding  of  English.  All  this  of  Mr. 
Taylor's  own  Translations :  in  the  borrowed  pieces,  whereof 
there  are  several,  we  seldom,  except  indeed  in  tltose  by  Shelley 
and  Coleridge,  find  much  worth ;  sometimes  a  distinct  worth- 
lessness.  Mr.  Taylor  has  made  no  conscience  of  clearing  those 
unfortunate  performances  even  ttom  their  gross  blunders. 
Thus,  in  that  *  excellent  version  by  Miss  Plumtte,'  we  find 
this  statement :  *  Professor  Miiller  could  not  utter  a  period 
without  introducing  the  words  with  under,  whether  they  had 
business  there  or  not ' ;  which  statement,  were  it  only  on  the 
ground  that  Professor  MiJller  was  not  sent  to  Bedlam,  there 
to  utter  periods,  we  venture  to  deny.  Doubtless  his  besetting 
sin  was  mitunter,  which  indeed  means  cU  the  tame  time,  or  the 
like  (etymologically,  with  among),  but  nowise  with  tinder. 
One  other  instance  we  shall  give,  from  a  much  more  import- 
ant  subject.  Mr.  Taylor  admits  that  he  does  not  make  much 
of  Faust :  however,  he  inserts  Shelley's  version  of  the  Mayday 
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Night ;  and  another  scene,  evidently  rendered  by  quite  a 
different  artist.  In  this  latter,  Margaret  is  in  the  Cathedral 
during  High-Mass,  but  her  whole  thoughts  are  turned  inwards 
on  a  secret  shame  and  sorrow  :  an  Evil  Spirit  is  whispering 
in  her  ear  ;  the  Choir  chant  fragments  of  the  Dies  iras ;  she 
is  like  to  choke  and  sink.  In  the  original,  this  passage  is  in 
verse;  and,  we  presume,  in  the  translation  also, — founding 
on  the  capital  letters.     The  concluding  lines  are  these : 

MARGABET 

I  feel  imprison'd.    The  thick  pillars  gird  me. 
The  vaults  lour  o'er  me.     Air^  air  I  I  fiunt ! 

Wnh  SPIRIT 

Where  wilt  thou  lie  concealed  ?  for  sin  and  shame 
Remain  not  hidden — woe  is  coming  dawn, 

THB  CHOIB 

Quid  ium  miier  turn  didurui  t 
Quern  patronum  rogtUurui  f 
Cum  viwjuttui  iU  tecurui. 

EVIL  SPIRIT 

From  thee  the  glorified  avert  their  view, 
The  ^wte  forbear  to  offer  thee  a  hand. 

THB  CHOIR 

Quid  ium  miier  turn  dieturue  f 

I 

MARQARBT 

Neighbour^  your  — — 

— ^Your  what  ? — ^Angels  and  ministers  of  grace  defend  us ! — 
<  Yotir  Drambottle.^  Will  Mr.  Taylor  have  us  understand, 
then,  that  ^the  noble  Grerman  nation,^  more  especially  the 
fairer  half  thereof  (for  the  ^  Neighbour  ^  is  Nachbarin^  Neigh- 
ho\xre8s\  goes  to  church  with  a  decanter  of  brandy  in  its 
pocket  P  Or  would  he  not  rather,  even  forcibly,  interpret 
Fldschchen  by  vinaigrette,  by  volatile-saUs  ? — ^The  world  has 
no  notice  that  this  passage  is  a  borrowed  one,  but  will. 
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notwithfltanding,  aa   the   more   charitable  theory,  hope  and 
believe  so. 

We  have  now  done  with  Mr,  Taylor ;  and  would  fain,  after 
all  that  has  come  and  gone,  port  with  him  in  good  nature  and 
good  will.  He  has  spoken  freely;  we  have  answered  freely. 
Far  as  we  differ  from  him  in  regard  to  Grei'raan  Literature, 
and  to  the  much  more  important  subjects  here  connected  with 
it ;  deeply  as  we  fee!  convinced  that  his  convictions  are  wrong 
and  dangerous,  are  but  half  true,  and,  if  taken  for  the  whole 
truth,  wholly  false  and  fatal,  we  have  nowise  blinded  ourselves 
to  his  vigorous  talent,  to  his  varied  learning,  his  sincerity,  his 
manful  independence  and  self-support.  Neither  is  it  for 
speaking  out  plainly  that  we  blame  him.  A  man's  honest, 
earnest  opinion  id  the  moat  precious  of  ali  he  poaaesaes ;  Jet 
him  communicate  this,  if  he  is  to  communicate  anything. 
There  is,  doubtless,  a  time  to  speak,  and  a  time  to  keep 
silence;  yet  Fontenelle's  celebrated  aphorism,  /  mig^t  have 
toy  handjull  of  truth,  and  uxmid  open  otdy  my  little  finger, 
may  be  practised  also  to  excess,  and  the  little  finger  itself 
kept  closed.  That  reserve  and  knowing  silence,  long  so 
universal  among  us,  is  less  the  fruit  of  active  benevolence,  of 
philosophic  tolerance,  than  of  indifference  and  weak  conviction. 
Honest  Scepticism,  honest  Atheism,  is  better  than  the  withered 
lifeless  Dilettantism  and  amateur  Eclecticism,  which  merely 
toys  with  all  opinions ;  or  than  that  wicked  Macchiavellism, 
which  in  thought  denying  everything,  except  that  Power  is 
Power,  in  words,  for  its  own  wise  purposes,  loudly  believes 
everything :  of  both  which  miserable  habitudes  the  day,  even 
in  England,  is  wellnigh  over.  That  Mr,  Taylor  belongs  not, 
and  at  no  time  belonged,  to  either  of  these  classes,  we  account 
a  true  praise.  Of  his  Histonc  Survey  wb  have  endeavoured 
to  point  out  the  faults  and  the  merits :  should  be  reach  a 
Kcond  edition,  which  we  hope,  perhaps  he  may  profit  by  some 
of  our  hints,  and  render  the  work  less  unworthy  of  himself 
and   of  his   subject.     In  its   present  state  and  shape,  this 
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English  Temple  of  Fame  can  content  no  oiie.  A  huge, 
anomalous,  heterogeneous  mass,  no  section  of  it  like  another, 
oriel-window  alternating  with  rabbit-hole,  wrought  capital 
on  pillar  of  dried  mud ;  heaped  together  out  of  marble, 
loose  earth,  rude  boulder-stone;  hastily  roofed-in  with 
shingles  :  such  is  the  Temple  of  Fame ;  uninhabitable  either 
for  priest  or  statue,  and  which  nothing  but  a  continued 
suspension  of  the  laws  of  gravity  can  keep  from  rushing  ere 
long  into  a  chaos  of  stone  and  dust.  For  the  English 
worshipper,  who  in  the  mean  while  has  no  other  temple,  we 
search  out  the  least  dangerous  apartments ;  for  the  future 
builder,  the  materials  that  will  be  valuable. 

And  now,  in  washing  our  hands  of  this  ail-too  sordid  but 
not  unnecessary  task,  one  word  on  a  more  momentous  object. 
Does  not  the  existence  of  such  a  Book,  do  not  many  other 
indications,  traceable  in  France,  in  Grermany,  as  well  as  here, 
betoken  that  a  new  era  in  the  spiritual  intercourse  of  Europe 
is  approaching ;  that  instead  of  isolated,  mutually  repulsive 
National  Literatures,  a  World  literature  may  one  day  be 
looked  for?  The  better  minds  of  all  coun^es  begin  to 
understand  each  other ;  and,  which  follows  naturally,  to  love 
each  other,  and  help  each  other;  by  whom  ultimately  all 
countries  in  aU  their  proceedings  are  governed. 

Late  in  man^s  history,  yet  clearly  at  length,  it  becomes 
manifest  to  the  dullest,  that  mind  is  stronger  than  matter, 
that  mind  is  the  creator  and  shapef  of  matter;  that  not 
brute  Force,  but  only  Persuasion  and  Faith  is  the  king  of 
this  world.  The  true  Poet,  who  is  but  the  inspired  Thinker, 
is  still  an  Orpheus  whose  Lyre  tames  the  savage  beasts,  and 
evokes  the  dead  rocks  to  fashion  themselves  into  palaces  and 
stately  inhabited  cities.  It  has  been  said,  and  may  be  re- 
peated, that  Literature  is  fast  becoming  all  in  all  to  us ;  our 
Church,  our  Senate,  our  whole  Social  Constitution.  The  true 
Pope  of  Christendom  is  not  that  feeble  old  man  in  Rome ; 
nor  is  its  Autocrat  the  Napoleon,  the  Nicholas,  with  his  half- 
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million  even  of  obedient  bayonets :  such  Autocrat  is 
but  a  more  cunningly -devised  bayonet  and  military  engine  in 
the  hands  of  a  mightier  than  he.  The  true  Autocrat  and 
Pope  is  that  man,  the  real  or  Heeniing  Wisest  of  the  past 
age ;  crowned  after  death  ;  who  finds  his  Hierarchy  of  gifted 
Autliors,  his  Clergy  of  assiduous  Journalists ;  wliose  Decretals, 
written  not  on  parchment,  but  on  the  living  souls  of  men,  it 
ivere  an  inversion  of  the  laws  of  Nature  to  (/ijobey.  In  these 
times  of  ours,  all  Intellect  has  fused  itself  into  Literature : 
Literature,  Printed  Thought,  is  the  molten  sea  and  wonder- 
bearing  chaoe,  into  which  mind  after  mind  casts  forth  its 
opinion,  its  feeling,  to  be  molten  into  the  general  moss,  and 
to  work  there  ;  Interest  after  Interest  is  engulfed  in  it,  or  em- 
barked on  it :  higher,  higher  it  rises  round  all  the  Edifices  of 
Existence;  they  must  all  be  molten  into  it,  and  anew  bodied 
forth  from  it,  or  stand  unconaumed  among  its  fiery  surges. 
Woe  to  him  whose  Edifice  is  not  built  of  true  Asbest,  and  on 
the  everlasting  Rock;  but  on  the  false  sand,  and  of  the 
drift-wood  of  Accident,  and  the  paper  and  parchment  of 
antiquated  Habit !  For  the  pow^  or  powers,  exist  not  on 
our  Earth,  that  can  say  to  that  sea.  Roll  back,  or  bid  it« 
proud  waves  be  still. 

What  form  so  omnipotent  an  element  will  assume;  how 
long  it  will  welter  to  and  fro  as  a  wild  Democracy,  a  wild 
Aoarchj ;  what  Constitution  and  Organisation  it  will  fashion 
for  itself,  and  for  what  depends  on  it,  in  the  depths  of  Time, 
is  a  subject  for  prophetic  conjecture,  wherein  bri^test  hope 
is  not  unmingled  with  feariul  apprehension  and  awe  at  the 
boundless  unknown.  The  more  cheering  is  this  one  thing 
which  we  do  see  and  know  :  That  its  tendency  is  to  a  universal 
European  Commonweal ;  that  the  wisest  in  aU  nations  will 
communicate  and  cotiperate ;  whereby  Europe  will  again  have 
its  true  Sacred  College,  and  Council  of  Amphictyons ;  wars 
will  become  rarer,  less  inhuman,  and  in  the  course  c^  centuries 
such  delirious  ferocity  in  nations,  as  in  individuals  it  aJready 
is,  may  be  proscribed,  and  beccHue  obsolete  for  ever. 


i  himself    ^^H 
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[1832] 

Reader  !  thou  here  beholdest  the  Eidolon  of  Johann  Wolf- 
gang von  Goethe.  So  looks  and  lives,  now  in  his  eighty-thiixl 
year,  afar  in  the  bright  little  friendly  circle  of  Weimar,  ^  the 
clearest,  most  universal  man  of  his  time/  Strange  enough  is 
the  cunning  that  resides  in  the  ten  fingers,  especially  what 
they  bring  to  pass  by  pencil  and  pen !  Him  who  never  saw 
England,  England  now  sees :  from  Fraser^s  '  Gallery  ^  he  looks 
forth  here,  wondering,  doubtless,  how  he  came  into  such  a 
^  Lichtstrassey  lightstreet,^  or  galaxy ;  yet  with  kind  recog- 
nition of  all  neighbours,  even  as  the  moon  looks  kindly  on 
lesser  lights,  and,  were  they  but  fish-oil  cressets,  or  terrestrial 
Vauxhall  stars  (of  clipped  tin),  forbids  not  their  shining. — 
Nay,  the  very  soul  of  the  man  thou  canst  likewise  behold. 
Do  but  look  well  in  those  forty  volumes  of  *  musical  wisdom,^ 
whichj  under  the  title  of  GoeOies  Werhe^  Cotta  of  Tiibingen, 
or  Black  and  Young  of  Covent  Garden, — once  ofiSer  them  a 
trifle  of  drink-money, — ^will  cheerfully  hand  thee:  greater 
sight,  or  more  profitable,  thou  wilt  not  meet  with  in  this 
generation.  The  Gennan  language,  it  is  presumable,  thou 
knowest;  if  not,  shouldst  thou  undertake  the  study  thereof 
for  that  sole  end,  it  were  well  worth  thy  wUle« 

Croquis,  a  man  otherwise  of  rather  satirical  turn,  surprises 
us,  on  this  occasion,  with  a  fit  of  enthusiasm.  He  declares 
often,  that  here  is  the  finest  of  all  living  heads ;  speaks  much 

^  Frasbr's  Magazikb,  No.  26.— By  Stieler  of  Munich :  the  copy  in  Frasei^s 
Magatine  proved  m  total  feilnie  and  invohititary  caricature,— resembling,  as  was 
said  at  the  time,  a  wretched  old  dotheiman  carrying  behind  his  back  a  hat 
which  he  seemed  to  have  stolen. 
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of  blended  passion  and  repose ;  serone  depths  of  eyes ;  the 
broiv,  the  temples,  royally  arched,  a  very  palace  of  thought; 
— and  so  forth. 

The  Writer  of  these  Notices  is  not  without  decision  of 
character,  and  cau  believe  what  he  knows.  He  answers 
Brother  Croquis,  that  it  is  no  wonder  the  head  should  be 
royal  and  a  palace ;  for  a  most  royal  work  was  appointed  to 
be  done  therein.  Reader  !  within  that  head  the  whole  world 
lies  mirrored,  in  such  clear  ethereal  harmony  as  it  has  done 
in  none  since  Shakspeare  left  us :  even  this  rag-fair  of  a 
world,  wherein  thou  painfully  strugglest,  ond  (as  is  like) 
stumblest, — all  lies  transfigtired  here,  and  revealed  authenti- 
cally to  be  still  holy,  still  divine.  What  alchemy  was  that: 
to  find  a  mad  universe  full  of  scepticism,  discord,  desperation ; 
and  transmute  it  into  a  wise  universe  of  belief,  and  melody, 
and  reverence !  Was  not  there  an  opta  magnum,  if  one  ever 
was  P  This,  then,  is  he  who,  heroically  doing  and  «iduring, 
has  accomplished  it. 

In  this  distracted  Time  of  ours,  wherein  men  have  lost 
their  old  loadstars,  and  wandered  after  night-fires  and  foolish 
will-o^-wisps ;  and  all  things,  in  that  *  shaking  of  the  nations,' 
hare  been  tumbled  into  chaos,  the  high  made  low,  and  the 
low  high ;  and  ever  and  anon  some  duke  of  this,  and  king  of 
that,  is  gurgled  aloft,  to  float  there  for  moments ;  and  fancies 
himself  the  governor  and  bead-director  of  it  all,  and  ii  but 
the  topmost  froth-bell,  to  burst  agfun  and  mingle  with  the 
wild  fermenting  mass :  iu  this  so  despicable  Time,  we  say, 
there  were  nevertheless  (be  the  bounteous  Heavens  ever 
thanked  for  it !)  two  great  men  sent  among  us.  The  one,  in 
the  island  of  St.  Helena  now  sleeps  '  dark  and  tone,  amid  the 
Ocean's  everlasting  lullaby ' ;  the  other  still  rejoices  in  the 
blessed  sunlight,  on  the  banks  of  the  lime. 

Great  was  the  part  allotted  each,  great  the  talent  ^ven 
him  for  the  same ;  yet,  mark  the  contrast !  Bonaparte  walked 
through  the  war-convulsed  world  like  an  all-devouring  earth- 
quake, heaving,  thundering,  hurling  kingdom  over  kingdom ; 
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Croethe  was  as  the  mild-shining,  inaudible  Light,  which,  not- 
withstanding, can  again  make  that  Chaos  into  a  Creation. 
Thus  too,  we  see  Napoleon,  with  his  Austerlitzes,  Waterloos 
and  Borodinos,  is  quite  gone ;  all  departed,  sunk  to  silence 
like  a  tavern-brawl.  While  this  other ! — he  still  shines  with 
his  direct  radiance ;  his  inspired  words  are  to  abide  in  living 
hearts,  as  the  life  and  inspiration  of  thinkers,  bom  and  still 
unborn.  Some  fifty  years  hence,  his  thinking  will  be  found 
translated,  and  ground  down,  even  to  the  capacity  of  the 
diurnal  press ;  acts  of  parliament  will  be  passed  in  virtue  of 
him : — this  man,  if  we  will  consider  of  it,  is  appointed  to  be 
ruler  of  the  world. 

Reader !  to  thee  thyself,  even  now,  he  has  one  counsel  to 
^ve,  the  secret  of  his  whole  poetic  alchemy:  Gedenks  zu 
LEBEV.  Yes,  *  think  of  living  M  Thy  life,  wert  thou  the 
*  pitifiilest  of  all  the  sons  of  earth,^  is  no  idle  dream,  but  a 
solemn  reality.  It  is  thy  own ;  it  is  all  thou  hast  to  front 
eternity  with.     Work,  then,  even  as  he  has  done,  and  does, 

-^LlKE  A  OTAB,  UNHASTINO,  TR  UNRESTING.'—^  vdUoS. 


DEATH    OF    GOETHE* 

[1832) 
In  the  Obituary  of  these  days  stands  one  article  of  quite 
peculiar  import ;  the  time,  the  place  and  particulars  of  which 
will  have  to  be  often  repeated  and  re-writteii,  and  continue 
in  remembrance  many  centuries :  this  namely,  that  Johaim 
Wolfgang  von  Goethe  died  at  Weimar,  on  the  22d  March 
183S.  It  was  about  eleven  in  the  morning;  'he  expired,' 
says  the  record,  *  without  any  apparent  suffering,  ha^ng,  a 
few  minutes  previously,  called  for  paper  for  the  purpose  of 
writing,  and  expressed  his  delight  at  the  arrival  of  spring/ 
A  beautiful  death ;  like  that  of  a  soldier  found  £utl:^  at 
his  post,  and  in  the  oold  hand  his  arms  still  grasped  !  He 
Poet's  last  words  are  a  greeting  of  the  new-awakened  Earth ; 
his  last  movement  is  to  work  at  his  appointed  task.  Beauti- 
ful ;  what  we  might  call  a  Classic  sacred-death ;  if  it  were 
not  rather  an  Elijah-translation, — in  a  chariot,  not  of  fire 
and  terror,  but  of  hope  and  soft  vernal  sunbeams !  It  was 
at  Frankfort-on-Mayn,  on  the  28th  of  August  1749,  that  this 
man  entered  the  world :  and  now,  gently  welcoming  the 
birthday  of  his  eighty-second  spring,  he  closes  his  eyes,  and 
takes  farewell. 

So,  then,  our  Greatest  has  departed.  That  melody  of  life, 
with  its  cunning  tones,  which  took  captive  ear  and  heart,  has 
gone  silent ;  the  heavenly  force  that  dwelt  here  victorious 
over  so  much,  is  here  no  longer;  thus  far,  not  farther,  by 
speech  and  by  act,  shall  the  wise  man  utter  himself  forth. 
The  End !  What  solemn  meaning  lies  in  that  sound,  as  it 
peals  mournfully  through  the  soul,  when  a  living  iriend  has 
'  Nbw  Monthly  Macazink,  No.  138, 


DEATH   OF   GOETHE  876 

passed  away  I  All  now  is  closed,  irrevocable ;  the  changeful 
life-picture,  growing  daily  into  new  oc^erence,  under  new 
touches  and  hues,  has  suddenly  become  completed  and  un- 
changeable ;  there  as  it  lay,  it  is  dipped,  from  this  moment, 
in  the  sether  of  the  heavens,  and  shines  transfigured,  to  endure 
even  so — forever.  Time  and  Timers  Empire;  stem,  wide- 
devouring,  yet  not  without  their  grandeur!  The  week-day 
man,  who  was  one  of  us,  has  put  on  the  garment  of  Eternity, 
and  become  radiant  and  triumphant;  the  Present  is  all  at 
once  the  Past;  Hope  is  suddenly  cut  away,  and  only  the 
backward  vistas  of  Memory  remain,  shone  on  by  a  light  that 
proceeds  not  fix>m  this  earthly  sun. 

The  death  of  Groethe,  even  for  the  many  hearts  that  per- 
sonally loved  him,  is  not  a  thing  to  be  lamented  over ;  is  to 
be  viewed,  in  his  own  spirit,  as  a  thing  full  (^  greatness  and 
sacredness.  For  all  men  it  is  appointed  once  to  die.  To 
this  man  the  full  measure  of  a  man^s  life  had  been  granted, 
and  A  course  and  task  sudi  as  to  only  a  few  in  the  whole 
generations  of  the  world :  what  else  could  we  hope  or  require 
but  that  now  he  should  be  called  hence,  and  have  leave  to 
depart,  having  finished  the  work  that  was  given  him  to  do  P 
If  his  course,  as  we  may  say  of  him  more  justly  than  of  any 
other,  was  like  the  Sun^s,  so  also  was  his  going  down.  For 
indeed,  as  the  material  Sun  is  the  eye  and  revealer  of  all 
things,  so  is  Poetry,  so  is  the  World-Poet  in  a  spiritual  sense. 
Goethe'^s  life  too,  if  we  examine  it,  is  well  represented  in  that 
emblem  of  a  solar  Day.  Beautifully  rose  our  summer  sun, 
gorgeous  in  the  red  fervid  east,  scattering  the  spectres  and 
sickly  damps  (of  both  of  which  there  were  enough  to  scatter) ; 
strong,  benignant  in  his  noonday  clearness,  walking  trium< 
phant  through  the  upper  realms;  and  now,  mark  also  how 
he  sets  !  ^  So  itirbt  ein  Held ;  anbetungwotty  So  dies  a  hero ; 
sight  to  be  worshipped  !  ^ 

And  yet,  when  the  inanimate  material  sun  has  sunk  and 
disappeared,  it  will  happen  that  we  stand  to  gaze  into  the 
•titl-gtowing  west ;  and  there  rise  great  pale  motionless  clouds. 
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like  coulisses  or  curtains,  to  close  the  finine-theatre  within ; 
and  then,  in  that  death-pause  of  the  Day,  an  unspeakable 
feeling  will  come  over  us ;  it  is  as  if  the  poor  sounds  of  Time, 
those  hammerings  of  tired  Labour  on  his  anvils,  those  voices 
of  simple  men,  had  become  awful  and  supernatural;  as  if  in 
listening,  we  could  hear  them  'mingle  with  the  everpealing 
tone  of  old  Eternity,"  In  such  moments  the  secrets  of  Life 
lie  opener  to  ua;  mysterious  things  flit  over  the  soul  ;  Life 
itself  seems  holier,  wonderful  and  fearful.  How  much  more 
when  our  sunset  was  of  a  living  sun ;  and  tU  bright  counte- 
nance and  shining  return  to  us,  not  on  the  morrow,  but  '  no 
more  again,  at  all,  forever '1  In  such  a  scene,  silence,  as 
over  the  mysterious  great,  is  for  him  that  has  some  feeling 
thereof  the  fittest  mood.  Nevertheless  by  silence  the  distant 
is  not  brought  into  communion  ;  the  feeling  of  each  is  without 
naponsB  &om  tite  bosom  of  his  brother.  Tltere  are  now, 
what  some  yean  ago  there  were  not,  English  hearts  that 
know  something  of  what  those  three  words,  <  Death  of  Coethe,' 
mean ;  to  such  men,  tmong  their  many  thoughts  on  the  evoit, 
i^ch  are  not  to  be  translated  into  speech,  may  these  few, 
throu^  that  imperfect  medium,  prove  acceptable. 

*  Death,*  says  the  Philosopher,  *  is  a  commingling  of  Eter- 
nity with  Time ;  in  the  death  of  a  good  man,  Eternity  is 
seen  looking  through  Time.'  With  such  a  sublimity  here 
offered  to  eye  and  heart,  it  is  not  unnatural  to  look  with  new 
earnestness  b^ore  and  behind,  and  ask.  What  space  in  those 
years  and  seons  of  computed  Time,  this  man  witii  his  activity 
may  influence ;  what  relation  to  the  world  of  change  and 
mortality,  whidi  the  earthly  name  Life,  he  who  if  even  now 
called  to  the  Immortals  has  borne  and  may  bear. 

Goethe,  it  u  commonly  said,  made  a  New  Era  in  Litera- 
ture; a  Poetic  Era  began  with  him,  the  end  or  ulterior 
tendencies  of  whidi  are  yet  nowise  generally  visible.  This 
common  saying  is  a  true  one;  and  true  with  a  &r  deeper 
meaning  than,  to  the  most,  it  conveys.  Were  the  Poet  but 
a  sweet  sound  and  singer,  solacing  the  ear  of  the  idle  with 
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pleasant  songs ;  and  the  new  Poet  one  who  could  sing  his 
idle  pleasant  song  to  a  new  air, — we  should  account  him  a 
small  matter,  and  his  performance  small.  But  this  man,  it 
is  not  unknown  to  many,  was  a  Poet  in  such  a  sense  as  the 
late  generations  have  witnessed  no  other;  as  it  is,  in  this 
generation,  a  kind  of  distinction  to  believe  in  the  existence 
of,  in  the  possibility  of.  The  true  Poet  is  ever,  as  of  old, 
the  Seer ;  whose  eye  has  been  gifted  to  discern  the  godlike 
Mystery  of  Grod^s  Universe,  and  decipher  some  new  lines  of 
its  cel^ial  writing ;  we  can  still  call  him  a  Vaies  and  Seer ; 
for  he  gees  into  this  greatest  of  secrets,  <  the  open  secret  * ; 
hidden  things  become  clear ;  how  the  Future  (both  resting 
on  Eternity)  is  but  another  phasis  of  the  Present :  thereby 
are  his  words  in  very  truth  prophetic ;  what  he  has  spoken 
shall  be  done. 

It  b^ns  now  to  be  everywhere  surmised  that  the  real 
Force,  which  in  this  world  all  things  must  obey,  is  Insight, 
Spiritual  Vision  and  Determination.  Tlie  Thought  is  parent 
of  the  Deed,  nay,  is  living  soul  of  it,  and  last  and  continual, 
as  well  as  first  mover  of  it ;  is  the  foundation  and  banning 
and  essence,  therefore,  of  man^s  whole  existence  here  below. 
In  this  sense,  it  has  been  said,  the  Word  of  man  (the  uttered 
Thought  of  man)  is  still  a  magic  formula,  whereby  he  rules 
the  world.  Do  not  the  winds  and  waters,  and  all  tumultuous 
powers,  inanimate  and  animate,  obey  him  ?  A  poor,  quite 
mechanical  Magician  speaks ;  and  fire- winged  ^ips  cross  the 
Ocean  at  his  bidding.  Or  mark,  above  all,  that  *  raging 
of  the  nations,"  wholly  in  contention,  desperation  and  dark 
chaotic  fury ;  how  the  meek  voice  of  a  Hebrew  Martyr  and 
Redeemer  stills  it  into  order,  and  a  savage  Earth  becomes 
kind  and  beautifiil,  and  the  habitation  of  horrid  cruelty  a 
temple  of  peace.  The  true  Sovereign  of  the  world,  who 
moulds  the  world  like  soft  wax,  according  to  his  pleasure,  is 
he  who  lovingly  gees  into  the  world ;  the  <  inspired  Thinker,* 
whom  in  these  days  we  name  Poet.  Hie  true  Sovereign  is 
the  Wise  Man. 
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However,  as  the  Moon,  which  cau  heave-up  the  Atlantic, 
sends  not  in  her  obedient  billows  at  once,  but  gradually ; 
and  the  Tide,  which  swells  today  on  our  shores,  and  washes 
every  ereck,  rose  in  the  bosom  of  the  great  Ouetui  (nsti'onoiiten 
assure  us)  eight- nnd- forty  hours  ago ;  and  indeed,  all  world- 
movements,  by  nature  deep,  are  by  nature  calm,  and  flow  and 
swell  onwards  with  a  certain  majestic  slowness :  so  too  with 
the  Impulse  of  a  Great  Man,  and  the  eflect  he  has  to  mani- 
fest on  other  men.  To  such  a  one  we  may  grant  some 
generation  or  two,  before  the  celestial  Impulse  he  impressed 
OD  the  world  will  universally  proclaim  itself,  and  become  (like 
the  working  of  the  Moon)  if  still  not  intelligible,  yet  palpable, 
to  all  men;  some  generation  or  two  more,  wherein  it  has  to 
grow,  and  expand,  and  envelop  all  things,  before  it  can  reach 
its  acme ;  and  thereafter  mingling  with  other  movements  and 
new  impulses,  at  length  cease  to  require  a  specific  observa- 
tion or  designation.  Longer  or  shorter  such  period  may  b^ 
according  to  the  nature  of  the  Impulfia  itself^  and  oi  the 
elements  it  works  in;  adcording,  above  all,  as  the  Impulse 
waa  intrinsically  great  and  deep-reaching,  or  only  wide-spread, 
superficial  and  transient.  Thus,  if  David  Hume  is  at  this 
hour  pontiff  of  the  world,  and  rules  most  hearts,  and  guides 
most  tongues  (the  hearts  and  tongues  even  of  those  that  in 
vain  rebel  against  him),  there  are  nevertheless  symphMns  that 
hia  task  draws  towards  completion ;  and  now  in  the  distance 
his  successor  becomes  visible.  On  the  other  hand,  we  have 
seen  a  Napoleon,  like  some  gunpowder  foroe  (with  which  sort, 
indeed,  he  chiefly  worlcedX  explode  his  whole  virtue  suddenly, 
and  thunder  himself  out  and  silent,  in  a  space  of  five-and< 
twenty  years.  AVhile  again,  for  a  man  (^  true  greatness, 
working  with  spiritual  implements,  two  centuries  is  no  un- 
Gommoo  period ;  nay,  on  this  Earth  of  ours,  there  have  been 
men  whose  Impulse  had  not  completed  its  development  till 
after  fifteen  hundred  years,  and  might  pedu^K  be  sem  still 
individually  subsiatent  after  two  thousand. 

But,  as  was  once  written,  *  though  our  clock  strikes  wbea 
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there  is  a  change  from  hour  to  hour,  no  hammer  in  the 
Horologe  of  Time  peals  through  the  Universe  to  proclaim 
that  there  is  a  change  from  era  to  era."  The  true  Beginning 
is  oftenest  unnoticed  and  unnoticeable.  Thus  do  men  go 
wrong  in  their  reckoning ;  and  grope  hither  and  thither,  not 
knowing  where  they  are,  in  what  course  their  history  runs. 
Within  this  last  century,  for  instance,  with  its  wild  doings 
and  destroyings,  what  hope,  grounded  on  miscalculation, 
ending  in  disappointment !  How  many  world-famous  vic- 
tories were  gained  and  lost,  dynasties  founded  and  subverted, 
revolutions  accomplished,  constitutions  sworn  to ;  and  ever 
the  ^  new  era  '*  was  come,  was  coming,  yet  still  it  came  not, 
but  the  time  continued  sick  !  Alas,  all  these  were  but  spas- 
modic convulsions  of  the  death-sick  time :  the  crisis  of  cure 
and  regeneration  to  the  time  was  not  there  indicated.  The 
real  new  era  was  when  a  Wise  [Man  came  into  the  world, 
with  clearness  of  vision  and  greatness  of  soul  to  accomplish 
this  old  high  enterprise,  amid  these  new  difficulties,  yet  again  : 
A  Life  of  WisdouL  Such  a  man  became,  by  Heaven^s  pre- 
appointment,  in  very  deed  the  Redeemer  of  the  time.  Did 
he  not  bear  the  curse  of  the  time  ?  He  was  filled  full  with 
its  scepticism,  bitterness,  hoUowness  and  thousandfold  con- 
tradictions, till  his  heart  was  like  to  break ;  but  he  subdued 
ail  this,  rose  victorious  over  this,  and  manifoldly  by  word  and 
act  showed  others  that  come  after,  how  to  do  the  lika 
Honour  to  him  who  first  <  through  the  impassable  paves  a 
road  '*  I  Such,  indeed,  is  the  task  of  every  great  mm ;  nay^ 
of  every  good  man  in  one  or  the  other  sphere,  since  goodness 
is  greatness,  and  the  good  man,  high  or  humble,  is  ever  a 
martyr  and  <  spiritual  hero  that  ventures  forward  into  the 
gulf  for  our  deliverance.^  The  gulf  into  which  this  man 
ventured,  which  he  tamed  and  rendered  habitable,  was  thQ 
greatest  and  most  perilous  of  all,  wherein  truly  all  others  lie 
included  :  Tlie  whole  distracted  Existence  of  man  is  an  age  qf 
Uvhelirf.  Whoso  lives,  whoso  with  earnest  mind  studies  ta 
live  wisely  in  that  mad  element,  may  yet  know,  perhaps  too 
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well,  what  an  enterprise  was  here ;  and  for  the  Chosen  Man 
of  our  time  who  could  prevail  in  it,  have  the  higher  reverencej 
and  a  gratitude  such  as  belongs  to  no  other. 

How  far  he  prevailed  in  it,  and  by  what  means,  with  what 
endurances  and  achievements,  will  in  due  season  be  estimated. 
Those  volumes  called  Goethe'a  Works  will  now  receive  no 
farther  addition  or  alteration ;  and  the  rerord  of  his  whole 
spiritual  Endeavour  lies  written  there, — were  the  man  or  men 
but  ready  that  could  read  it  rightly !  A  glorious  record ; 
wherein  he  who  would  understand  himself  and  his  environ- 
ment, who  struggles  for  escape  out  of  darkness  into  light  aa 
for  the  one  thing  needful,  will  long  thankfully  study.  Fop 
the  whole  chaotic  Time,  what  it  has  suffered,  attained  and 
striven  after,  stands  imaged  there ;  interpreted,  ennobled  into 
poetic  clearness.  From  the  passionate  longings  and  wailings 
of  Werter,  spoken  aa  ftvm  the  heart  of  ail  Europe ;  onwards 
throngh  the  wild  unearthly  melody  of  FauHt  like  the  spirit- 
song  of  falling  worlds;  to  that  serenely  smiling  wisdom  c^ 
Meisltn  Lekrjahre,  and  the  German  Hafix, — what  an  interval ; 
and  all  enfolded  in  an  ethereal  music,  aa  from  unknown 
spheres,  harmoniously  uniting  all !  A  long  interval ;  and 
wide  as  well  as  long ;  for  this  was  a  universal  man.  History, 
Science,  Art,  human  Activity  under  every  aspect ;  the  laws  of 
Ught  in  his  Farbenkhre ;  the  laws  of  wild  Italian  Life  in  his 
Benoenuto  Cellini ;— nothing  escaped  him  ;  nothing  that  be 
did  not  look  into,  that  be  did  not  see  into.  Consider,  to<^ 
the  genuineness  of  whatsoever  he  did ;  his  hearty,  idiomatic 
way;  simplicity  with  loftiness,  and  nobleness,  and  aerial 
grace !  Pure  works  of  Art,  completed  with  on  antique 
Grecian  polish,  as  Torqaaio  Tasso,  as  Iphigenie ;  Proverbs ; 
JCmien ;  Patriarchal  Sayings,  which,  since  the  Hebrew  Scnp- 
toiea  were  closed,  we  know  not  where  to  match ;  in  whose 
homely  depths  lie  <^ten  the  mataials  for  volumes. 

To  measure  and  estimate  all  this,  as  we  said,  the  time  is 
not  come ;  a  centuiy  hence  will  be  the  fitter  time.  He  who 
investigates  it  best  will  find  its  meaning  greatest,  and  be  the 
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readiest  to  acknowledge  that  it  transcends  him.  Let  the 
reader  have  seeuy  before  he  attempts  to  oversee.  A  poor 
reader,  in  the  mean  while,  were  he  who  discerned  not  here 
the  authentic  rudiments  of  that  same  New  Era,  whereof  we 
have  so  often  had  false  warning.  WolidroHsIy,  the  wrecks 
and  pulverised  rubbish  of  ancient  things,  institutions,  re- 
ligions, forgotten  noblenesses,  made  alive  again  by  the  breath 
of  Genius,  lie  here  in  new  coherence  and  incipient  union,  the 
spirit  of  Art  working  creative  through  the  mass ;  that  chaoSf 
into  which  the  eighteenth  century  with  its  wild  war  of  hypo« 
crites  and  sceptics  had  reduced  the  Past,  begihs  here  to  be 
once  more  a  world. — This,  the  highest  that  can  be  said  of 
written  Books,  is  to  be  said  of  these :  there  is  in  them  a  New 
Time,  the  prophecy  and  beginning  of  a  New  Time.  The 
comer-stone  of  a  new  social  edifice  for  mankind  is  laid  there ; 
firmly,  as  before,  on  the  natural  rock  :  far-extaiding  traces  of 
a  ground-plan  we  can  also  see ;  which  future  centuries  may  go 
on  to  enlarge,  to  amend  and  work  into  reality.  These  sayings 
seem  strange  to  some ;  nevertheless  they  are  not  empty  exag- 
gerations, but  expressions,  in  their  way,  of  a  belief,  which  is 
not  now  of  yesterday;  perhaps  when  Goethe  has  been  read 
and  meditated  for  another  generation,  they  will  not  seem 
so  strange. 

Precious  is  the  new  light  of  Knowledge  which  our  Teacher 
conquers  for  us ;  yet  small  to  the  new  light  of  Love  whidi  also 
we  derive  from  him :  the  most  important  element  of  any 
man^s  performance  is  the  Life  he  has  accomplished.  Under 
the  intellectual  union  of  man  and  man,  which  works  by  pre- 
cept, lies  a  holier  union  of  afiection,  working  by  example ;  the 
influences  of  which  latter,  mystic,  deep-reaching,  all-embracing, 
can  still  less  be  computed.  For  Love  is  evcir  the  beginning 
of  Knowledge,  as  fire  is  of  light ;  and  works  also  more  in  the 
manner  ^  fire^  That  Goethe  was  a  great  Teacher  of  men 
means  already  that  he  was  a  good  man ;  that  he  had  himself 
learned;  in  the  school  of  experience  had  striven  and  proved 
victorious.     To  how  many  hearers,  languishing,  nigh  dead,  in 
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bat  ffanaam,  wortl^ ;  aad  hk  ipint  nt  Ina  in  □>  vitb  an 
anUkmtic  life.  CooU  ckji  hoe  «a^  to  do  Ui  little  tnk, 
erena*  the  Drputcd  dBd  hw  gmt  one;  m  the  nsiiKT  (rf^  a 
tnie  Dwo,  not  far  ■  Dft^  hat  far  Etoutj !  To  Krc,  a*  he 
Eoaiu^«d  and  eoaaaaded,  avt  eniiBMlioaily  in  the  Repot- 
mbk,  the  PlrattUe,  tbe  BtX,  bok  naktdT  in  the  WboK 
tbe  Good,  tlie  Tme : 
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[1832] 

It  is  now  four  years  since  we  specially  invited  attention  to 
this  Book;  first  in  an  essay  on  the  graceful  little  fantasy- 
piece  of  Helena^  then  in  a  more  general  one  on  the  merits  and 
workings  of  Goethe  himself :  since  which  time  two  important 
things  have  happened  in  reference  to  it ;  for  the  publication, 
advancing  with  successful  regularity,  reached  its  fortieth  and 
last  volume  in  18S0;  and  now,  still  more  emphatically  to 
conclude  both  this  <  completed,  final  edition,^  and  all  other 
editions,  endeavours  and  attainments  of  one  in  whose  hands 
lay  so  much,  come  tidings  that  the  venerable  man  ha^  been 
recalled  from  our  earth,  and  of  his  long  labours  and  high 
faithful  stewardship  we  have  had  what  was  appointed  us. 

The  greatest  epoch  in  a  mane's  life  is  not  always  his  death ; 
yet  for  bystanders,  such  as  contemporaries,  it  is  always  the 
most  noticeable.  All  other  epochs  are  transition-points  from 
one  visible  condition  to  another  visible;  the  days  of  their 
occurrence  are  like  any  other  days,  from  which  only  the  dearer- 
sighted  will  distinguish  them ;  bridges  they  are,  over  which 
the  smooth  highway  runs  continuous,  as  if  no  Rubicon  were 
there.  But  the  day  in  a  mortal^s  destinies  which  is  like  no 
other  is  his  death-day :  here,  too,  is  a  transition,  what  we 
may  call  a  bridge,  as  at  other  epochs;  but  now  from  the 
keystone  onwards  half  the  arch  rests  on  invisibility ;  this  is 
a  transition  out  of  visible  Time  into  invisible  Eternity. 

*  Foreign  Quaktb&ly  Rsvixw,  No.  i^^CoHkis  IVirig.  VolhUmdig^ 
Ausgabe  Utnttr  Hand  (GkMthe's  Works.  Completed,  final  Edition),  40  toIL 
Stuttgard  and  Tubingen,  l827-3a 

VOL.  II.  2  B 


MISCELLANIES 


Since  Death,  as  the  palpable  revelation  (not  to  be 
looked  by  the  dullest)  of  the  mystery  of  wonder  and  depth 
and  fear,  which  everywhere  from  beginning  to  ending  through 
its  whole  course  and  movement  lies  under  Life,  is  in  any  case 
so  great, — we  find  it  not  unnatural  that  hereby  a  new  look  of 
greatness,  a  new  interest  should  be  impressed  on  whatsoever 
has  preceded  it  and  led  to  it ;  that  even  towards  some  man, 
whose  history  did  not  then  first  become  significant,  the  world 
should  turn,  at  hts  departure,  with  a  quite  peculiar  earnest- 
ness, and  now  seriously  ask  itself  a  question,  perhaps  never 
seriously  asked  before,  ^Vhat  the  purport  and  character  of  his 
presence  here  was ;  now  when  be  has  gone  hence,  and  is  not 
present  here,  and  will  remain  absent  forevermore.  It  is  the 
conclusion  that  crowns  the  work ;  much  more  the  irreversible 
conclusion  wherein  all  is  concluded  :  thus  is  there  no  life  so 
mean  but  a  death  will  make  it  memorable. 

At  all  lykewakes,  accordingly,  the  doings  and  enduranceB 
of  the  Departed  axe  the  theme :  rude  souls,  rude  tongues  grow 
eloquently  busy  with  him ;  a  whole  septuagint  of  beldames 
are  striving  to  render,  in  such  dialect  as  they  have,  the  small 
bible,  or  apocrypha,  of  his  existence,  for  the  general  perusal. 
The  least  famous  of  mankind  will  for  once  become  public,  and 
have  his  name  printed,  and  read  not  without  interest :  in  the 
Newspaper  Obituaries ;  on  some  frail  memorial,  under  which 
he  has  crept  to  sleep.  Foolish  love-sick  girls  know  that  there 
is  one  method  to  impress  the  obdurate  taiae  Lovelace,  and  wring 
his  bosom ;  the  method  of  drowning :  foolish  ruined  dandies, 
whom  the  tailor  will  no  longer  trust,  and  the  world  turning 
on  its  beet  is  about  forgetting,  can  recall  it  to  attention  by 
report  of  pistol ;  and  so,  in  a  worthless  death,  if  in  a  worthless 
life  no  more,  reattain  the  topgallant  of  renown, — for  oae  day. 
Death  is  ever  a  sublimity  and  supernatural  wonder,  were  there 
DO  other  left :  the  last  act  of  a  most  strange  drama,  whidi  is 
not  dramatic,  but  has  now  become  real ;  wherein,  miraculously, 
Furies,  god-missioned,  have  in  actual  person  risen  from  the 
abyss,  and  do  verily  dance  there  in  that  terror  of  alt  terrors. 
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and  wave  their  dusky^gburing  toidies,  and  shake  their  sarpent- 
hair !  Out  of  which  heart-thrilling,  so  authentically  tragic 
fifth-act  there  goes,  as  we  said,  a  new  meaning  over  all  the 
other  four ;  making  them  likewise  tragic  and  authentic,  and 
memorable  in  some  measure,  were  they  formerly  the  sorriest 
pickle-herring  farce. 

But  above  all,  when  a  Great  Man  dies,  then  has  the  time 
come  for  putting  us  in  mind  that  he  was  alive ;  biographies 
and  biographic  sketches,  criticisms,  characters,  anecdotes, 
reminiscences,  issue  forth  as  from  opened  springing  fountains ; 
the  world,  with  a  passion  whetted  by  impossibility,  will  yet 
a  while  retain,  yet  a  while  speak  with,  though  only  to  the 
unanswering  echoes,  what  it  has  lost  without  remedy ;  thus 
is  the  last  event  of  life  often  the  loudest ;  and  real  spiritual 
JppariHons  (who  have  been  named  Men),  as  false  imaginary 
ones  are  fabled  to  do,  vanish  in  thunder. 

For  ourselves,  as  r^ards  the  great  Goethe,  if  not  seeking 
to  be  foremost  in  this  natural  movement,  neither  do  we  shun 
to  mingle  in  it.  The  life  and  ways  of  such  men  as  he,  are, 
in  all  seasons,  a  matter  profitable  to  contemplate,  to  speak 
of :  if  in  this  death-season,  long  with  a  sad  reverence  looked 
forward  to,  there  has  little  increase  of  light,  little  change  of 
feeling  arisen  for  the  writer,  a  readier  attention,  nay,  a  certain 
expectancy,  from  some  readers  is  call  sufficient.  Innumerable 
meditations  and  disquisitions  on  this  subject  must  yet  pass 
through  the  minds  of  men ;  on  all  sides  must  it  be  taken 
up,  by  various  observers,  by  successive  generations,  and  ever  a 
new  light  may  evolve  itself :  why  should  not  this  observer,  on 
this  side,  set  down  what  he  partially  has  seen  into ;  and  the 
necessary  process  thereby  be  forwarded,  at  any  rate  continued  ? 

A  continental  Humorist,  of  deep-piercing,  resolute  though 
strangely  perverse  faculty,  whose  works  are  as  yet  but  sparingly 
if  at  all  cited  in  English  literature,  has  written  a  chapter, 
somewhat  in  the  nondescript  manner  of  metaphysico-rhetorical, 
homiletic-exegetic  riiapsody,  on  the  Greainess  of  Great  Men ; 
which  topic  we  agree  idth  him  in  reckoning  one  of  the  most 
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pregnant.  The  time,  indeed,  is  come  when  much  that  was 
once  found  visibly  subsistent  Without  must  anew  be  sought 
for  Within ;  many  a  human  feeling,  indestructible  and  to 
man's  well-being  indispensable,  which  once  manifested  itself 
in  expressive  forms  to  the  Sense,  now  lies  hidden  in  the^^jrm- 
lats  depths  of  the  Spirit,  or  at  best  struggles  out  obscurely  in 
forms  become  superannuated,  altogether  inexpressive  and  un- 
recognisable ;  from  which  paralysed  imprisoned  state,  often 
the  best  effort  of  the  thinker  is  required,  and  moreover  were 
well  applied,  to  deliver  it.  For  if  the  Present  is  to  be  the 
'living  sum-total  of  the  whole  Past,'  nothing  that  ever  lived 
in  the  Past  must  be  let  wholly  die;  whatsoever  was  done, 
whatsoever  was  said  or  written  aforetime  was  done  and  written 
for  our  edification.  In  such  state  of  imprisonment,  paralysis 
and  unrecognisable  defacement,  as  compared  with  it»  condi- 
tion in  the  old  ages,  lies  this  our  feeling  towards  great  men ; 
idierein,  and  in  the  much  else  that  belongB  to  it,  some  of  the 
deepest  human  interests  will  be  found  involved.  A  few  words 
from  Herr  Professor  TeufelsdnJckh,  if  they  help  to  set  this 
preliminary  matter  in  a  clearer  light,  may  be  worth  translating 
here.  Let  us  first  remark  with  him,  however,  *  how  wonder- 
ful in  all  cases,  great  or  little,  is  the  importance  of  man  to 
man :' 

'  Deny  it  as  he  will,'  says  T^ifelsdrdckh,  '  man  reverentlj 
loves  man,  and  doily  by  action  evidences  his  belief  in  the 
divineness  of  man.  What  a  more  than  regal  mystery  en- 
circles the  poorest  of  living  souls  tor  us !  The  highest  is  not 
independent  of  him ;  his  suffrage  has  value :  could  the  highest 
monarch  convince  himself  that  the  humbteat  b^gar  with 
sincere  mind  despised  him,  no  serried  tanks  of  halberdiers 
and  bodyguards  could  shut  out  some  little  twinge  of  pain ; 
some  emanation  from  the  low  had  pierced  into  the  bosom  of 
the  high.  Of  a  truth,  men  are  mystically  united ;  a  mystic 
bond  of  brotherhood  makes  all  men  one. 

*  Thus  too  has  that  fierce  false  hunting  after  Popnlarity, 
which  you  oftflo  wonder  at,  and  lang^  at,  a  basis  on  some- 
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thing  true :  nay,  under  the  other  aspect,  what  is  that  won- 
derful spirit  of  Interference,  were  it  but  manifested  as  the 
paltriest  scandal  and  tea-table  backbiting,  other  than  inversely 
or  directly,  a  heartfelt  indestructible  sympathy  of  man  with 
man  ?  Hatred  itself  is  but  an  inverse  love.  The  philosopher's 
wife  complained  to  the  philosopher  that  certain  two-legged 
animals  without  feathers  spake  evil  of  him,  spitefully  criticised 
his  goings  out  and  comings  in ;  wherein  she  too  failed  not  of 
her  share  :  *^  Light  of  my  life,''  answered  the  philosopher,  ^^  it 
is  their  love  of  us,  imknown  to  themselves,  and  taking  a 
foolish  shape;  thank  them  for  it,  and  do  thoii  love  them 
more  wisely.  Were  we  mere  steam-engines  working  here  under 
this  rooftree,  they  would  scorn  to  speak  of  us  once  in  a  twelve- 
month." The  last  stage  of  human  perversion,  it  has  been 
said,  is  when  sympathy  corrupts  itself  into  envy;  and  the 
indestructible  interest  we  take  in  men's  doings  has  become  a 
joy  over  their  faults  and  misfortunes:  this  is  the  last  and 
lowest  stage;  lower  than  this  we  cannot  go:  the  absolute 
petrifaction  of  indifference  is  not  attainable  on  this  side 
total  death. 

*  And  now,'  continues  the  Professor,  ^rising  from  these  lowest 
tea-table  regions  of  human  communion  into  the  higher  and 
highest,  is  there  not  still  in  the  world's  demeanour  towards 
Great  Men,  enough  to  make  the  old  practice  of  Hero-worship 
intelligible,  nay,  significant  ?  Simpleton !  I  tell  thee  Hero- 
worship  still  continues ;  it  is  the  only  creed  which  never  and 
nowhere  grows  or  can  grow  obsolete.  For  always  and  every- 
where this  remains  a  true  saying  illya  dans  le  ccmr  humain 
unjihre  religuux.  Man  always  worships  something;  always 
he  sees  the  Infinite  shadowed  forth  in  something  finite ;  and 
indeed  can  and  mtist  so  see  it  in  a/ny  finite  thing,  once  tempt 
him  well  to  fix  his  eyes  thereon.  Yes,  in  practice,  be  it  in 
theory  or  not,  we  are  all  Supematuralists;  and  have  an  infinite 
happiness  or  an  infinite  woe  not  only  waiting  us  hereafter, 
but  looking  out  on  us  through  any  pitifiilest  present  good  or 
evil ; — as,  for  example,  on  a  high  poetic  Byron  through  hia 
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lameness;  as  on  all  young  soula  through  their  first  lovesait; 
as  on  older  souis,  still  more  foolitilily,  through  many  a  lawsuit, 
paper-battle,  political  horae-race  or  ass-race.  Atiieisin,  it  has 
been  said,  is  impossible ;  and  truly,  if  we  will  consider  it,  no 
Atheist  denies  a  Divinity,  but  only  some  Namb  (Nomen, 
Numen)  of  a  Divinity :  the  God  is  still  present  there,  working 
in  that  benighted  heart,  were  it  only  as  a  god  of  darkness. 
Thousands  of  stern  Sansculottes,  to  seek  no  other  instance, 
go  chanting  martyr-hymns  to  their  guillotine :  these  spurn  nt 
the  name  of  a  God ;  yet  worship  one  (as  hapless  "  Proselytes 
without  the  Gate ")  under  the  new  peudonym  of  Freedom. 
What  indeed  is  all  this  that  is  called  political  fanaticism, 
revolutionary  madness,  force  of  hatred,  force  of  love  and  so 
forth,  but  merely,  under  new  designations,  that  same  wondrous, 
wonder-working  reflex  from  the  Infinite,  which  in  all  times  has 
given  the  Finite  its  empyrean  or  tartarean  hue,  thereby  iU 
blessedness  or  cursedness,  its  marketable  worth  or  nnwortii  ? 

'Remaric,  however,  as  illustrative  of  several  tiiiitgs,  and 
more  to  the  purpose  here,  that  maa  does  in  strict  speedi 
always  remain  the  clearest  symbol  of  the  Divinity  to  man. 
Friend  Novalis,  the  devoutest  heart  I  knew,  and  of  purest 
depth,  has  not  scrupled  to  call  man,  what  the  Divine  Man  is 
called  in  Scripture,  a  "  Revelation  in  the  f^esh."  "  There  is 
but  one  temple  in  the  world,"  says  he,  "and. that  is  the  body 
of  man.  Bending  before  men  is  a  reverence  done  to  this 
revelation  in  the  flesh.  We  touch  heavm  when  we  lay  our 
hand  on  a  human  body."  In  which  notable  words  a  reader 
that  meditates  them  may  find  such  meaning  and  scientific 
accuracy  as  will  surprise  him. 

■The  ages  of  superstition,  it  appears  to  be  suffidently 
known,  are  bdlind  ub.  To  no  man,  were  he  never  so  heroic, 
are  shrines  any  moare  built,  and  vows  offered  as  to  one  having 
supernatural  power.  I'he  sphere  of  the  transcendental  cannot 
now,  by  that  avenue  of  heroic  worth,  of  eloquent  wisdom,  or 
by  any  other  avenue,  be  so  easily  reached.  The  worth  that 
in  these  days  coold  trtamend  all  estimate  or  somy,  and  lead 
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men  willingly  captive  into  mfimte  admiration,  into  worship^ 
it  still  waited  for  (with  little  hope)  from  the  unseen  Time. 
All  that  can  be  said  to  ofiSer  itself  in  that  kind,  at  present, 
is  some  slight  household  devotion  (Hau8'Andackt)y  whereby 
this  or  the  other  enthusiast,  privately  in  all  quietness,  can 
love  his  hero  or  sage  without  measure,  and  idealise,  and  so, 
in  a  sense,  idolise  him ; — ^which  practice,  as  man  ia  by  neces* 
sity  an  idol-worshipper  (no  offence  in  him  so  long  as  idol 
means  accurately  viaum^  dear  9j/mb6t)^  and  all  wicked  idolatry 
is  but  a  more  idolatrous  worship,  may  be  excusable,  in  certain 
cases  praiseworthy.  Be  this  as  it  will,  let  the  curious  eye 
gratify  itself  in  observing  how  the  old  antediluvian  fiaeling 
still,  though  now  struggUng  out  bo  imperfectly,  and  forced 
into  unexpected  shapes,  asserts  its  iexistetice  in  the  newest 
man :  and  the  Chaldeans  or  old  Persians,  with  their  Zerdushti 
differ  only  in  vesture  and  dialect  from  the  Ftendi,  with  theit 
Voltaire  iio^ffi  sow  des  roses.^^ 

This,  doubtless,  is  a  wondeorfiil  phraseology,  but  referable, 
as  the  Professor  uiges,  to  that  capacioua  reservoir  and  con-« 
venienoe,  ^the  nature  of  the  time^:  'A  time^'  saya  he,  *  when, 
as  in  some  Destruction  of  a  Roman  Empire^  wrecks  of  dd 
things  are  everywhere  confusedly  jumbled  with  rudiments  of 
new;  so  that,  till  once  the  mixture  and  amalgamation  be 
complete,  and  even  have  long  continued  complete  and  uni* 
versally  apparent,  no  grammatical  langue  cToc  or  kmgue  cToui 
can  establish  itself,  but  only  some  barbarous  mixed  hngntm 
nuticaf  more  like  a  jaigon  than  a  language,  must  prevail ; 
and  thus  the  deepest  matters  be  either  barbarously  spoken 
of,  or  wholly  omitted  and  lost  sight  of,  which  were  still 
worse.^     But  to  let  the  Homily  proceed : 

^Consider,  at  any  rate,^  continues  he  elsewhere,  ^ under 
how  many  categories,  down  to  the  most  impertinent,  the 
world  inquires  concerning  Great  Men,  and  never  weariei 
striving  to  represent  to  itself  their  whole  structtue,  aspect, 

^  Die  ICleider:  ihr  iVMin  und  Wirken,    Von  D.  TsufBLSDRdCKH.    Weiss, 
nichtwo  StiUschweigii'sdie  Bvchhandliiiig,  185a 
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procedure,  outward  nnd  iuward !  Blame  not  the  world  for 
such  minutest  curiosity'  about  its  great  ones :  this  comes  of 
the  world's  old-established  necessity  to  worship  :  and,  indeed, 
whom  but  its  great  ones,  that  "like  celestial  fire-pill&Ts  go 
before  it  on  the  march,"  ought  it  to  worship?  Blame  not 
even  that  mistaken  worship  of  sham  great  ones,  that  are  not 
celestial  fire-pillars,  but  terrestrial  glass-lanterns  with  wick 
and  tallow,  under  no  guidance  but  a  stupid  fatuous  one;  of 
which  worship  the  litanies  and  gossip-homilies  are,  in  some 
quarters  of  the  globe,  so  inexpressibly  uninteresting.  Blame 
it  not ;  pity  it  rather,  with  &  certain  loving  respect. 

'  Man  is  never,  let  me  assure  thee,  altogether  a  clothes- 
horse  :  under  the  clothes  there  is  always  a  body  and  a  soul. 
The  Count  von  Biigeleiscn,  so  idolised  by  our  fashionable 
classes,  is  not,  as  the  English  Swift  asserts,  created  wholly 
by  the  Tailor ;  but  partially  also  by  the  supernatural  Powers. 
His  beautifully-cut  apparel,  and  graceful  expensive  tackle  aitd 
environment  of  all  kinds,  are  but  the  symbols  of  a  beaufy 
and  gntoeftilneaa,  nippoeed  to  be  inherent  in  the  Count 
himself;  under  which  predicament  come  also  our  teverence 
for  his  counthood,  and  in  good  part  that  other  notable 
phenommon  of  his  being  worshipped  because  he  w  wor- 
shipped, of  one  idolato',  sheep-like,  runnii^  after  him, 
bieaiuBe  many  have  already  run.  Nay,  on  what  other 
principle  but  this  latter  hast  thou,  O  reader  (if  thou  be  not 
one  of  a  thousand),  read,  for  example,  thy  Homer,  and  found 
some  real  jtr^  therdn  P  All  these  things,  I  say,  the  apparel, 
the  counthood,  the  existing  popularity  and  whatever  else  can 
combine  there,  are  symbols ; — bank-notes,  which,  whether 
there  be  gold  behind  them,  or  only  bankruptcy  and  empty 
drawers,  pass  current  for  gold.  But  how,  now,  could  they 
•o  pass,  if  gold  itself  were  not  prized,  and  believed  and 
known  to  be  somewhoe  extant  P  Produce  the  actual  gold 
visibly,  and  mark  how,  in  these  diBtnutfiil  days,  your  moet 
accredited  bank-paper  stagnates  in  the  market  I  No  Holy 
Alliance,  though  plush  and  gilding  and  genealogical  parcb« 
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ment,  to  the  utmost  that  the  time  yields,  be  hmig  round  it, 
can  gain  for  itself  a  dominion  in  the  heart  of  any  man; 
some  thirty  or  forty  millions  of  men''s  hearts  being,  on  the 
other  hand,  subdued  into  loyal  reverence  by  a  Corsican 
Lieutenant  of  Artillery.  Such  iff  the  difference  between 
God-creation  and  Tailor-creation.  Great  is  the  Tailor,  but 
not  the  greatest.  So,  too,  in  matters  spiritual,  what  avails 
it  that  a  man  be  Doctor  of  the  Sorbonne,  Doctor  of  Laws, 
of  Both  Laws ;  and  can  cover  half  a  square  foot  in  pica-type 
with  the  list  of  his  fellowships,  arranged  as  equilateral 
triangle,  at  the  vertex  an  ^^&c.^  over  and  above,  and  with 
the  parchment  of  his  diplomas  could  thatch  the  whole  street 
he  lives  in:  what  avails  it?  The  man  is  but  an  owl;  of 
prepossessing  gravity,  indeed;  much  respected  by  simple 
nei^bours;  but  to  whose  sorrowful  hootings  no  creature 
hastens,  eager  to  listen.  While,  again,  let  but  some  riding 
ganger  arrive  under  doud  of  night  at  a  Scottish  inn,  and 
word  be  whispered  that  it  is  Robert  Bums ;  in  few  instants 
all  beds  and  trudclebeds,  from  garret  to  cellar,  are  left 
vacant,  and  gentle  and  simple,  with  open  eyes  and  erect  ears, 
are  gathered  together.' 

Whereby,  at  least,  from  amid  this  questionable  UnffuOf 
*more  like  a  jargon  than  a  language,'  so  much  may  have 
become  apparent :  What  unspeakable  importance  the  world 
attaches,  has  ever  attached  (expressing  the  same  by  all 
possible  methods)  and  will  ever  attach,  to  its  great  men. 
Deep  and  venerable,  whether  looked  at  in  the  Teufelsdrdckh 
manner  or  otherwise,  is  this  love  of  men  for  great  men,  this 
their  exclusive  admiration  of  great  men;  a  quality  of  vast 
significance,  if  we  consider  it  well;  for,  as  in  its  origin  it 
reaches  up  into  the  highest  and  even  holiest  provinces  of 
man'^s  nature,  so  in  his  practical  history  it  will  be  found  to 
play  the  most  surprising  part«  Does  not,  for  one  example, 
the  fact  of  such  a  temper  indestructibly  existing  in  all  men, 
point  out  man  as  an  essentially  governable  and  teachable 
creature,  and  forever  refute  that  calumny  of  hie  being  by 
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nature  insubordinate,  prone  to  rebellion?  Men  seldom,  op 
rather  never  for  a  len^b  of  time  and  deliberately,  rebel 
a^inat  anything  that  does  not  detterve  rebelling  against. 
Ready,  ever  zealous  is  tbe  obedience  and  devotedness  they 
show  to  the  great,  to  the  really  high ;  prostrating  their 
whole  possession  and  self,  body,  heart,  soul  and  spirit,  nnder 
the  feet  of  whatsoever  is  authentically  above  them.  Nay,  in 
mout  times,  it  is  rather  a  slavish  devotedness  to  those  who 
only  seem  and  pretend  to  be  above  them  that  constitutes 
their  fault. 

But  why  seek  special  instances?  Is  not  Love,  from  of 
old,  known  to  be  the  beginning  of  all  things?  And  what 
is  Admiration  of  the  great  but  love  of  the  truly  lovable? 
The  first  product  of  love  is  tntitaiion,  that  all-important 
peculiar  gift  of  man,  whereby  Mankind  is  not  only  held 
socially  together  in  the  present  time,  but  connected  in  like 
union  with  the  post  and  the  future ;  ao  that  the  attainmeot 
of  the  innumerable  Departed  can  be  omveyed  down  to  the 
living,  and  transmitted  with  increase  to  the  Unborn.  Now 
great  men,  in  particular  spiritually  great  men  (for  all  men 
have  a  spirit  to  guide,  Plough  all  have  not  kingdonu  to 
govern  and  battles  to  fight),  are  the  men  universally  imitated 
and  learned  of,  the  glass  in  whidt  whole  generations  survey 
and  shape  themselves. 

Thus  is  the  Great  Man  of  an  age,  beyond  comparison,  the 
moat  important  phenomenon  therein ;  all  other  phenomena, 
were  they  Waterloo  Victories,  Constitutioas  of  the  Year  One, 
glorious  revolutions,  new  births  of  the  golden  age  in  what 
sort  you  will,  are  small  and  trivial.  Alas,  all  these  pass 
away,  and  are  left  extinct  behind,  like  the  tar-baneU  titey 
were  celebrated  with ;  and  the  new-born  golden  age  proves 
always  to  he  still-bom :  neither  is  there,  was  there  or  will 
there  be  any  other  golden  agp  possible,  save  only  in  this  : 
in  new  increase  of  worth  and  wisdom ; — that  is  to  say, 
therefore,  in  the  new  arrival  among  us  of  wise  and  worthy 
men.     Such  arrivals  are  the  great  occurrences,  though  un- 
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noticed  ones ;  all  else  that  can  occur,  in  what  kind  soever, 
is  but  the  road^  up-hill  or  down-hill,  rougher  or  smoother ; 
nowise  the  power  that  will  nerve  us  for  travelling  forward 
thereon.  So  little  comparatively  can  forethought  or  the 
cunningest  mechanical  precontrivance  do  for  a  nation,  for  a 
world !  Ever  must  we  wait  on  the  bounty  of  Time,  and 
see  what  leader  shall  be  bom  for  us,  and  whither  he  will 
lead. 

Thus  too,  in  defect  of  great  men,  noted  men  become 
important :  the  Noted  Man  of  an  age  is  the  emblem  and 
living  summary  of  the  Ideal  which  that  age  has  fashioned 
for  itself:  show  me  the  noted  man  of  an  age,  you  show  me 
the  age  that  produced  him.  Such  figures  walk  in  the  van, 
for  great  good  or  for  great  evil ;  if  not  leading,  then  driven 
and  still  farther  misleading.  The  apotheosis  of  Beau  Brum- 
mel  has  marred  many  a  pretty  youth;  landed  him  not  at 
any  goal  where  oak  garlands,  earned  by  faithful  labour  and 
valour,  carry  men  to  the  immortal  gods;  but,  by  a  fatal 
inversion,  at  the  King^s  Bench  gaoly  where  he  that  has  nerer 
sowed  shall  not  any  longer  reap,  still  less  any  longer  bum  his 
bam,  but  scrape  himself  with  potsherds  among  the  adies 
thereof,  and  consider  with  all  deliberation  ^  what  he  wanted, 
and  what  he  wants.** 

To  enlighten  this  principle  of  reverence  for  the  great,  to 
teach  us  reverence,  and  whom  we  are  to  revere  and  admire, 
should  ever  be  a  diief  aim  of  Education  (indeed  it  is  herein 
that  instmction  properly  both  begins  and  ends) ;  and  m  these 
late  ages,  perhaps  more  than  ever,  so  indispensable  is  now 
our  need  of  clear  reverence,  so  inexpressibly  poor  our  supply. 

*  Clear  reverence !  "*  it  was  once  responded  to  a  seeker  of  li^t : 

*  all  want  it,  perhaps  thou  thyself.^  What  wretched  idols,  of 
Leeds  cloth,  stuffed  out  with  bran  of  one  kind  or  other,  do 
men  eitiier  worship,  or  being  tired  of  worshipping  (so  expen- 
sively  without  fruit),  rend  in  pieces  and  kick  out  of  doors, 
amid  loud  shouting  and  crowing,  what  they  call  *  tremendous 
cheers,^  as  if  the  feat  were  miraculous !     In  private  life,  as  in 
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public,  delusion  of  this  sort  does  its  work ;  the  blind  leading 

the  blind,  both  fall  into  the  ditch. 

'  For,  alas,'  cries  Teufelsdrockb  on  this  occasion,  '  though 
in  susceptive  hearts  it  is  felt  that  a  great  man  is  unspeakably 
great,  the  specific  marks  of  him  are  mournfully  mistaken  : 
thus  must  innumerable  pilgrims  journey,  in  toil  and  hope,  to 
shrines  whei-e  there  is  no  healing.  On  the  fairer  half  of  the 
creation,  above  all,  such  error  presses  hard.  Women  are 
bom  worshippers ;  in  their  good  little  hearts  lies  the  most 
craving  relish  for  greatness :  it  is  even  said,  each  chooses  her 
husband  on  the  hypothesis  of  his  being  a  great  man- — in  his 
way.  The  good  creatures,  yet  the  foolish  !  For  their  choices, 
no  insight,  or  next  to  none,  being  vouchsafed  them,  are  un- 
utterable. Yet  how  touching  also  to  see,  for  example, 
Parisian  ladies  of  quality,  all  rustling  in  silks  and  laces, 
viait  the  condeimiod-cell  of  s  fierce  Cartooehe ;  and  in  silver 
accents,  and  with  the  loolu  of  angels,  beg  locks  of  hair  from 
him ;  as  fix>in  the .  greatest,  were  it  only  in  the  profession  of 
highwayman !  Still  more  tatai  is  that  other  mistake,  the 
commonest  of  all,  whereby  the  devotional  youth,  seeking  for 
a  great  man  to  worship,  finds  such  within  his  own  worthy 
person,  and  proceeds  with  all  zeal  to  worship  there.  Unhappy 
enough :  to  realise,  in  an  age  of  such  gas-light  illumination, 
this  basest  superstition  of  the  ages  of  Egyptian  darkness ! 

*  Remark,  however,  not  without  emotion,  that  of  all  rituals 
and  divine  services  and  ordinances  ever  instituted  for  the 
worship  of  any  god,  this  of  Self-worship  is  the  ritual  most 
faithfully  observed.  Trouble  enough  has  the  Hindoo^evotee, 
with  his  washings  and  cookings  and  perplexed  formularies, 
tying  him  up  at  every  function  of  his  existence:  but  is  it 
greater  trouble  than  that  of  bis  German  self-worshipping 
brother ;  is  it  trouble  even  by  the  devoutest  Fakir,  so  honestly 
undertaken  and  fulfilled  P  I  answer,  No  ;  for  the  German^ 
heart  is  in  it.  llie  German  worshipper,  for  whom  does  he 
work,  and  scheme,  and  struggle,  and  fight,  at  his  rising  up 
and  lying  down,  in  all  times  and  places,  bat  for  his  god  cmly  f 
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Can  he  escape  from  that  divine  presence  of  Self;  can  his 
heart  waver,  or  his  hand  wax  faint  in  that  sacred  service  ? 
The  Hebrew  Jonah,  prophet  as  he  was,  rather  than  take  a 
message  to  Nineveh,  took  ship  to  Tarshish,  hoping  to  hide 
there  from  his  Sender ;  but  in  what  ship-hull  or  whale's  belly 
shall  the  madder  German  Jonah  cherish  hope  of  hiding  from 
— Himself!  Consider,  too,  the  temples  he  builds,  and  the 
services  of  (shoulder-knotted)  priests  he  ordains  and  main- 
tains ;  the  smoking  sacrifices,  thrice  a  day  or  oftener,  with 
perhaps  a  psalmist  or  two  of  broken-winded  laureats  and 
literators,  if  such  are  to  be  had.  Nor  are  his  votive  gifts 
wanting,  of  rings  and  jewels  and  gold  embroideries,  such  as 
our  Lady  of  Loretto  might  grow  yellower  to  look  upon.  A 
toilsome,  perpetual  worship,  heroically  gone  through :  and  then 
with  what  issue  ?  Alas,  with  the  worst.  The  old  Egyptian 
leek-worshipper  had,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  seasons  of  light  and 
faith  :  his  leek-god  seems  to  smile  on  him  ;  he  is  humbled, 
and  in  humility  exalted,  before  the  majesty  of  something, 
were  it  only  that  of  germinative  Physical  Nature,  seen 
through  a  germinating,  not  unnourishing  potherb.  The 
Self-worshipper,  again,  has  no  seasons  of  light,  which  are  not 
of  blue  sulphur-light;  hungry,  envious  pride,  not  humility 
in  any  sort,  is  the  ashy  fruit  of  his  worship;  his  self-god 
growls  on  him  with  the  perpetual  wolf-cry.  Give !  Give !  and 
your  devout  Byron,  as  the  Frau  Hunt,  with  a  wise  simplicity 
(geistreich  notV),  once  said,  ^^must  sit  sulking  like  a  great 
schoolboy,  in  pet  because  they  have  given  him  a  plain  bun 
and  not  a  spiced  one.'' — His  bun  was  a  life*rent  of  God's 
universe,  with  the  tasks  it  offered,  and  the  tools  to  do  them 
with ;  i  priori,  one  might  have  jGancied  it  could  be  put  up 
with  for  once.' 

After  which  wondrous  glimpses  into  the  Teufelsdrockh 
Homily  on  the  GreaineM  qf  Great  Men^  it  may  now  be  high 
time  to  proceed  with  the  matter  more  in  hand ;  and  remark 
that  our  own  much-calumniated  age,  so  fruitful  in  noted  men, 
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IB  aUo  not  without  its  great.  In  noted  men,  undoubtedty 
enough,  we  surpass  all  ages  since  the  creation  of  the  world ; 
and  from  two  plain  causes:  First,  that  there  has  been  a 
French  Revolution,  and  that  there  is  now  pretty  rapidly  pro- 
ceeding a  European  Revolution;  whereby  everything,  as  in 
the  Tenn-day  of  a  great  city,  when  oil  mortals  are  removing, 
has  been,  so  to  speak,  set  out  into  the  xtrcet ;  and  many  a 
foolish  vessel  of  dishonour,  unnoticed  and  worth  no  notice  in 
its  own  dark  comer,  has  become  universally  recognisable  when 
once  mounted  on  the  summit  of  some  furniture- wagon,  and 
tottering  there  (as  Committee -president,  or  other  head- 
director),  with  what  is  put  under  it,  slowly  onward  to  its 
new  lodging  and  arrangement,  itself,  alas,  hardly  to  get 
thither  without  breakage.  Secondly,  that  the  Printing  Preiw, 
with  stitched  and  loose  leaves,  has  now  come  into  full  action  ; 
and  makes,  as  it  were,  a  sort  of  universal  daylight,  for  re- 
moval and  revolution  and  everything  else  to  proceed  in,  far 
more  commodioualy,  yet  alio  far  more  conspicuously.  A 
complaint  has  accordingly  been  heard  that  fotnous  men 
abound,  that  we  are  qaite  overrun  with  fiunous  men :  how- 
ever, the  remedy  lies  in  the  disease  itself;  crowded  succession 
already  means  quick  oblivion.  For  wagon  after  wagon  rolls 
off,  and  either  arrirea  or  is  overset ;  and  so,  in  either  case, 
the  vesGel  of  dishonour,  which,  at  worst,  we  saw  only  in  cross- 
ing some  street,  will  afflict  us  no  more. 

Of  great  men,  among  so  many  millions  of  noted  men,  it 
u  computed  that  in  our  time  there  have  been  Two ;  one  in 
the  practical,  another  in  the  speculative  province :  Napoleon 
Buonaparte  and  Johann  Wolfgang  von  Goethe.  In  which 
dual  number,  inconsid^^le  as  it  is,  our  time  may  perhaps 
spedally  pride  itself,  and  take  precedence  of  many  others ;  in 
particular,  reckon  itself  the  flowertime  of  the  whole  last 
Goitury  and  half.  Every  age  will,  no  doubt,  have  its  superior 
man  or  men ;  but  one  «o  superior  as  to  take  rank  among  the 
high  of  all  ages,  this  ia  what  we  call  a  great  man ;  this 
rarely  makes  his   I4>peu«nce,  such   bounty  of  Nature  and 
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Accident  must  combine  to  produce  and  unfold  him.  Of 
Napolecm  and  his  works  all  ends  of  the  world  have  heard : 
for  such  a  host  marched  not  in  silence  through  the  frightened 
deep:  few  heads  there  are  in  this  Planet  which  have  not 
formed  to  themselves  some  featured  or  featureless  image  of 
him  ;  his  history  has  been  written  about,  on  the  great  scale 
and  on  the  small,  some  millions  of  times,  and  still  remains  to 
be  written  :  one  of  our  highest  literary  problems.  For  such 
a  Might-nimbus^  of  glory  and  renown  encircled  the  man ;  the 
environment  he  walked  in  was  itself  so  stupendous,  that  the 
eye  grew  dazzled,  and  mistook  his  proportions;  or  quite 
tum^  away  from  him  in  pain  and  temporary  blindness. 
Thus  even  among  the  clear-sighted  there  is  no  unanimity 
about  Napoleon ;  and  only  here  and  there  does  his  own  great- 
ness begin  to  be  interpreted,  and  accurately  separated  from 
the  mere  greatness  of  his  fame  and  fortune. 

Groethe,  again,  thov^  of  longer  continuance  in  the  world, 
and  intrinsically  of  mudi  more  unquestionable  greatness  and 
even  importance  there,  could  not  be  so  noted  by  the  world : 
for  if  the  explosion  of  powder-mines  and  artillery-parks 
naturally  attracts  every  eye  and  ear ;  the  approach  of  a  new- 
created  star  (dawning  on  us,  in  new-created  radiance,  from 
the  eternal  Deeps !),  though  this,  and  not  the  artillery -parks, 
is  to  diape  our  destiny  and  rtde  the  lower  earth,  is  n6tii>le  at 
first  only  to  certain  stargasers  and  weather-prophets.  Among 
ourselves  especially,  Goethe  had  little  recognition :  ihdeed,  it 
was  only  of  late  that  his  existence,  as  a  man  and  not  as  a 
mere  sound,  became  authentically  known  to  us;  and  some 
shadow  of  his  high  endowments  and  endeavours,  and  of  the 
high  meaning  that  might  lie  therein,  arose  in  the  general 
mind  of  England,  even  of  intelligent  England.  Five  years 
ago,  to  rank  him  with  Napoleon,  like  him  as  rising  nnattain^ 
able  beyond  his  class,  like  him  and  more  than  he  of  quite 
peculiar  moment  to  all  Europe,  would  have  seemed  a  wonder- 
ful procedure ;  candour  even,  and  enlightened  liberaliiy,  to 
grant  him  place  beside  this  and  the  other  home-bom  ready- 
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writer,  blessed  with  that  special  privilege  of  '  English  cultiva- 
tion,' and  able  thereby  to  write  novels,  heart -captivating, 
heart-rending,  or  of  enchaining  interest. 

Since  which  time,  however,  let  us  say,  the  progress  of 
clearer  apprehension  has  been  rapid  and  satis&ctory :  in- 
numerable unmusical  voices  have  already  fallen  silent  on  this 
matter;  for  in  fowls  of  every  feather,  even  in  the  pertest 
choughs  and  thievish  magpies,  there  dwells  a  singular  rever- 
ence of  the  eagle ;  no  Dulness  is  so  courageous,  but  if  you 
once  show  it  any  gleam  of  a  heavenly  Resplendence,  it  will, 
at  lowest,  shut  its  eyes  and  say  nothing.  So  fares  it  here 
with  the  old-established  British  critic;  who,  indeed,  in  these 
days  of  ours,  begins  to  be  strangely  situated ;  so  many  new 
things  rising  on  his  horizon,  black  indefinable  shapes,  magical 
or  not ;  the  old  brickfield  (where  he  kneaded  insufficient 
marketable  bricks)  all  stirring  under  his  feet ;  pi-etematui-al, 
mad-making  tones  in  the  earth  and  air ; — with  all  which  what 
shall  an  old-established  British  critic  and  brickmakw  do,  but, 
at  wisest,  put  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  and,  with  the  ffioe  and 
heart  of  a  British  mastiff,  though  amid  dismal  enough  fore- 
bodings, see  what  it  will  turn  to  ? 

In  the  younger,  more  hopeful  minds,  again,  in  most  minds 
that  can  be  considered  as  in  a  state  of  growth,  Gerttian  litera- 
ture is  taking  its  due  place :  in  such,  and  in  generations  of 
other  such  that  ore  to  follow  them,  some  thankful  appreda- 
tton  of  the  greatest  in  German  literature  cannot  fail ;  at  all 
events  this  feeling  that  he  is  great  and  the  greatest,  whereby 
appreciation,  and  what  alone  is  of  much  value,  appropriation, 
first  becomes  rightly  possible.  To  forward  such  on  their  way 
towards  appropriating  what  excellence  this  man  realised  and 
created  for  them,  somewhat  has  already  been  done,  yet  not 
much;  much  still  waits  to  be  done.  The  field,  indeed,  is 
large :  there  are  Forty  Volumes  of  the  most  significant  Writ- 
ing that  has  been  produced  for  the  last  two  centuries  ;  there 
is  the  whole  long  Life  and  heroic  Character  of  him  who  pro- 
dnced  them  ;  all  this  to  expatiate  over  and  inquire  into ;  in 
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both  which  departments  the  deepest  thinker,  and  most  £bu:- 
sighted,  may  find  scope  enough. 

Nevertheless,  in  these  days  of  the  ten-pound  franchise, 
when  all  the  world  (perceiving  now,  like  the  Irish  innkeeper, 
that  *  death  and  destruction  are  just  coming  in  ^)  will  have 
itself  represented  in  parliament ;  and  the  wits  of  so  many  are 
gone  in  this  direction  to  gather  wool,  and  must  needs  return 
more  or  less  shorn ;  it  were  foolish  to  invite  either  young  or 
old  into  great  depths  of  thought  on  such  a  remote  matter ; 
the  tendency  of  which  is  neither  for  the  Reform  Bill  nor 
against  it,  but  quietly  through  it  and  beyond  it ;  nowise  to 
prescribe  this  or  that  mode  of  electmg  members,  but  only  to 
produce  a  few  members  worth  electing.  Not  for  many  years 
(who  knows  how  many !)  in  these  harassed,  hand-to-mouth 
circumstances,  can  the  world'^s  bleared  eyes  open  themselves 
to  study  the  true  import  of  such  topics ;  of  this  topic,  the 
highest  of  such.  As  things  actually  stand,  some  quite  cursory 
glances,  and  considerations  close  on  the  sui&ce,  to  remind 
a  few  (unelected,  unelective)  parties  interested,  that  it  lies 
over  for  study,  are  all  that  can  be  attempted  here :  could 
we,  by  any  method,  in  any  measure,  disclose  for  such  the 
wondrous  wonder-working  element  it  hovers  in,  the  light  it 
is  to  be  studied  and  inquired-after  in,  what  is  needfulest  at 
present  were  accomplished. 

One  class  of  considerations,  near  enough  the  surface,  we 
avoid ;  all  that  partakes  of  an  elegiac  character.  True 
enough,  nothing  can  be  done  or  suffered,  but  there  is  some- 
thing to  be  saidy  wisely  or  unwisely.  The  dep€U*ture  of  our 
Greatest  contemporary  Man  could  not  be  other  than  a  great 
event ;  fitted  to  awaken,  in  all  who  with  understanding  beheld 
it,  feelings  sad,  but  high  and  sacred,  of  mortality  and  immor- 
tality, of  mourning  and  of  triumph;  far  lookings  into  the 
Past  and  into  the  Future, — so  many  dianges,  fearful  and 
wonderful,  of  fleeting  Time;  glimpses  too  of  the  Eternity 
these  rest  on,  which  knows  no  change.  At  the  present  date 
and  distance,  however,  all  this  pertains  not  to  us ;  has  been 
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uttered  elsewhere,  or  may  be  left  for  utterance  there.  Let 
us  consider  the  Exequies  as  past ;  that  the  high  Rogus,  witli 
its  sweet-scented  wood,  amid  the  wail  of  music  eloquent  to 
speechless  hearts,  has  Bamed  aloft,  heaven-kissing,  iu  sight  of 
all  the  Greeks ;  aud  that  now  the  ashes  of  the  Hero  are 
gathered  into  their  um,  and  the  host  ha^  marched  onwards 
to  new  victories  and  new  toils ;  ever  to  be  mindful  of  the 
dead,  not  to  mourn  for  him  any  luoi-c.  The  host  of  the 
Greeks,  iu  this  case,  was  all  tliinking  Europe :  whether  their 
funeral  games  were  appropriate  and  worthy,  we  stop  not  to 
inquire;  the  time,  in  ngard  to  such  things,  is  empty  or  ill- 
provided,  and  this  was  what  the  time  could  conveniently  do. 
All  canonisation  and  solemn  cremation  are  gone  hy ;  and  aa 
yet  nothing  suitable,  uothing  that  does  not  border  upon 
parody,  has  appeared  in  their  rrxim.  A  Beutham  bequeaths 
his  remains  to  be  lectured  over  in  a  school  of  anatomy  ;  aud 
perhaps,  even  in  this  way,  finds,  as  chief  of  the  Utilitariaiu, 
a  really  nobler  funeral  than  any  other,  which  the  prosaic  age, 
rich  only  in  crapes  and  hollow  scutcheons  (of  timber  as  of 
words),  could  have  afforded  him. 

The  matter  in  hand  being  Goethe's  Works,  and  the  greatest 
work  of  evei^  man,  or  rather  the  summary  and  net  amount 
of  all  his  works,  being  the  Life  he  has  led,  we  ask,  as  the 
first  question :  How  it  went  with  Groethe  in  that  matter ; 
what  was  the  practical  basis,  of  want  and  fulfilment,  of  joy 
and  sorrow,  from  which  his  spiritual  productions  grew  forth; 
the  characters  of  which  thej  must  more  or  leas  legibly  bear  ? 
In  which  sense,  those  Volumes  entitled  by  him  Dtchiung  tatd 
Wahrheii,  wherein  his  personal  history,  what  he  has  thought 
fit  to  make  known  of  it,  stands  delineated,  will  long  be 
valuable.  A  noble  «>mmeiitary,  instructive  in  many  ways, 
lies  opened  there,  and  yearly  increasing  in  worth  and  in- 
terest ;  which  all  readers,  now  when  the  true  qnality  of  it 
is  asc^iained,  will  rejoice  that  circumstances  induced  and 
allowed  him  to  write :  for  surely  if  old  Cellini's  counsel  have 
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any  propriety,  it  is  doubly  proper  in  this  case :  the  auto- 
biographic practice  he  recommends  (of  which  the  last  century 
in  particular  has  seen  so  many  worthy  and  worthless  examples) 
was  never  so  much  in  place  as  here.  *  All  men,  of  what  rank 
soever,**  thus  counsels  the  brave  Benvenuto/who  have  accom- 
plished aught  virtuous  or  virtuous-like,  should,  provided  they 
be  conscious  of  really  good  purposes,  write  down  their  own 
life :  nevertheless,  not  put  hand  to  so  worthy  an  enterprise 
till  after  they  have  reached  the  age  of  forty.^  All  which 
ukase-regulations  Goethe  had  abundcmtly  fulfilled, — the  last 
as  abundantly  as  any,  for  he  had  now  reached  the  age  of 
sixty-two. 

'This  year^  1811^'  says  he^  'distinguishes  itself  for  me  by  persevering 
outward  activity.  The  Life  qf  Philip  Hackert  went  to  press ;  the  papers 
committed  to  me  all  carefully  elaborated  as  the  case  required.  By  this 
task  I  was  once  more  attracted  to  the  South :  the  occurrences  which,  at 
that  period,  had  befallen  me  there,  in  Hackert's  company  or  neighbour- 
hood, became  alive  in  the  imagination ;  I  had  cause  to  ask.  Why  this 
which  I  was  doing  for  another  should  not  be  attempted  for  myself? 
I  turned,  accordingly,  before  completion  of  that  volume,  to  my  own 
earliest  personal  history ;  and,  in  truth,  found  here  that  I  had  delayed 
too  long.  The  work  should  have  been  undertaken  while  my  mother 
yet  lived  ;  thereby  had  I  got  nigher  thoee  scenes  of  childhood,  and  been, 
by  her  great  strength  of  memory,  transported  into  the  midst  of  them. 
Now^  however,  must  these  vanished  apparitions  be  recalled  by  my  own 
help ;  and  first,  with  labour,  many  an  incitement  to  recollection,  like 
a  necessary  magic  apparatus,  be  devised.  To  represent  the  develop- 
ment of  a  child  who  had  g^wn  to  be  remarkable,  how  this  exhibited 
itself  under  given  circumstances,  and  yet  how  in  general  it  eonld 
content  the  student  of  human  nature  and  his  views  :  such  was  the  thing 
I  had  to  do. 

'  In  this  sense,  unpretendingly  enough,  to  a  work  treated  with'  anxious 
fidelity,  I  gave  the  name  Wahrheit  und  Dichtung  (Truth  and  Fiction) ; 
deeply  convinced  that  man  in  immediate  Presence,  still  more  in  Re- 
membrance, fuhions  and  models  the  external  world  according  to  his 
own  peculiarities. 

'  The  business,  as,  with  historical  studying,  and  otherwise  recalling  of 
places  and  persons,  I  had  much  time  to  spend  on  it,  busied  me  where- 
soever I  went  or  stood,  at  home  and  abroad,  to  such  a  degree  that  my 
actual  condition  became  like  a  secondary  matter ;  though  again,  on  all 
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handfe,   when  aummoned  ontw&rdB   by  occasion,   1   with   full  forc«  And 
undivided  cense  proved  myBelf  preHeut' ' 

These  Volumes,  with  what  other  supplementary  matter  has 
been  added  to  them  (the  rather  as  Goethe's  was  a  life  of 
manifuld  relation,  of  the  widest  coimesioii  with  important  or 
elevated  jtersons,  not  to  be  carelessly  kid  before  the  world, 
and  he  had  the  rare  good  fortune  of  arraiiging  all  things  tliat 
regarded  even  his  posthumous  concernment  with  the  existing 
generation,  according  to  his  own  deliberate  judgment),  are 
)>crha)>s  likely  tu  be,  for  a  long  time,  our  only  authentic 
reference.  By  the  last  will  of  the  deceased,  it  would  seem, 
all  his  papers  and  effects  are  to  lie  exactly  as  they  are,  till 
after  another  twenty  years. 

Looking  now  into  these  magically-recalled  scenes  of  child- 
hood and  manhood,  the  student  of  human  nature  will  under 
all  manner  of  shapes,  from  first  to  last,  note  one  thing :  The 
singularly  complex  Possibility  offered  from  without,  yet  along 
with  it  the  deep  never-failing  Force  from  within,  whereby  all 
this  is  conquered  and  realised.  It  was  as  if  accident  and 
primary  endowment  had  conspired  to  produce  a  character  on 
the  great  scale ;  a  will  is  cast  abroad  into  the  widest,  wildest 
element,  and  gifted  also  in  an  extreme  degree  to  prevail  over 
this,  to  fashion  this  to  its  own  form  :  in  wliich  subordinating 
and  self-fashioning  of  its  circumstances  a  character  properiy 
consists.  In  external  situations,  it  is  true,  in  occurrences 
such  as  could  be  recited  in  the  Newspapers,  Goethe's  existence 
is  not  more  complex  than  other  men's;  outwardly  rather  a 
pacific  smooth  existence :  but  in  bis  inward  specnalties  and 
depth  of  faculty  and  temper,  in  his  position  spiritual  and 
temporal  towards  the  world  as  it  was,  and  the  world  as  he 
could  have  wished  it,  the  observant  eye  may  discern  com- 
plexity, perplexity  enough ;  an  extent  of  data  greater,  pa- 
baps,  than  had  lain  in  any  life-probtem  for  some  centuries. 
And  now,  as  mentioned,  the  force  for  solving  this  was,  in  like 
manner^  granted  him  in  extraordinary  measure ;  so  that  we 
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must  say,  his  possibilities  were  faithfully  and  with  wonderful 
success  turned  into  acquisitions;  and  this  man  fought  the 
good  fight,  not  only  victorious,  as  all  true  men  are,  but  vic- 
torious without  damage,  and  with  an  ever-increasing  strength 
for  new  victory,  as  only  great  and  happy  men  are.  Not 
wounds  and  loss  (beyond  fast-healing  skin-deep  wounds)  has 
the  unconquerable  to  suffer ;  only  ever-enduring  toil ;  weari- 
ness,— from  which,  after  rest,  he  will  rise  stronger  than 
before. 

Good  fortune,  what  the  world  calls  good  fortune,  awaits 
him  from  beginning  to  end ;  but  also  a  far  deeper  felicity 
than  this.  Such  worldly  gifts  of  good  fortune  are  what  we 
call  possibilities:  happy  he  that  can  rule  over  them;  but 
doubly  unhappy  he  that  cannot.  Only  in  virtue  of  good 
guidance  does  that  same  good  fortune  prove  good.  Wealth, 
health,  fiery  light  with  Proteus  many-sidedness  of  mind,  peace, 
honour,  length  of  days :  with  all  this  you  may  make  no 
Goethe,  but  only  some  Voltaire;  with  the  most  that  was 
fortuitous  in  all  this,  make  only  some  short-lived,  unhappy, 
unprofitable  Byron. 

At  no  period  of  the  World's  History  can  a  gifted  man  be 
bom  when  he  will  not  find  enough  to  do ;  in  no  circumstances 
come  into  life  but  there  will  be  contradictions  for  him  to  re- 
concile, difiiculties  which  it  will  task  his  whole  strength  to 
surmount,  if  his  whole  strength  suffice.  Everywhere  the 
human  soul  stands  between  a  hemisphere  of  light  and  another 
of  darkness ;  on  the  confines  of  two  everlastingly  hostile  em- 
pires. Necessity  and  Freewill.  A  pious  adage  says,  ^  the  back 
is  made  for  the  burden  '* ;  we  might  with  no  less  truth  invert 
it,  and  say,  the  burden  was  made  for  the  back.  Nay,  so  per- 
verse is  the  nature  of  man,  it  has  in  all  times  been  found 
that  an  external  allotment  superior  to  the  common  was  more 
dangerous  than  one  inferior;  thus  for  a  hundred  that  can 
bear  adversity,  there  is  hardly  one  that  can  bear  prosperity. 

Of  riches,  in  particular,  as  of  the  grossest  species  of  pro- 
sperity, the  perils  are  recorded  by  all  moralists ;  and  ever,  as 
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of  old,  must  the  sad  observation  from  time  to  time  occur: 
Easier  for  a  camel  to  pass  through  the  eye  of  a  needle ! 
Riches  ill  a  cultured  community  are  the  strangest  of  things ; 
a  power  all-moving,  yet  which  any  the  most  powerless  and 
skilless  can  piU  in  motion ;  they  are  the  readiest  of  possibili- 
ties ;  the  readiest  to  become  a  great  blessing  or  a  great 
cun<e.  '  Beneath  gold  thrones  and  mountains,"  says  Jean 
Paul,  'who  knows  how  many  giant  spirits  lie  entombed!' 
The  first  fruit  of  riches,  especially  for  the  man  born  rich,  is 
to  teach  him  faith  in  them,  and  all  but  hide  from  him  that 
there  is  any  other  faith  :  thus  is  he  trained  up  in  the  miser- 
able eye-service  of  what  is  called  Honour,  Respectability ; 
instead  of  a  man  we  have  but  ft  gigman, — one  who  '  alvays 
kept  a  gig,'  two-wheeled  or  four-wheeled.  Consider,  too, 
what  this  same  gigmanhood  issues  in ;  consider  that  first  and 
most  stupendous  of  gigmen.  Phaeton,  the  son  of  Sol,  who 
drove  the  brightest  of  all  conceivable  gigs,  yet  with  the 
sorrowfitlest  result.  Alaa,  Phaeton  was  his  father^  heir; 
bom  to  attain  the  bluest  fortune  without  earning  it :  he  had 
built  no  sun-chariot  (could  not  build  the  simplest  whed- 
barrow),  but  could  and  would  insist  on  driving  one ;  and  so 
broke  his  own  stiff  neck,  sent  gig  and  horses  spinning  through 
infinite  space,  and  set  the  universe  on  fire  ! — Or,  to  speak  in 
more  modest  figures.  Poverty,  we  may  say,  surrounds  a  man 
with  ready-made  barriers,  which,  if  tiiey  moumfiiUy  gall  and 
hamper,  do  at  least  prescribe  for  him  and  force  on  him  a  sort 
of  course  and  goal ;  a  safe  and  beaten  tbou^  a  circuitous 
course;  great  part  of  his  guidance  is  secure  against  &tal 
error,  is  withdrawn  from  hit  control.  The  rich,  again,  has 
his  whole  life  to  guide,  without  goal  or  barrier,  save  of  bis 
own  choosing ;  and  tempted  as  we  have  seen,  is  too  likely  to 
guide  it  ill ;  often,  instead  of  walking  straight  forward,  as  he 
might,  does  but,  like  Jeshurun,  wax  fat  and  kick ;  in  which 
process,  it  is  clear,  not  the  adamantine  circle  of  Necessify 
whereon  the  World  is  built,  but  only  his  own  limb-bones 
must  go  to  pieces  1 — Truly,  in  plain  prose,  if  we  bethink  us 
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what  a  road  -many  a  Byron  and  Mirabeau,  especially  in  these 
latter  generations,  have  gone,  it  is  proof  of  an  uncommon 
inward  wealth  in  Goethe,  that  the  outward  wealth,  whether 
of  money  or  other  happiness  which  t^ortune  offered  him,  did 
in  no  case  exceed  the  power  of  Nature  to  appropriate  and 
wholesomely  assimilate ;  that  all  outward  blessedness  grew  to 
inward  strength,  and  produced  only  blessed  effects  for  him. 
Those  ^  gold  mountains '  of  Jean  Paul,  to  the  giant  that  can 
rise  above  them,  are  excellent,  both  fortified  and  speculatory, 
heights ;  and  do  in  fact  become  a  ihrone^  where  happily  they 
have  not  been  a  iomb. 

Goethe's  childhood  is  throughout  of  riant,  joyful  charact^: 
kind  plenty  in  every  sense,  security,  affisction,  maniJbld  exdte- 
ment,  instruction  encircles  him ;  wholly  an  element  of  smi  ^knA 
azure,  wherein  the  young  spirit,  awakening  and  attaining,  can 
on  all  hands  richly  unfold  itself.  A  beaUtiftil  boy,  of  earnest, 
lucid,  serenely  deep  nature,  with  the  peaceful  completeness 
yet  infinite  incessant  expansiveness  of  a  boy,  has,  in  ttie 
fittest  environment,  b^un  to  be :  beautifbl  he  looks  and 
moves;  rapid,  gracefully  prompt,  like  the  Son  of  Maia;  wise, 
noble,  like  Latona^s  son :  nay,  (as  all  men  may  novd  see)  he  is, 
in  very  truth,  a  miniature  incipient  World-Poet;  of  all 
heavenly  figures  the  beautifulest  we  know  of  that  can  visit 
this  lower  earth.  Lovely  enough  shine  for  us  those  young 
years  in  old  Teutonic  Frankfort;  mirrored  in  the  far  re- 
membrance of  the  Self-historian,  real  yet  ideal,  they  are 
among  our  most  genuine  poetic  Idyls.  No  smallest  matter  is 
too  small  for  us,  when  we  think  who  it  was  that  did  it  or 
sufiered  it.  Hie  little  long-clothed  urchin,  mercurial  enough 
with  all  his  stillness,  can  throw  a  whole  cargo  of  new-marketed 
crockery,  piece  by  piece,  from  the  balcony  into  the  street, 
when  once  the  feat  is  suggested  to  him ;  and  comically  shat- 
ters cheap  delf-ware  with  the  same  right  hand  which  tragically 
wrote  and  hurled  forth  the  demoniac  scorn  of  Mephistopheles, 
or  as  ^  right  hand  ^  of  Faust,  ^  smote  the  universe  to  ruins.^ 
Neither  smile  more  than  enough  (if  thou  be  wise)  that  the 
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grey-haired  ail -experienced  man  reroembers  how  the  boy 
walked  on  the  Mayn  bridge,  and  '  liked  to  look  at  the  bright 
weather-cock '  on  the  barrier  there.  That  foolish  piece  of 
gilt  wood,  there  glittering  sunlit,  with  its  reflex  wavering  in 
the  Mayn  waters,  is  awakening  quite  another  glitter  in  the 
young  gifted  soul :  is  not  this  foolish  sunlit  splendour  also, 
now  when  there  is  an  eye  to  behold  it,  one  of  Nature's 
doings  ?  Tlie  eye  of  the  young  seer  is  here,  through  the 
paltriest  chink,  looking  into  the  infinite  Splendours  of  Nature, 
—where,  one  day,  himself  is  to  enter  and  dwelt. 

Goethe's  mother  appears  to  have  been  the  more  gifted  of 
the  parents :  a  woman  of  altogether  genial  character,  great 
spiritual  faculty  and  worth ;  whom  the  son,  at  an  after-time, 
put  old  family  friends  in  mind  of.  It  ia  gratifying  for  us 
that  she  lived  to  witness  bis  maturity  in  works  and  honours ; 
to  know  that  the  little  infant  she  had  nursed  wa'^  grown  to  be 
a  mighty  man,  the  first  man  of  his  nation  and  time.  In  the 
father,  as  prosperous  citizen  of  Frankfort,  skilled  in  many 
things;  improved  by  travel,  by  studies  both  practical  owl 
omam^ital ;  decorated  with  some  diplomatic  title,  but  pass- 
ing, among  his  books,  paintings,  collections  and  housdiold 
possessions,  social  or  intellectual,  spiritual  or  material,  a  quite 
nndtplomatic  independent  life,  we  become  acquainted  with 
a  German,  not  country-  but  city-^vnllnnan  of  the  last  c«i- 
tury  I  a  character  scarcely  ever  familiar  in  our  Islands ;  now 
periiaps  almost  obsolete  among  the  Germans  too.  A  poei- 
tive,  methodical  man,  sound-headed,  honest-hearted,  sfaarp- 
tempered  ;  with  an  uncommon  share  of  volition,  among  ott^ 
things,  so  that  scarcely  any  obstacle  would  torn  him  back, 
but  whatsoever  he  could  not  mount  over  he  would  stru^le 
round,  and  in  any  case  he  at  the  end  of  his  journey :  many  or 
all  of  whose  good  qualities  passed  also  over  by  inheritance ; 
and,  in  fairer  combination,  on  nobler  objects,  to  the  whole 
world's  profit,  were  seen  a  second  time  in  action. 

Family  incidents ;  house-buildings,  or  rebuildings ;  arrivals, 
departures ;  in  any  case,  newyear's-days  and  birthdays,  are  not 
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wanting ;  nor  city-incidents ;  many-coloured  tumult  of  Frank- 
fort fairs;  Kaisers'  coronations,  expected  and  witnessed;  or 
that  glorious  ceremonial  of  the  yearly  Pfeiffergerkhty  wherein 
the  grandfather  himself  plays  so  imperial  a  part.  World- 
incidents  too  roll  forth  their  billows  into  the  remotest  creek, 
and  alter  the  current  there.  The  Earthquake  of  Lisbon  hurls 
the  little  Frankfort  boy  into  wondrous  depths  of  another  sort ; 
enunciating  dark  theological  problems,  which  no  theology  of 
his  will  solve.  Direction,  instruction,  in  like  manner,  awaits 
him  in  the  Great  Frederic's  Seven- Years  War ;  especially  in 
that  long  billeting  of  King's  Lieutenant  Comte  de  .Thorane, 
with  his  sergeants  and  adjutants,  with  his  painters  and  picture- 
easels,  his  quick  precision  and  decision,  his  ^  dry  gallantry '  and 
stately  Spanish  bearing ; — though  collisions  with  the  ^  house- 
father,' whose  Grerman  house-stairs  (though  he  silently  endures 
the  inevitable)  were  not  new-built  to  be  made  a  French  high- 
way of;  who  besides  loves  not  the  French,  but  the  great 
invincible  Fritz  they  are  striving  to  beat  down.  Think,  for 
example,  of  that  singular  congratulation  on  the  Victory  at 
Bergen : 

'So  then^  at  last,  after  a  restless  Passion-week,  Passion-Friday,  1769, 
arrived.  A  deep  stillness  announced  the  approaching  storm.  We  chil- 
dren were  forbidden  to  leave  the  house ;  our  fiither  had  no  rest,  and  went 
out.  The  battle  began;  I  mounted  to  the  top  story,  where  the  field 
indeed  was  still  out  of  my  sight,  but  the  thunder  of  the  cannon  and  the 
volleys  of  the  small  arms  could  be  fully  discerned.  After  some  hoars, 
we  saw  the  first  tokens  of  the  battle,  in  a  row  of  wagons,  whereon 
wounded  men,  in  all  sorts  of  sorrowful  dismemberment  and  gesture, 
were  driven  softly  past  us  to  the  Liebfrauen-Kloster,  which  had  been 
changed  into  a  hospital.  The  compassion  of  the  citizens  forthwith 
awoke.  Beer,  wine,  bread,  money  were  given  to  such  as  had  still 
power  of  receiving.  But  when,  erelong,  wounded  and  captive  Germans 
also  were  noticed  in  that  train,  the  pi^  had  no  limits ;  it  seemed  as  if 
each  were  bent  to  strip  himself  of  whatever  movable  thing  he  had,  to 
aid  his  countrymen  therewith  in  their  extremity. 

'The  prisoners,  meanwhile,  were  the  symptoms  of  a  battle  unprosper- 
ous  for  ihe  Allies.  My  father,  in  his  partiality,  quite  certain  that  these 
would  gain,  had  the  passionate  rashness  to  go  out  to  meet  the  expected 
visitors ;  not  reflecting  that  the  beaten  side  would  in  that  case  have  to 
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run  over  him.  He  went  tirst  into  his  ftarden,  at  tfae  Friedb«rg  Gut*, 
where  he  found  all  quiet  and  iotitarj ;  then  ventured  forth  to  the 
Bornheini  Heftth,  nhere  eood,  however,  vsrioiis  Ecottered  DutniiineTs 
and  bflg'gtige-men  came  in  sight,  who  took  the  Batiatbcljon,  sa  tfaey 
passed,  of  shooting  at  the  boiindary-stones,  and  tent  our  eitger  wtinderer 
the  reverberated  lead  tinging  about  his  eart,  He  reckoned  it  wiser, 
therefore,  to  come  back ;  and  learned  on  some  inquiry,  what  the  sound 
of  the  firing  might  already  have  tanght  him,  that  for  the  French  all 
went  well,  and  no  retreat  was  thought  of.  Arriving  home  full  of  black 
humour,  he  quite,  at  sight  of  his  woanded  and  prisoner  countrj'men, 
lost  all  composure.  From  him  also  many  a  gift  went  out  for  the  passing 
wagons,  but  only  Germsna  were  to  taste  of  it ;  which  arraniremeDt,  m 
Fate  had  so  huddled  friends  and  foea  together,  could  not  always  be 
adhered  to. 

'Our  mnther,  and  we  children,  who  had  from  the  first  built  upon  the 
Count's  word,  and  so  passed  a  tolerably  quiet  day,  were  greatly  rejoiced, 
and  our  mother  doubly  comforted,  as  she  that  morning,  on  quesUonin^ 
the  omcle  of  her  jewel-box  by  the  eeratch  of  a  needle,  had  obtained 
a  most  consolatory  answer  not  only  for  the  present  hut  for  the  future. 
We  wished  our  father  a  eimilar  belief  and  disposition  ;  we  flattered  him 
what  we  could,  we  entreated  him  to  take  some  food,  which  he  had 
forborne  all  day  ;  he  refused  our  caresses  and  every  enjoyment,  and 
retired  to  his  room.  Our  joy,  in  the  mean  while,  was  not  disturbed ; 
the  business  waa  over:  the  King's  Ueutenant,  who  to-day,  contrary  to 
custom,  had  been  on  horsebsclc,  at  length  returned ;  his  presence  at 
home  wu  more  needful  than  ever.  We  sprang  out  to  meet  hin,  kissed 
his  hands,  teetitied  our  joy.  It  teemed  to  pleaw  him  greatly.  "Well !" 
said  he,  with  more  softness  than  usual,  "I  am  glad  too  for  your  sake, 
dear  children."  He  ordered  us  sweetmeats,  sweet  wine,  eveijthing  the 
best,  and  went  to  his  chamber,  where  alrudy  a  mam  of  importuners, 
solicitors,  petitioners,  were  crowded. 

'  We  held  notr  a  dainty  collation ;  deplored  our  good  hther,  who 
tould  not  participate  therein,  and  preesed  our  mother  to  bring  him 
down;  she,  however,  knew  better,  and  how  uncheerlng  such  ^fts  would 
be  to  him.  Meanwhile  she  had  put  some  supper  in  order,  and  would 
bin  have  sent  him  up  a  little  to  his  room  ;  hut  snch  irregnlsrity  was  a 
thing  he  never  sufTered,  not  In  extremeat  cases ;  so  the  sweet  gifts  being: 
once  put  aside,  she  set  shout  entreating  him  to  come  down  in  his  usnal 
way.  He  yielded  at  Inst,  unwillingly,  and  little  did  we  know  what 
mischief  we  were  making  ready.  The  stairs  ran  free  through  the  whole 
house,  past  the  door  of  every  ante-chamher.  Our  father,  in  deecending, 
had  to  pass  the  Count's  apartments.  His  ante-chamber  was  so  Aill  of 
]  eople  that  he  had  at  lengOi  resolved  to  come  out,  and  despatch  several 
at  once ;  and  this  happened,  alas,  just  at  the  Instant  our  ftther  was  pass- 
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ing  down.  The  Count  slept  cheerfully  out^  saluted  him  and  said :  ^^  You 
will  congratulate  us  and  yourself  that  this  dangerous  a£Fair  has  gone  off 
so  happily." — **  Not  at  all ! "  replied  my  &ther^  with  grim  emphasis : 
'^I  wish  they  had  chased  you  to  the  Devil^  had  I  myself  gone  too.'* 
The  Count  held-in  for  a  moment^  then  burst  forth  with  fury :  *^  You 
shall  repent  this  i  You  shall  not" ' 

— Father  Goethe,  however,  has  <  in  the  mean  while  quietly 
descended,'  and  sat  down  to  sup  much  cheerfuller  than  formerly; 
he  little  caring,  <  we  little  knowing,  in  what  questionable  way 
he  had  rolled  the  stone  from  his  heart,*  and  how  official  friends 
must  interfere,  and  secret  negotiations  enough  go  on,  to  keep 
him  out  of  military  prison,  and  worse  things  that  might  have 
befallen  there.  On  all  which  may  we  be  permitted  once  again 
to  make  the  simple  reflection :  What  a  plagued  and  plaguing 
world,  with  its  battles  and  bombardments,  wars  and  rumomrs 
of  war  (which  sow  or  reap  no  ear  of  com  for  any  man),  this 
is !  The  boy,  who  here  watches  the  musket-volleys  and  cannon- 
thunders  of  the  great  Fritz,  shall,  as  man,  witness  the  si^ 
of  Mentz ;  fly  with  Brunswick  Dukes  before  Dumouriez  and 
his  Sansculottes,  through  a  country  champed  into  one  red 
world  of  mud,  ^like  Pharaoh*  (for  the  carriage  too  breaks 
down)  ^  through  the  Red  Sea  * ;  and  finally  become  involved 
in  the  universal  fire-consummation  of  Napoleon,  and  by  skill 
defend  himself  from  hurt  therein  ! 

The  father,  with  occasional  subsidiary  private  tutors,  is 
his  son*s  schoolmaster ;  a  somewhat  pedantic  pedagogue,  with 
ambition  enough  and  faithful  goodwill,  but  more  of  rigour 
than  of  insight ;  who,  however,  works  on  a  subject  that  he 
cannot  spoil.  Languages,  to  the  number  of  six  or  seven,  with 
whatsoever  pertains  to  them  ;  histories,  syllabuses,  knowledges- 
made-easy  ;  not  to  speak  of  dancing,  drawing,  music,  or,  in 
due  time,  riding  and  fencing :  all  is  taken-in  with  boundless 
appetite  and  aptitude ;  all  is  but  fuel,  injudiciously  piled  and 
of  wet  quality,  yet  under  which  works  an  unquenchable  Grre^- 
fire  that  will  feed  itself  therewith,  that  will  one  day  make  it 
aU  clear  and  glowing.  Hie  paternal  grandmother,  recollected 
as  a  ^  pale,  thin,  ever  white  and  clean-dressed  figure,^  provides 


412 


MISCELLANIES 


the  children  many  a  satisfaction ;  and  at  length,  on  some 
festive  night,  the  crowning  one  of  a  puppet-show  :  whereupon 
.  ensues  a  long  course  of  theatrical  speculatings  and  practisings, 
somewhat  as  delineated,  for  another  party,  in  the  firat  book 
of  Master's  Apprenticeship ;  in  which  Work,  indeed,  especially 
in  the  earlier  portion  of  it,  some  shadow  of  the  author's 
personal  experience  and  culture  is  more  than  once  traceable. 
Thus  Meister'a  desperate  bumt-ofTering  of  his  young  '  Poema 
on  various  Occasions,'  was  the  image  of  a  reality  which  took 
place  in  Leipzig ;  performed  desperately  enough,  '  on  the 
kitchen  hearth,  the  thick  smoke  from  which,  flowing  through 
the  whole  house,  tilled  our  good  landlady  with  alarm.' 

Old  Imperial-Freetown  Frankfort  is  not  without  its  nota- 
bilities,  tragic  or  comic;  in  any  case,  impressive  and  didactic. 
The  young  heart  is  filled  with  boding  to  look  into  the  Jmk'n- 
gfuse  (Jew-gate),  where  squalid  painful  Hebrews  are  banished 
to  scour  old  clothes,  and  in  hate,  and  greed,  and  Old-Hebrew 
obstinacy  and  implacability,  work  out  a  wonderful  prophetic 
existence,  as  *  a  people  terrible  from  the  beginning ' ;  manages, 
however,  to  get  admittaooe  to  their  synagogue,  and  see  a 
wedding  and  a  circumcision.  On  its  spike,  aloft  on  one  of 
the  steeples,  grins,  for  the  last  two-hundred  years,  the  bleached 
skull  of  a  malefactor  and  traitor;  properly,  indeed,  not  so 
much  a  traitor,  as  a  Radical  whose  Reform  Bill  could  not  be 
carried  through,  llie  future  book-writer  also,  on  one  occasion, 
sees  the  execution  of  a  book ;  how  the  huge  printed  reams 
rustle  in  Uie  flames,  are  stirred-up  with  oven-forks,  and  fly 
half-charred  aloft,  the  sport  of  winds;  from  which  half- 
charred  leaves,  diligently  picked  up,  he  pieces  himself  a  copy 
together,  as  did  many  others,  and  with  double  earnestness 
reads  it. 

As  little  is  the  old  Freetown  deficient  in  notable  men ;  all 
accessible  to  a  grandson  of  the  Scbultheiss,^  who  besides  is  a 

'  ScMtJuist  ii  the  title  of  the  chier  magistnle  in  some  iree-towni  ind  republics. 
Tor  instance,  in  Beme  loo.  It  leenu  to  derive  itself  rrom&4ti/i£(«iVi»(,Bndina7 
meui  the  Tellei  of  Dnty,  Un  by  whom  whkt  tliMtld  be  It  Mi^, 
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youth  like  no  other.  Of  which  originals,  curious  enough,  and 
long  since  ^  vanished  from  the  sale-catalogues,'  take  only  these 
two  specimens : 

'Von  Reineck^  of  an  old-noble  house;  able^  downright,  but  stifle 
necked ;  a  lean  black-brown  man^  whom  1  never  saw  smile.  The  mis- 
fortune befel  him  that  his  only  daughter  was  carried-off  by  a  friend  of 
the  &mily.  He  prosecuted  his  son-in-law  with  the  most  vehement  suit ; 
and  as  the  courts^  in  their  formality^  would  neither  fast  enough  nor  with 
force  enough  obey  his  vengeance^  he  fell-out  with  them  ;  and  there  arose 
quarrel  on  quarrel^  process  on  process.  He  withdrew  himself  wholly 
into  his  house  and  the  adjoining  garden^  lived  in  a  spacious  but  melan- 
choly under-room^  where  for  many  years  no  brush  of  a  painter^  perhaps 
scarcely  the  besom  of  a  maid^  had  got  admittance.  Me  he  would  willingly 
endure  ;  had  specially  recommended  me  to  his  younger  son.  His  oldest 
friends^  who  knew  how  to  humour  him^  his  men  of  business  and  agents 
he  often  had  at  table :  and^  on  such  occasions,  he  failed  not  to  invite 
me.  His  board  was  well  furnished,  his  buffet  still  better.  His  guests, 
however,  had  one  torment,  a  large  stove  smoking  out  of  many  cracks. 
One  of  the  most  intimate  ventured  once  to  take  notice  of  it,  and  ask 
the  host  whether  he  could  stand  such  an  inconvenience  the  whole  winter. 
He  answered,  like  a  second  Hmon,  and  Heautontimorumenos :  "  Would 
to  God  this  were  the  worst  mischief  of  those  that  plague  me ! "  Not 
till  late  would  he  be  persuaded  to  admit  daughter  and  grandson  to  his 
sight :  the  son-in-law  was  never  more  to  show  face  before  him. 

'  On  this  brave  and  unfortunate  man  my  presence  had  a  kind  effect ; 
for  as  he  gladly  spoke  with  me,  in  particular  instructed  me  on  political 
and  state  concerns,  he  seemed  himself  to  feel  assuaged  and  cheered.  Ac- 
cordingly, the  few  old  friends  who  still  kept  about  him,  would  often 
make  use  of  me  when  they  wished  to  soothe  his  indignant  humour,  and 
persuade  him  to  any  recreation.  In  fact  he  now  more  than  once  went 
out  with  us,  and  viewed  the  neighbourhood  again,  on  which,  for  so  many 
years,  he  had  not  turned  an  eye.'    ♦    ♦    ♦ 

'  Hofrath  Huisgen,  not  a  native  of  Frankfort ;  of  the  Reformed 
religion,  and  thus  incapable  of  public  office,  of  advocacy  among  the 
rest,  which  latter,  however,  as  a  man  much  trusted  for  juristic  talent, 
he,  under  another's  signature,  contrived  quite  calmly  to  practise,  as 
well  in  Frankfort  as  in  the  Imperial  Courts, — might  be  about  sixty 
when  I  happened  to  have  writing-lessons  along  with  his  son,  and  so 
came  into  the  house.  His  figure  was  large;  tall  without  being  bony, 
broad  without  corpulency.  His  face,  deformed  not  only  by  small-poz, 
but  wanting  one  of  the  eyes,  you  could  not  look  on,  for  the  first  time, 
without  apprehension.     On  his  bald  head  he  wore  always  a  perfectly  white 
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ball-Biiaped  cap  (Gioe/cenmBtKe)  tied  at  top  with  a  ribbon.  His  Digbt- 
gawne,  of  calamanco  or  damask,  were  alwayi  a»  if  new-irashed.  He 
iababited  a  most  cheerful  suite  of  rooma  on  the  ground  floor  Ld  the 
Alke,  and  the  neatiiesa  of  everything  about  him  corresponded  to  it 
The  high  order  of  hie  books,  papers,  maps  made  a  pleasant  impresiioD. 
His  sou,  Heinrich  Sebastiaa,  who  afterwards  becanie  known  by  various 
writings  on  Art,  promiaed  little  in  his  youtli.  Good-natured  but  heavy, 
not  rude  yet  artless,  and  without  wish  to  iustruct  himself,  he  sought 
mther  to  avoid  his  father,  as  from  his  mother  he  could  get  whatever  he 
wanted.  1,  on  the  other  band,  came  more  and  more  iuto  intimacy  witli 
the  master  the  more  I  knew  of  him,  As  he  meddled  with  none  but 
important  law-caaes,  he  had  time  enough  to  amuse  and  occupy  himself 
with  other  things.  1  had  not  long  been  about  him,  and  listened  to  his 
doctrine,  till  I  came  to  observe  that  in  respect  of  God  and  the  World  ha 
stood  on  the  opposition  side.  One  of  his  pet  books  was  Agrippa  de 
V'anilaU  Scientiarum ;  this  he  particularly  recommended  me  to  read, 
ajid  did  tberewitb  set  my  young  brain,  for  a  while,  iuto  considerable 
tumult  I,  in  the  joy  of  my  youth,  was  inclined  to  a  Eort  of  optimism, 
and  with  God  or  the  Gods  had  now  tolerably  adjusted  myself  again  ;  for, 
by  a  scries  of  yeant,  I  had  got  to  experience  that  there  is  many  a  balaooe 
against  evil,  that  misfortunes  are  things  one  recovers  from,  that  in 
dangers  one  finds  deliverance,  and  doea  not  always  break  his  neck.  On 
what  men  did  and  tried,  moreover,  I  looked  with  tolerance,  and  found 
much  pr^seworthy  which  my  old  gentleman  would  nowise  be  content 
with.  Nay,  once,  as  he  had  been  depicting  me  the  world  not  a  little  on 
the  crabbed  side,  I  noticed  in  him  that  he  meant  still  to  finish  with  a 
tramp-card.  He  shut,  as  in  Buch  cases  his  wont  was,  the  blind  left  eye 
close ;  looked  with  the  other  broad  oat ;  and  said,  in  a  snuffling  voice  : 
"Aueh  m  OM  entdetX  ieh  Fehler."' 

Of  a  gentle  character  is  the  Teminiscence  of  the  maternal 
grandfather,  old  Schultheiss  Textor;  with  his  gift  of  pro- 
phetic dreaming, '  which  endowmeot  none  of  his  descendants 
inherited ' ;  with  his  kind,  mild  ways ;  there  as  he  glides 
ahout  in  his  garden,  at  evening,  *  in  black-velvet  cap,' 
trimming  'the  finer  sort  of  fruit-trees,'  with  aid  of  those 
antique  embroidered  gloves  or  gauntlets,  yearly  handed  him 
at  the  Pfeiffh-gericht :  a  soft,  spirit-looking  figure ;  the 
farthest  outpost  of  the  Past,  which  behind  him  melts  into 
dim  vapour.  In  Frau  von  Klettenberg,  a  religious  associate 
of  the  mother's,  we  become  acquainted  with  the  Schone  Seek 
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(Fair  Saint)  of  Meister ;  she,  at  an  after-period,  studied  to 
convert  her  Philoy  but  only  very  partially  succeeded.  Let 
us  notice  also,  as  a  token  for  good,  how  the  young  universal 
spirit  takes  pleasure  in  the  workshops  of  handicraftsmen, 
and  loves  to  understand  their  methods  of  labouring  and  of 
living : 

'My  father  had  early  accustomed  me  to  manage  little  matters  for  him. 
In  particular^  it  was  often  my  commission  to  stir-up  the  craftsmen  he 
employed ;  who  were  too  apt  to  loiter  with  him ;  as  he  wanted  to  have 
all  accurately  done,  and  finally  for  prompt  payment  to  have  the  price 
moderated.  I  came,  in  this  way,  into  almost  all  manner  of  workshops ; 
and  as  it  lay  in  my  nature  to  shape  myself  into  the  circumstances  of 
others^  to  feel  every  species  of  human  existence,  and  with  satis&ction 
participate  therein,  I  spent  many  pleasant  hours  in  such  places ;  grew  to 
understand  the  procedure  of  each,  and  what  of  joy  and  of  sorrow, 
advantage  or  drawback,  the  indispensable  conditions  of  this  or  that  way 
of  life  brought  with  them.  «  *  «  xhe  household  economy 
of  the  various  crafts,  which  took  its  figure  and  colour  from  the  occupa- 
tion of  each,  was  also  silently  an  object  of  attention ;  and  so  unfolded, 
80  confirmed  itself  in  me  the  feeling  of  the  equality,  if  not  of  all  men, 
yet  of  all  men's  situations ;  existence  by  itself  appearing  as  the  head 
condition,  all  the  rest  as  indifferent  and  accidental.' 

And  so,  amid  manifold  mstructive  influences,  has  the  boy 
grown  out  of  boyhood;  when  now  a  new  figure  enters  on 
the  scene,  bringing  far  higher  revelations : 

'As  at  last  the  wine  was  fiuling,  one  of  them  called  the  maid;  but 
instead  of  her  there  came  a  maiden  of  uncommon^  and  to  see  her  in  this 
environment,  of  incredible  beauty.  ''What  is  it?"  said  she,  after 
kindly  giving  us  good-evening :  "  the  maid  is  ill  and  gone  to  bed :  can 
I  serve  you  ? " — "  Our  wine  is  done,"  said  one ;  "  couldst  thou  get  us 
a  couple  of  bottles  over  the  way^  it  were  very  good  of  thee." — "Do  it, 
Gretchen^"  said  another,  "it  is  but  a  cat's-leap." — "Surely ! "  said  she ; 
took  a  couple  of  empty  bottles  from  the  table,  and  hastened  out.  Her 
figure^  when  she  turned  away  from  you,  was  almost  prettier  than  before. 
The  little  cap  sat  so  neat  on  the  little  head,  which  a  slim  neck  so  grace- 
fully united  with  back  and  shoulders.  Everything  about  her  seemed 
select ;  and  you  could  follow  the  whole  form  more  calmly^  as  attention 
was  not  now  attracted  and  arrested  by  the  true  still  eyes  and  lovely 
mouth  alone.' 
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It  is  at  the  very  threshold  of  youth  that  this  cpisodi 
Gretcheii  (Margaretc,  Max-g^ref-kiji)  occurs ;  the  young  critic 
of  eiiin  necks  and  true  still  eyes  shall  now  know  sometbinf; 
of  aatural  magic,  and  the  Jniportaace  of  one  mortal  to 
another ;  the  wild-flowiog  bottomless  sea  of  human  Passion, 
glorious  ill  auroral  tight  (which,  alo^,  may  become  infernal 
lightning),  unveiU  itself  a  little  to  htm.  A  graceful  little 
episode  we  reckon  it ;  and  Gretchen  better  than  most  first- 
loves  :  wholly  an  inuocent,  wise,  dainty  maiden ;  pure  and 
poor, — wlio  vanishes  from  us  here ;  but,  we  trust,  in  some 
quiet  nook  of  the  Rhineland,  became  wife  and  mother,  and 
was  the  joy  and  sorrow  of  some  brave  man's  heart,  according 
as  it  is  appointed.  To  the  boy  himself  it  ended  painfully, 
almost  fatally,  had  not  sickness  come  to  his  deliverance;  and 
here  too  he  may  experience  how '  a  shadow  chases  us  in  all 
manner  of  sunshine,"  and  in  this  What'irye-call-it  of  Existence 
the  tragic  element  is  not  wanting.  The  name  of  Gretchen, 
not  her  story,  which  had  nothing  in  it  of  that  guilt  and 
terror,  has  been  made  w<u-ld~faDious  in  the  Flay  of  Fault. — 

Leipzig  University  has  the  honour  of  matriculating  him. 
The  name  of  his  'propitious  mother^  she  may  boast  of,  but 
not  of  the  reality  :  alas,  in  these  days,  the  University  of  the 
Universe  is  the  only  propitious  mother  of  such;  all  other 
propitious  mothers  are  but  unpropitious  superannuated  dry- 
nurses  fallen  bedrid,  from  whom  the  famished  nurseling  has 
to  tteai  even  bread  and  water,  if  he  will  not  die ;  whom  for 
most  part  he  soon  takes  leave  of,  giving  periisps  (as  in 
Gibbon's  case),  for  farewell  thanks,  some  rough  tweak  of  the 
nose ;  and  rushes  desperate  into  the  wide  world  an  orphan. 
Ihe  time  is  advancing,  slower  or  faster,  when  the  bedrid 
dry-nurse  will  decease,  and  be  succeeded  by  a  walking  and 
stirring  wet  one.  Goethe's  employments  and  culture  at 
Leipzig  lay  in  quite  other  groves  than  the  academic :  he 
listened  to  the  Ciceronian  Emesti  with  eagmiess,  but  the 
life-giving  void  flowed  not  from  his  mouth;  to  the  sacer- 
dotal,  eclectic-sentimental   Gellert   (the  divinity  of  all   tea- 
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table  moral-philosophers  of  both  sexes);  witnessed  'the 
pure  soul,  the  genuine  will  of  the  noble  man,'  heard  'his 
admonitions,  warnings  and  entreaties,  uttered  in  a  somewhat 
hollow  and  melancholy  tone ' ;  and  then  the  Frenchman  say 
to  it  all,  "  Laissez  le  faire ;  U  nous  Jbrme  des  dwpes^  *  In 
logic  it  seemed  to  me  very  strange  that  I  must  now  take-up 
those  spiritual  operations  which  from  of  old  I  had  executed 
with  the  utmost  convenience,  and  tatter  them  asunder,  in- 
sulate and  as  if  destroy  them,  that  their  right  employment 
might  become  plain  to  me.  Of  the  Thing,  of  the  World, 
of  God,  I  fancied  I  knew  almost  about  as  much  as  the 
Doctor  himself;  and  he  seemed  to  me,  in  more  than  one 
place,  to  hobble  dreadfully  (gewaUig  zu  hapemy 

However,  he  studies  to  some  profit  with  the  Painter 
Oeser;  hears,  one  day,  at  the  door,  with  horror,  that  there 
is  no  lesson,  for  news  of  Winkelmann's  assassination  have 
come.  With  the  ancient  Gottsched,  too,  he  has  an  inter- 
view ;  alas,  it  is  a  young  Zeus  come  to  dethrone  old  Saturn, 
whose  time  in  the  literary  heaven  is  nigh  run ;  for  on 
Olympus  itself,  one  Demiurgus  passeth  away  and  another 
Cometh.  Gottsched  had  introduced  the  reign  of  tvcUery  in 
all  shapes  liquid  and  solid,  and  long  gloriously  presided  over 
the  same ;  but  now  there  is  enough  of  it,  and  the  '  rayless 
majesty '  (had  he  been  prophetic)  here  beheld  the  rayed  one, 
before  whom  he  was  to  melt  away : 

*  We  announced  ounelvee.  The  servant  led  us  into  a  large  room,  and 
said  his  master  would  come  immediately.  Whether  we  misinterpreted 
a  motion  he  made  I  cannot  say ;  at  any  rate^  we  fancied  he  had  bedconed 
us  to  advance  into  an  adjoining  chamber.  We  did  advance^  and  to  a 
singular  scene;  for^  at  the  same  moment^  Gottsched^  the  huge  broad 
gigantic  man^  entered  from  the  opposite  door^  in  green  damask  night- 
gown^ lined  with  red  taffeta ;  but  his  enormous  head  was  bald  and  with- 
out covering.  This^  however^  was  the  very  want  to  be  now  supplied : 
for  the  servant  came  springing-in  at  the  side-door^  with  a  full-bottomed 
wig  on  his  hand  (the  locks  fell  down  to  his  elbow)^  and  held  it  out, 
with  terrified  gesture,  to  his  master.  €k>tt8ched,  without  uttering  the 
smallest  complaint,  lifted  the  head-gear  with  his  left  hand  from  the 
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servant's  arm  ;  and  very  defUf  fwinging  it  up  to  it*  place  on  the  hud, 
at  tha  same  time,  with  his  right  hand,  ^ve  the  poor  man  a  box  on  the 
ear,  which,  as  ie  seen  in  comedies,  dashed  him  sploning  out  of  the  apart- 
ment :  whereupon  the  recpectsble-looking  Patriarch  quite  g^velj'  desired 
US  to  be  seated,  and  with  proper  dignity  went  through  ■  tolerably  long 
discourse.' 

la  which  discourse,  however,  it  is  likely,  little  edification 
for  the  young  inquirer  could  lie.  Already  hy  multifarious 
discoursiiigs  and  readings  he  has  convinced  himself,  to  his 
despair,  of  the  watery  condition  of  the  Gottschedic  world, 
and  how  '  the  Noachide  (Noaheid)  of  Bodiner  is  a  true  symbol 
of  the  deluge  that  has  swelied-up  round  the  Gennan  Par- 
nassus,' and  in  literature  as  in  philosophy  there  b  neitho' 
landmark  nor  loadstar.  Here,  too,  he  resumes  his  inquiries 
about  religion,  falls  into  'black  scruples'  about  most  things; 
and  in  '  the  bald  noti  feeble  deliverances '  propounded  him 
has  sorry  comfort.  Outwaid  things,  moreover,  go  not  as 
they  should :  the  copious  philosophic  harlequinades  of  that 
wag,  Beyrish  *  with  a  long  nose,^  unsettle  rather  than  settle ; 
as  do,  in  many  ways,  other  wise  and  foolish  mortals  of  both 
sexes :  matters  grow  worse  and  worse.  He  falls  sick,  be- 
comes wretched  enough ;  yet  unfolds  withal  *  an  audacious 
humour  which  feels  itself  superior  to  the  moment,  not  only 
fears  no  danger,  but  even  wilfully  courts  it.''  And  thus, 
somewhat  in  a  wrecked  state,  he  quits  his  propitious  mother, 
and  returns  home. 

Nevertheless  let  there  be  no  reflections :  he  must  now  in 
earnest  get  forward  with  his  Law,  and  on  to  Strasburg  to 
complete  himself  therein ;  so  has  the  paternal  judgment 
arranged  it.  A  lawyer,  the  thing  in  these  latter  days  called 
lawyer,  of  a  man  in  whom  ever-bounteous  Nature  has  sent 
us  a  Poet  for  the  World  !  0  blind  mortals,  blind  over  what 
lies  closest  to  us,  what  we  have  the  truest  wish  to  see !  In 
this  young  colt  that  caprioles  there  in  young  lustihood,  and 
snuffs  the  wind  with  an  '  audacious  humour,'  rather  dangerous- 
looking,  no  Sleswic  Dobbin,  to  rise  to  dromedary  stature, 
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and  draw  three  tons  avoirdupois  (of  street-mud  or  whatever 
else),  has  been  vouchsafed ;  but  a  winged  miraculous  Pegasus 
to  carry  us  to  the  heavens ! — Whereon  too  (if  we  consider 
it)  many  a  heroic  Bellerophon  shaU,  in  times  coming,  mount, 
and  destroy  Chimseras,  and  deliver  afl9icted  nations  on  the 
lower  earth. 

Meanwhile,  be  this  as  it  may,  the  youth  is  gone  to  Stras- 
burg  to  prepare  for  the  examen  rigorosum;  though,  as  it 
turned  out,  for  quite  a  different  than  the  Law  one.  Con- 
fusion enough  is  in  his  head  and  heart;  poetic  objects  too 
have  taken  root  there,  and  will  not  rest  till  they  have  worked 
themselves  into  form.  *  These,'  says  he,  *  were  Gotz  von 
Berlichingen  and  Faust.  The  written  Life  of  the  former  had 
seized  my  inmost  soul.  The  figure  of  a  rude  well-meaning 
self-helper,  in  wild  anarchic  time,  excited  my  deepest  sym- 
pathy. The  impressive  puppet-show  Fable  of  the  other 
sounded  and  hummed  through  me  many-toned  enough.** — 
*  Let  us  withdraw,  however,'  subjoins  he,  *  into  the  free  air, 
to  the  high  broad  platform  of  the  Minster;  as  if  the  time 
were  still  here,  when  we  young  ones  often  rendezvoused  thither 
to  salute,  with  full  rummers,  the  sinking  sun.'  They  had 
good  telescopes  with  them ;  *  and  one  friend  after  another 
searched  out  the  spot  in  the  distance  which  had  become  the 
dearest  to  him ;  neither  was  I  without  a  little  eye-mark  of 
the  like,  which,  though  it  rose  not  conspicuous  in  the  land- 
scape, drew  me  to  it  beyond  all  else  with  a  kindly  magic' 
This  alludes,  we  perceive,  to  that  Alsatian  Vicar  of  Wakefield, 
and  his  daughter  the  fair  Frederike ;  concerning  which  matter 
a  word  may  not  be  useless  here.  Exception  has  been  taken  by 
certain  tender  souls,  of  the  all-for-love  sort,  against  Goethe's 
conduct  in  that  business.  He  flirted  with  his  blooming  blue- 
eyed  Alsatian,  she  with  him,  innocently  enough,  thoughtlessly 
enough,  till  they  both  came  to  love  each  other ;  and  then, 
when  the  marrying  point  began  to  grow  visible  in  the  dis- 
tance, he  stopt  short  and  would  no  farther.  Adieu,  he  cried, 
and  waved  his  lily  hand.     *  The  good  Frederike  was  weeping ; 
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I  too  waa  aiclc  enough  at  heart.'  Whereupon  ariHes  the 
quc!>tion ;  Is  Goetlie  a  bad  man ;  or  is  he  not  a  bad  man  P 
Alas,  worthy  bouU  !  if  this  world  were  all  a  weil  ding -dance, 
and  ThoU'Shedt  never  come  into  collision  with  Thou-ivill,  what 
a  new  improved  time  had  we  of  it !  But  it  is  man's  miserable 
lot,  in  the  mean  while,  to  eat  and  labour  as  well  as  wed ; 
alas,  how  often,  like  Corporal  Trim,  docs  he  spend  the  whole 
night,  one  moment  dividing  the  world  into  two  halves  with , 
his  fair  Bcguino,  next  moment  remembering  that  he  has  only 
tt  knapsack  and  fifteen  Sorins  to  divide  with  any  one !  Be- 
sides, you  do  not  consider  tliat  our  dear  Frederike,  whom  we 
too  could  weep  for  if  it  ser^'ed,  had  a  sound  German  heart 
within  her  stays  ;  had  furthermore  abundance  of  work  to  do, 
and  not  even  leisure  to  die  of  love;  above  all,  that  at  tliis 
period,  in  the  country  parts  of  Alsatia,  there  were  no  cir- 
culating-library novels. 

With  regard  to  the  false  one's  cruelty  of  temper,  who,  if 
we  remember,  saw  a  ghost  in  broad  noon  that  day  he  rode 
away  from  her,  let  us,  on  the  other  hand,  hear  Jung  Stilling, 
for  be  also  had  experience  thereof  at  this  very  date.  Poor 
Jung,  a  sort  of  Grerman  Dominie  Sampson,  awkward,  honest, 
irascible,  *in  old-fashioned  clothes  and  bag-wig,"  who  had 
been  several  things,  charcoal-burner,  and,  in  repeated  alter- 
nation, tailor  and  schoolmaster,  was  now  come  to  Strasburg 
to  study  medicine ;  with  purse  long-necked,  yet  with  head 
that  had  brains  in  it,  and  heart  full  of  trust  in  God.  A 
pious  soul,  who  if  he  did  afterwards  write  hooks  on  the 
Nature  of  Departed  Spirits,  also  restored  to  si^t  (by  his 
skill  in  eye- operations)  above  two  thousand  poor  blind  pertotUt 
without  fee  or  reward,  even  supporting  many  of  them  in  the 
hospital  at  his  own  expense. 

'There  dined,'  wys  tie, '  at  this  table  about  tirenty  people,  whom  the 
t<ro  comrades'  (Troort  and  I)  'saw  one  after  the  otber  enter.  One 
especially,  with  large  bright  eyes,  magnificent  brow,  and  fine  statore, 
walked  gallantly  {muthig)  in.  He  drew  Herr  Troort's  and  StiUing's  eyei 
oa  him ;  Herr  Trooet  wld,  "IliBt  mtut  be  a  superior  roan."    StiUiag 
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assented^  yet  thought  they  would  both  have  much  vexation  from  him^  an 
he  looked  like  one  of  your  wild  fellows.  This  did  Stilling  infer  from  the 
frank  style  which  the  student  had  assumed ;  but  here  he  was  far  mistaken. 
They  founds  meanwhile^  that  this  distinguished  individual  was  named 
Herr  Goethe. 

^  Herr  Troost  whispered  to  Stilling^  ''  Here  it  were  best  one  sat  seven 
days  silent"  Stilling  felt  this  truth ;  they  sat  silent  therefore^  and  no 
one  particularly  minded  them,  except  that  Goethe  now  and  then  hurled 
over  (herSberwdlzte)  a  look :  he  sat  opposite  Stilling,  and  had  the  govern- 
ment of  the  table  without  aiming  at  it. 

'  Herr  Troost  was  neat,  and  dressed  in  the  fashion ;  Stilling  likewise 
tolerably  so.  He  had  a  dark-brown  coat  with  fustian  under-garments : 
only  that  a  scratch-wig  also  remained  to  him,  which,  among  his  bag- 
wigs,  he  would  wear  out.  This  he  had  put  on  one  day,  and  came 
therewith  to  dinner.  Nobody  took  notice  of  it  except  Herr  Waldberg 
of  Vienna.  That  gentleman  looked  at  him  ;  and  as  he  had  already  heard 
that  Stilling  was  greatly  taken  up  about  religion,  he  began,  and  asked 
him,  Whether  he  thought  Adam  in  Paradise  had  worn  a  scratch-wig? 
All  laughed  heartily,  except  Salzman,  Goethe  and  Troost;  these  did 
not  laugh.  In  Stilling  wrath  rose  and  burnt,  and  he  answered :  ^^  Be 
ashamed  of  this  jest ;  such  a  trivial  thing  is  not  worth  laughing  at ! " 
But  Goethe  struck-in  and  added :  ^^Try  a  man  first  whether  he  deserves 
mockery.  It  is  devil-like  to  £&!!  upon  an  honest-hearted  person  who 
has  injured  nobody,  and  make  sport  of  him !"  From  that  time  Herr 
Goethe  took  up  Stilling,  visited  him,  liked  him,  made  friendship  and 
brothership  with  him,  and  strove  by  all  opportunities  to  do  him  kind- 
ness. Pity  that  so  few  are  acquainted  with  this  noble  man  in  respect 
of  his  heart ! '  ^ 

Here,  indeed,  may  be  the  place  to  mention,  that  this  noble 
man,  in  respect  of  his  heart,  and  goodness  and  badness,  is 
not  altogether  easy  to  get  acquainted  with ;  that  innumerable 
persons,  of  the  man-milliner,  parish-clerk  and  circulating- 
library  sort,  will  find  him  a  hard  nut  to  crack.  Hear  in  what 
questionable  manner,  so  early  as  the  year  1773,  he  expresses 
himself  towards  Herr  Sulzer,  whose  beautiful  hypothesis,  that 
^  Nature  meant,  by  the  constant  influx  of  satisfactions  stream* 
ing-in  upon  us,  to  fashion  our  minds,  on  the  whole,  to  soft- 
ness and  sensibility,^  he  will  not  leave  a  leg  to  stand  on. 
*  On  the  whoUy  says  he,  <  she  does  no  such  thing ;  she  rather, 

A  SaUiMis  iVamderuhaft.    Berlin  and  Leipsig,  177& 
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God  be  thauked,  hardeos  her  genuine  children  agaiust  th« 
pains  and  evils  she  incessantly  prepares  for  them;  so  that  we 
name  him  the  happiest  man  who  is  the  strongest  to  make 
front  against  evil,  to  put  it  aside  from  him,  and  in  defiance 
of  it  go  the  road  of  his  own  will.'  '  Mao''s  art  in  all  situations 
is  to  foi'tifv  himself  against  Nature,  to  avoid  her  thousandfold 
ills,  and  only  to  enjoy  his  measure  of  the  good  ;  till  at  length 
he  manages  to  include  the  whole  circulation  of  his  true  and 
factitious  wants  in  a  palace,  and  fix  as  far  as  possible  all 
scattered  beauty  and  felicity  within  his  glass  walls,  where 
accordingly  he  grows  ever  the  weaker,  takes  to  "joys  of  the 
soul,"  and  his  powers,  roused  to  their  natural  exertion  by  no 
contradiction,  melt  away  iato  ^—-horresco  refer  ens — 'Virtue, 
Benevolence,  Sensibility  ! '  In  Goethe's  Writings  too,  we  all 
know,  the  moral  lesson  is  seldom  so  easily  educed  as  one  would 
wish.  Alas,  how  seldom  is  he  so  direct  in  tendency  as  hia 
own  plain-spoken  muraliut  at  Plundersweilem  ; 

'  Dear  Cbriitian  people,  one  «nd  all, 
Whea  will  yoa  cease  four  ■inning  ? 
Else  can  ^DQT  comfort  be  but  small, 
Good  hap  scarce  have  bepinaing ; 
For  Vice  is  hurtftil  unto  man. 
In  Virtue  liea  hia  surest  pUn ; ' 

or,  to  give  it  in  the  original  words,  the  emphasis  of  which  no 
foreigD  idiom  can  imitate  : 


In  which  emphatic  couplet,  does  there  not,  as  the  critics  say 
in  other  cases,  lie  the  essence  of  whole  volumes,  such  as  we 
have  read  P — 

Goethe's  far  most  important  relation  in  Strasbur^  was  the 
accidental  temporary  one  with  Herder ;  which  issued,  indeed, 
in  a  more  permanent,  though  at  no  time  an  altogether  inti- 
mate one.  Herder,  with  much  to  give,  had  always  something 
to  require ;  living  with  him  seems  never  to  have  been  wholly 
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a  sinecure.  Groethe  and  he  moreover  were  fundamentally 
different,  not  to  say  discordant;  neither  could  the  humour 
of  the  latter  be  peculiarly  sweetened  by  his  actual  business 
in  Strasburg,  that  of  undergoing  a  surgical  operation  on  *  the 
lachrymatory  duct,'  and,  above  all,  an  unsuccessful  one : 

'  He  was  attending  the  Prince  of  Holstein-Eutin^  who  laboured  under 
mental  distresses^  on  a  course  of  travel ;  and  had  arrived  with  him  at 
Strasburg.  Our  society^  so  soon  as  his  presence  there  was  known,  felt  a 
strong  wish  to  get  near  him ;  which  happiness,  quite  unexpectedly  and 
by  chance,  befel  me  first  I  had  gone  to  the  Inn  zum  OeUt,  visiting  I 
forget  what  stranger  of  rank.  Just  at  the  bottom  of  the  stairs  I  came 
upon  a  man,  like  myself  about  to  ascend,  whom  by  his  look  I  could  take 
to  be  a  clergyman.  His  powdered  hair  was  fastened-up  into  a  round 
lock,  the  black  coat  also  distinguished  him  ;  still  mora  m  long  black  silk 
mantle,  the  end  of  which  he  had  gathered  together  and  studc  into  his 
pocket.  This  in  some  measure  surprising,  yet  on  the  whole  gallant  and 
pleasing  figure,  of  whom  I  had  already  heard  speak^  left  me  no  doubt 
but  it  was  the  filmed  Traveller ;  and  my  address  soon  convinced  him  that 
he  was  known  to  me.  He  asked  my  name,  which  could  not  be  of  any 
significance  to  him  ;  however,  my  openness  seemed  to  give  pleasure,  for 
he  replied  to  it  in  friendly  style,  and  as  we  stept  upstairs,  forthwith 
showed  himself  ready  for  a  lively  communication.  Our  visit  also  was  to 
the  same  party ;  and  before  separating  I  begged  permission  to  wait  upon 
himself,  which  he  kindly  enough  accorded  me.  I  delayed  not  to  make 
repeated  use  of  this  preferment ;  and  was  the  longer  the  more  attracted 
towards  him.  He  had  something  sofUsh  in  his  manner,  which  was  fit 
and  dignified,  without  strictly  being  bred.  A  round  face ;  m  fine  brow ; 
a  somewhat  short  blunt  nose ;  a  somewhat  projected,  yet  highly  charac- 
teristic, pleasant,  amiable  mouth.  Under  black  eyebrows,  a  pair  of  coal- 
black  eyes,  which  fi&iled  not  of  their  effect,  though  one  of  them  was  wont 
to  be  red  and  inflamed.' 

With  this  gifted  man,  by  five  years  his  senior,  whose  writ- 
ings had  already  given  him  a  name,  and  announced  the  much 
that  lay  in  him,  the  open-hearted  disciple  could  manifoldly 
communicate,  learning  and  enduring.  Erelong,  under  that 
*  softish  manner,^  there  disclosed  itself  a  *  counterpulse  ^  of 
causticity,  of  ungentle  almost  noisy  banter ;  the  blunt  nose 
was  too  often  curled  in  an  adunco-suspensive  manner.  What- 
soever of  self-complacency,  of  acquired  attachment  and  in- 
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eight,  of  soir-suflicieiic)'  well  or  ill  grounded,  lay  in  the  youth, 
waa  exposed,  we  can  fancy,  to  the  severest  triftl.  In  Herder 
too,  as  in  an  expressive  microcosm,  he  might  see  imaged 
the  whole  wide  world  of  German  literature,  of  European 
ThoHght ;  ita  old  workings  and  misworkings,  its  best  recent 
tendencies  and  efforts;  what  its  past  and  actual  wasteness, 
perplexity,  confusion  worse  confounded,  was.  In  all  which, 
moreover,  the  bantered,  yet  imperturbably  inquiring  brave 
young  man  had  quite  other  than  a  theoretic  interest,  being 
himself  minded  to  dwell  there.  It  is  easy  to  conceive  that 
Herder's  presence,  stirriug-up  in  that  fashion  so  many  new 
and  old  matters,  ivould  mightily  aggravate  the  former  '  fer- 
mentation ' ;  and  thereby,  it  is  true,  unintentionally  or  not, 
forward  the  same  towards  clearness. 

In  fact,  with  the  hastiest  glance  over  the  then  position  of 
the  world  spiritual,  we  shall  find  that  as  Disorder  is  never 
wanting  (and  for  the  young  spiritual  hero,  who  is  there  only 
to  destroy  Disorder  and  make  it  Order,  can  least  of  all  be 
wanting),  so,  at  the  present  juncture,  it  specially  abounded. 
Why  dwell  on  this  often-delineated  Epoch  F  Over  all  Europe 
the  reign  of  Earnestness  had  now  wholly  dwindled  into  that 
of  Dilettantism.  Tlie  voice  of  a  certain  modem  *  closet- 
logic,*  which  called  itself,  and  could  not  but  call  itself, 
Philosophy,  had  gone  forth,  saying.  Let  there  be  darkness, 
and  there  was  darkness.  No  Divinity  any  longer  dwelt  in 
the  world ;  and  as  men  cannot  do  without  a  Divinity,  a  sort 
of  terrestrial-upholstery  one  had  been  got  together,  and 
named  Ta^te,  with  medallic  virtuosi  and  picture  cognoscenti, 
and  enlightened  letter  and  belles-lettres  men  enough  for 
priests.  To  which  worship,  with  its  stunted  formularies  and 
hungry  results,  must  the  earnest  mind,  like  the  hollow  and 
shallow  one,  adjust  itself,  as  best  might  be.  To  a  new  man, 
do  doubt,  the  Earth  is  always  new,  never  wholly  without 
interest.  Knowledge,  were  it  only  that  of  dead  languages, 
or  of  dead  actions,  the  foreign  tradition  of  what  others  bad 
acquired  and  done,  was  still  to  be  searched  after ;  fame  might 
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be  enjoyed  if  procurable ;  above  all,  the  culinary  and  brewing 
arts  remained  in  pristine  completeness,  their  results  could  be 
relished  with  pristine  vigour.  Life  lumbered  along,  better 
or  worse,  in  pitiful  discontent,  not  yet  in  decisive  desperation, 
as  through  a  dim  day  of  languor,  sultry  and  sunless.  Already, 
too,  on  the  horizon  might  be  seen  clouds,  might  be  heard 
murmurs,  which  by  and  by  proved  themselves  of  an  electric 
character,  and  were  to  cool  and  clear  that  same  sultriness  in 
wondrous  deluges. 

To  a  man  standing  in  the  midst  of  German  literature,  and 
looking  out  thither  for  his  highest  good,  the  view  was  troubled 
perhaps  with  various  peculiar  perplexities.  For  two  cen- 
turies, German  literature  had  lain  in  the  sere  leaf.  The 
Luther,  ^  whose  words  were  half  battles,'  and  such  half  battles 
as  could  shake  and  overset  half  Europe  with  their  cannonad- 
ing, had  long  since  gone  to  sleep ;  and  all  other  words  were 
but  the  miserable  bickering  of  theological  camp-suttlers  in 
quarrel  over  the  stripping  of  the  slain.  Ulrich  Hutten  slept 
silent,  in  the  little  island  of  the  Zurich  Lake  ;  the  weary  and 
heavy-laden  had  wiped  the  sweat  from  his  brow,  and  laid  him 
down  to  rest  there  .  the  valiant,  fire-tempered  heart,  with  all 
its  woes  and  loves  and  loving  indignations,  mouldered,  cold, 
forgotten ;  with  such  a  pulse  no  new  heart  rose  to  beat.  The 
tamer  Opitzes  and  Flemmings  of  a  succeeding  era  had,  in  like 
manner,  long  fallen  obsolete.  One  unhappy  generation  after 
another  of  pedants,  *  rhizophagous,'  living  on  roots,  Greek  or 
Hebrew;  of  farce-writers,  gallant-verse  writers,  journalists 
and  other  jugglers  of  nondescript  sort,  wandered  in  nomadic 
wise,  whither  provender  was  to  be  had ;  among  whom,  if  a 
passionate  Gunther  go  with  some  emphasis  to  ruin ;  if  an 
illuminated  Thomasius,  earlier  than  the  general  herd,  deny 
witchcraft,  we  are  to  esteem  it  a  felicity.  This  too,  however, 
has  passed ;  and  now,  in  manifold  enigmatical  signs,  a  new 
Time  announces  itself.  Well-bom  Hagedorns,  munificent 
Gleims  have  again  rendered  the  character  of  Author  honour- 
able ;  the  polish  of  correct,  aitiduous  Rabeners  and  Ramlers 
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have  Bmoothed  away  the  old  impurities ;  a  pious  Klopstock) 
to  the  general  enthusiasm,  rises  aoew  into  something  d 
seraphic  music,  though  b^  methods  wherein  he  can  have  no 
follower ;  the  brave  spirit  of  a  Lessing  pierces,  in  many  a 
life-giving  ray,  through  the  dark  inertness  :  Germany  has  risen 
to  a  level  with  Europe,  is  henceforth  participant  of  all 
European  influences;  nay,  it  is  now  appointed,  though  not 
yet  ascertained,  that  Germany  is  to  be  the  leader  of  spiritual 
Europe.  A  deep  movement  agitates  the  universal  mind  of 
Germany,  though  as  yet  no  one  sees  towards  what  issue ;  only 
that  heavings  and  etldyings,  confused  conflicting  tendencies, 
work  unquietly  everywhere;  the  movement  is  begun  and  will 
not  stop,  but  the  course  of  it  is  yet  far  from  ascertained. 
Even  to  the  young  man  now  looking-on  with  such  anxious 
intensity  had  this  very  task  been  allotted  :  To  find  it  a  course, 
and  set  it  flowing  thereon. 

Wboever  will  represent  thb  confused  revolutionary  condi< 
tion  of  all  things,  has  but  to  fancy  how  it  would  act  on  the 
most  susceptive  and  comprehoosive  of  living  minds ;  what  a 
Chaos  he  had  taken  in,  and  was  dimly  struggling  to  body- 
forth  into  a  Creation.  Add  to  which,  bis  so  confused, 
contradictory  personal  condition ;  appointed  by  a  positive 
father  to  be  practitioner  of  l^w,  by  a  still  more  positive 
mother  (old  Nature  herself)  to  he  practitioner  of  Wisdom, 
and  Captain  of  spiritual  Europe :  we  have  confusion  enough 
for  him,  doubts  economic  and  doubts  theologic,  doubts 
moral  and  sesthetical,  a  whole  world  of  confusion  and 
doubt. 

Nevertheless  to  the  young  Strasburg  student  the  gods  had 
given  their  most  precious  gift,  which  is  worth  all  others, 
without  which  all  others  are  worth  nothing ;  a  seeing  eye  and 
a  faithful  loving  heart : 

'  Er  halt'  em  Auge  treu  und  ktug, 
Vnd  war  aueh  Kebemll  genug, 
Zu  lehauen  manehet  kUtr  und  rtin, 
Vnd  taieder  ailet  tai  madUn  Mia; 
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HaU*  ouch  eine  Zunge  die  eich  ergo99, 
Und  leicht  undfem  in  Worleflon; 
Desi  thaten  die  Musen  tick  erfretm, 
WoUten  ihn  zum  Meistendnger  weihn,'  ^ 

A  mind  of  all-piercing  vision,  of  sunny  strength,  not  made  to 
ray-out  darker  darkness,  but  to  bring  warm  sunlight,  all- 
purifying,  all-uniting.  A  clear,  invincible  mind,  and  *  conse- 
crated to  be  Master-singer'  in  quite  another  guild  than  that 
Nijrnberg  one. 

His  first  literary  productions  fall  in  his  twenty-third  year ; 
WerteTj  the  most  celebrated  of  these,  in  his  twenty-fifth.  Of 
which  wonderful  Book,  and  its  now  recognised  character  as 
poetic  (and  prophetic)  utterance  of  the  World's  Despair,  it  is 
needless  to  repeat  what  has  elsewhere  been  written.  This  and 
Gotz  von  Berlichingeriy  which  also,  as  a  poetic  lookipg-back 
into  the  past,  was  a  word  for  the  world,  have  produced  incal- 
culable efiects ; — which  now  indeed,  however  some  departing 
echo  of  them  may  linger  in  the  wrecks  of  our  own  Moss- 
trooper and  Satanic  Schools,  do  at  length  all  happily  lie 
behind  us.  Some  trifling  incidents  at  Wetzlar,  and  the 
suicide  of  an  unhappy  acquaintance,  were  the  means  of 
*  crystallising '  that  wondrous  perilous  stuff,  which  the  young 
heart  oppressively  held  dissolved  in  it,  into  this  world-famous, 
and  as  it  proved,  world-medicative  Werter.  He  had  gone  to 
Wetzlar  with  an  eye  still  to  Law ;  which  now,  however,  was 
abandoned,  never  to  be  resumed.  Thus  did  he  too,  Mike 
Saul  the  son  of  Eish,  go  out  to  seek  his  father's  asses,  and 
instead  thereof  find  a  kingdom.' 

With  the  completion  of  these  two  Works  (a  completion 
in  every  sense,  for  they  were  not  only  emitted,  but  speedily 
also  c2^mitted,  and  seen  over,  and  left  behind),  commences 
what  we  can  specially  call  his  Life,  his  activity  as  Man.  The 
outward  particulars  of  it,  from  this  point  where  his  own 

^  ffans  Sachsins  PoiHsche  Stndtmg  {Goethes  fVerJki,  xiii.) ;  a  bfautiful  piece 
(a  very  JIanj  Sachs  btatiJUd^  both  in  character  and  style),  which  we  wish  there 
was  any  possibility  of  translating. 


^ 
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NaiTfttive    ends,    have    been    briefly    summed  -  up    in    Uicse 

terniH  : 

'In  irrc,  the  Heir-apparent  of  Weimar  wm  passing  through  Frank- 
fort, on  wiiith  occafiiuu,  by  the  iuterrentiou  of  some  friends,  ha  waited 
upon  Goetiie.  The  visit  must  have  been  mutually  agreeable  ;  for  a  short 
time  afterwards  the  young  Author  was  invited  to  court ;  apparently  to 
contribute  his  assistance  in  various  literary  inititutions  and  arrangements 
then  proceeding  or  coutecnplated  ;  and  in  pursuance  of  this  bouourable 
call,  he  accordingly  settled  at  Weimar,  with  the  title  of  Legatitmrrath, 
and  the  actual  dignity  of  a  place  in  tlic  Collegium,  or  Council.  The  con- 
nejtion  liegun  under  such  favourable  auspice?,  and  ever  afterwards  con- 
tinued under  the  like  or  better,  has  been  productive  of  important 
consequences,  not  only  to  Weimar  but  to  nil  Germany.  T^e  noble 
purpose  undertaken  by  the  DuchesS  Amelia  wa^  zealously  forwarded  by 
the  young  Duke  ou  his  accession  ;  under  whose  influence,  supported  and 
directed  by  bis  new  Councillor,  this  inconsiderable  state  has  gained  for 
itself  a  fairer  distinction  than  any  of  its  larger,  richer  or  more  warlike 
neighbours.  By  degrees  whatever  was  brightest  in  the  genius  of  Ger- 
many had  been  gathered  to  this  little  court ;  a  clusioal  theatre  was  under 
the  superintendence  of  Goethe  and  Schiller ;  here  Wieland  taught  and 
■ung ;  in  the  pulpit  was  Herder  ;  and  possessing  such  a  four,  the  small 
town  of  Weimar,  some  five-and-twenty  years  ago,  might  challenge  the 
proudest  capital  of  the  world  to  match  itinlntellectual  wealth.  Oocuined 
to  profitably  to  his  country,  and  honourably  to  himself,  Goetho  eontinuad 
rising  in  favour  with  his  Prince ;  by  degrees  a  political  was  added  to  his 
literary  trust ;  in  1779  he  became  Privy  Councillor ;  President  in  1782 ; 
and  at  length  after  his  return  from  Italy,  where  he  had  spent  two  yean 
in  varied  studiea  and  observation,  he  was  appointed  Minister;  a  poet 
which  he  only  a  fsw  yean  ago  resigned,  on  his  final  retirement  from 
public  aSsirs.' 

Notable  enough  that  little  Weimar  should,  in  thia  par- 
ticular, have  brought  back,  as  tt  were,  an  old  Italian  Com- 
monwealth into  the  niDeteentfa  century  1  For  the  Petrarcas 
and  Boccsccios,  though  reverenced  as  Poets,  were  not  supposed 
to  have  lost  their  wits  as  men ;  but  could  be  employed  in  the 
highest  services  of  the  state,  not  only  as  fit,  but  as  the  fittest, 
to  dbcharge  these.  Very  different  with  us,  where  Diplo- 
matists and  Governors  can  be  picked  up  from  the  highways, 
or  chosen  in  the  manner  of  blindman'i  buff  (the  first  figure 
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you  clutch,  say  rather  that  clutches  yau^  will  make  a 
governor);  and,  even  in  extraordinary  times,  it  is  thought 
much  if  a  Milton  can  become  Latin  Clerk  under  some  Bul- 
strode  Whitelock,  and  be  called  *  one  Mr.  Milton.'  As  if  the 
poet,  with  his  poetry,  were  no  other  than  a  pleasant  mounte- 
bank, with  faculty  of  a  certain  ground-and-lofty  tumbling 
which  would  amuse ;  for  which  you  must  throw  him  a  few 
coins,  a  little  flattery,  otherwise  he  would  not  amuse  you  with 
it.  As  if  there  were  any  talent  whatsoever ;  above  all,  as  if 
there  were  any  talent  of  Poetry  (by  the  consent  of  all  ages 
the  highest  talent,  and  sometimes  pricelessly  high),  the  first 
foundation  of  which  were  not  even  these  two  things  (properly 
but  one  thing) :  intellectual  Perspicacity,  with  force  and 
honesty  of  Will.  Which  two,  do  they  not,  in  their  simplest 
quite  naked  form,  constitute  the  very  equipment  a  Man  of 
Business  needs ;  the  very  implements  whereby  all  business, 
from  that  of  the  delver  and  ditcher  to  that  of  the  legislator 
and  imperator,  is  accomplished;  as  in  their  noblest  con- 
centration they  are  still  the  moving  faculty  of  the  Artist 
and  Prophet ! 

To  Goethe  himself  this  connexion  with  Weimar  opened  the 
happiest  course  of  life  which,  probably,  the  age  he  lived  in 
could  have  yielded  him.  Moderation,  yet  abundance ;  elegance 
without  luxury  or  sumptuosity :  Art  enough  to  give  a  heavenly 
firmament  to  his  existence ;  Business  enough  to  give  it  a  solid 
earth.  In  his  multifarious  duties  he  comes  in  contact  with 
all  manner  of  men ;  gains  experience  and  tolerance  of  all 
men'^s  ways.  A  faculty  like  his,  which  could  roaster  the 
highest  spiritual  problems  and  conquer  Evil  Spirits  in  their 
own  domain,  was  not  likely  to  be  foiled  by  such  when  they 
put-on  the  simpler  shape  of  material  clay*  The  greatest  of 
Poets  is  also  the  skilfulest  of  Managers :  the  little  terrestrial 
Weimar  trust  committed  to  him  prospers ;  and  one  sees  with 
a  sort  of  smile,  in  which  may  lie  a  deep  seriousness,  how  the 
Jena  Museums,  University  arrangements,  Weimar  Art-exhibi- 
tions and  Palace-buildings,  are  guided  smoothly  on,  by  a  hand 
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which  could  have  worthily  swayed  imperial  sceptres.  The 
world,  could  it  intrust  its  imperial  sceptres  to  such  hands, 
were  blessed  :  nay,  to  this  man,  without  the  world's  coDsent 
given  or  asked,  a  still  higher  function  had  been  committed. 
But  on  the  whole,  we  name  his  external  life  happy,  among  the 
happiest,  in  this,  that  a  nohle  princely  Courtesy  could  dwell 
in  it,  based  on  the  worship,  by  speecli  and  practice,  of  Truth 
only  (for  his  victory,  as  we  said  above,  was  so  complete,  as 
almost  to  hide  that  there  had  been  a  stniggle),  and  the 
worldly  could  praise  him  as  the  most  agreeable  of  men,  and 
the  spiritual  aa  the  highest  and  clearest ;  but  happy  above 
all,  in  this,  that  it  forwarded  him,  as  no  other  could  have 
done,  in  his  inward  life,  the  good  or  evil  hap  of  which  was 
alone  of  permaiieiit  importance. 

The  inward  life  of  Goethe,  onward  from  this  epoch,  lies 
nobly  recorded  in  the  long  series  of  his  Writings.  Of  these, 
meanwhile,  the  great  bulk  of  our  English  world  has  nowise 
yet  got  to  such  understanding  and  mastery,  that  we  could 
with  much  hope  of  profit,  go  into  a  critical  examinalaon  of 
their  merits  and  characteristics.  Such  a  task  can  stand-over 
till  the  day  for  it  arrive ;  be  it  in  this  generation,  or  the 
next,  or  afler  the  next.  What  has  been  elsewhere  already 
set  forth  suffices  the  present  want,  or  needs  only  to  be  repeated 
and  enforced ;  the  expositor  of  German  things  must  say,  with 
judicious  Zanga  in  the  play  :  "  First  recover  that,  then  shalt 
thou  know  more.*'  A  glance  over  the  grand  outlines  of  the 
matter,  and  more  especially  under  the  aspect  suitable  to  these 
days,  can  alone  be  in  place  here. 

In  Goethe't  Workst  chronologically  arranged,  we  see  this 
above  all  things :  A  mind  working  itself  into  clearer  and 
clearer  ft«edom ;  guning  a  more  and  more  perfect  dominion 
of  its  world.  The  pestilential  fever  of  Scepticism  runs 
through  its  stages ;  but  happily  it  ends  and  disappears  at  the 
last  stage,  not  in  death,  not  in  chronic  malady  (the  com- 
monest way),  but  in  clearer,  henceforth  invulnerable  health. 
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Werter  we  called  the  voice  of  the  world's  despair :  passionate, 
uncontrollable  is  this  voice ;  not  yet  melodious  and  supreme, 
— as  nevertheless  we  at  length  hear  it  in  the  wild  apocaljrptic 
FaiLst :  like  a  death-song  of  departing  worlds ;  no  voice  of 
joyful  ^  morning  stars  singing  together '  over  a  Creation ;  but 
of  red  nigh-extinguished  midnight  stars,  in  spheral  swan- 
melody,  proclaiming.  It  is  ended ! 

What  follows,  in  the  next  period,  we  might,  for  want  of  a 
fitter  term,  call  Pagan  or  Ethnic  in  character ;  meaning  thereby 
an  anthropomorphic  character,  akin  to  that  of  old  Greece  and 
Rome.  Wiihelm  Meister  is  of  that  stamp  :  warm,  hearty,  sunny 
human  Endeavour ;  a  free  recognition  of  Life,  in  its  depth, 
variety  and  majesty;  as  yet  no  Divinity  recognised  there. 
The  famed  Venetian  Epigrams  are  of  the  like  Old  Ethnic 
tone  :  musical,  joyfully  strong ;  true,  yet  not  the  whole  truth, 
and  sometimes  in  their  blunt  realism  jarring  on  the  sense. 
As  in  this,  oftener  cited  perhaps,  by  a  certain  class  of  wise 
men,  than  the  due  proportion  demanded  : 

Why  BO  bastleth  the  People  and  crieth  ? — Would  find  itself  victual^ 
Children  too  would  beget^  feed  on  the  best  may  be  had  ! 
Mark  in  thy  notebooks^  Traveller^  this^  and  at  home  go  do  likewise : 
Farther  reacheth  no  man,  make  he  what  stretching  he  will. 

Doubt,  reduced  into  Denial,  now  lies  prostrate  under  foot : 
the  fire  has  done  its  work,  an  old  world  is  in  ashes ;  but  the 
smoke  and  the  flame  are  blown  away,  and  a  sun  again  shines 
clear  over  the  ruin,  to  raise  therefrom  a  new  nobler  verdure 
and  flowerage.  Till  at  length,  in  the  third  or  final  period, 
melodious  Reverence  becomes  triumphant ;  a  deep  all-per- 
vading Faith,  with  mild  voice,  grave  as  gay,  speaks  forth  to 
us  in  a  Meisters  Wanderjahre,  in  a  West'OEsilicher  Divan ;  in 
many  a  little  Zahme  Xentey  and  true-hearted  little  rhyme, 
^  which,^  it  has  been  said,  ^  for  pregnancy  and  genial  signifi- 
cance, except  in  the  Hebrew  Scriptures,  you  will  nowhere 
match.**     As  here,  striking-in  almost  at  a  venture : 
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Like  M  a  Star,  ' 

That  makelh  not  haste. 
That  takath  not  rest. 
Be  each  one  fulfilling 
Hi«  god-givea  Uert.' 

Or  this  small  Couplet,  which  the  reader,  if  he  wil ,  may  sub- 
stitute for  whole  horse-loads  of  Essays  on  the  Origin  qfEvU\ 
a  spiritual  manufacture  which,  in  these  enlightened  times, 
ought  ere  now  to  have  gone  out  of  fashion  : 

"HTiBt  shall  I  teach  thee,  the  foremost  things?" 
CoaldBt  teach  me  off  my  ovn  Shadow  to  spring ! 

>   Wit  das  Gtstim, 
Qhnt  ffasC, 
Aber  ehni  Rail, 
Dnkt  sichjtdiT 
Um  die  tigvt  Lnjt 

So  (landi  it  in  the  original ;  hereby,  however,  hanEi  a  tale : 

'  A  fact,'  tays  one  of  oar  fellow -labourers  in  Ihii  Geiman  vineyard,  '  ha*  bnt 
now  come  to  our  knowledge,  which  we  take  pleasure  and  pride  in  lUting. 
Fifteen  Englishmen,  entertaining  Ihat  high  consideration  for  the  good  GoeUie, 
which  the  labour!  and  high  deserts  of  a  long  life  usefully  employed  so  richly 
merit  from  all  mankind,  have  presented  him  with  a  highly- wrought  Seal,  ai  a 
token  of  theur  veoeratiau.*  We  must  pass  over  the  description  of  the  gif),  for  it 
would  be  too  elaborate  ;  suffice  it  to  say,  that  amid  tasteful  carving  and  emblem* 
atic  embossing  enough,  stood  these  words  engraved  on  a  gold  belt,  on  the  four 
udes  respectively:  T»  Ihi  Gemutn  Matter:  Frcm  Fritnda  in  England:  Htk 
AigtuI:  1831  ;  finally,  that  the  impression  was  a  star  encircled  with  a  lerpent* 
of-etemity,  and  this  motto :  Ohtu  Hail  Attr  Ohiu  Sait. 
'The  following  it  the  Letter  which  accompanied  it : 

'  "  Ta  tht  Foil  Goelhi,  on  lit  a8/4  ofAuguH  1831 
' "  Sib, — Among  the  friends  whom  this  so  interesting  Anniversary  calls  ronnd 
you,  may  we  'English  friends,'  in  thought  and  symbolically,  mnce  penonally 
it  b  impossible,  present  ourselves  to  offei  you  our  afiectionate  congratulations. 
We  hope  you  will  do  us  the  honour  to  accept  this  little  Birthday  Gift,  which,  as 
a  true  testimony  of  our  feelings,  may  not  be  without  value. 

"'We  said  to  ourselves  :  As  it  is  always  the  highest  duly  and  pleanie  to 
show  reverence  to  whom  reverence  is  due,  and  our  chief,  perhaps  our  only  bene- 
factor is  he  who  by  act  and  word  instructs  us  in  wisdom, — so  we,  urtdersigned, 
feeling  towards  the  Foet  Goethe  as  the  spiritually  taught  towards  their  spiritual 
teacher,  are  de»rous  to  express  that  sentuneni  openly  and  in  common )  for  which 
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Or  the  pathetic  picturesqueness  of  this : 

A  rampart-breach  is  every  Day, 
Whioli  many  mortals  are  storming : 
Fall  in  the  gap  who  may. 
Of  the  slain  no  heap  is  forming. 

JBijie  Bruche  iitjeder  Tag, 
Die  viele  Menschen  entUrmen; 
Wer  da  auch/ailen  mag, 
Die  Todten  Hch  nienuUe  thOrmen, 

In  such  spirit,  and  with  an  eye  that  takes-in  all  provinces 
of  human  Thought,  Feeling,  and  Activity,  does  the  Poet  stand 
forth  as  the  true  prophet  of  his   time;   victorious  over  its 

end  we  have  determined  to  solicit  his  acceptance  of  a  small  English  gift  proceed- 
ing from  us  all  equally,  on  his  approaching  birthday ;  that  so,  while  the  venerable 
man  still  dwells  among  us,  some  memorial  of  the  gratitude  we  owe  him,  and 
think  the  whole  world  owes  him,  may  not  be  wanting. 

' "  And  thus  our  little  tribute,  perhaps  among  the  purest  that  men  could  offer 
to  man,  now  stands  in  visible  shape,  and  begs  to  be  received.  May  it  be  welcome, 
and  speak  permanently  of  a  most  close  relation,  though  wide  seas  flow  between 
the  parties! 

' "We  pray  that  many  years  may  be  added  to  a  life  so  glorious,  that  aU 
happiness  may  be  yours,  and  strength  given  to  complete  your  high  task,  even 
as  it  has  hitherto  proceeded,  like  a  star,  without  haste,  yet  without  rest. 

* "  We  remain,  Sir,  your  friends  and  servants, 

**'FlFTUN  ENGUSHMBN.** 

'The  wonderful  old  man,  to  whom  distant  and  unknown  friends  had  paid 
such  homage,  could  not  but  be  moved  at  sentiments  expressed  in  such  termi. 
We  hear  that  he  values  the  token  highly,  and  has  condescended  to  return  the 
following  lines  for  answer : 

**D£N  FUNFZSHN  EnGLISCHBN  FRBUNDBM 

If^ffrtSt  dU  tUr  Dickttr  s^rtcht^ 
TrtUt  M  heimiscktn  Besirktm 
WirlUn  gltick^  dock  weus  tr  nicki 
Ohtuin  dis  Fimg  wirkim, 

BritUm  I  k»H  tit  mn^^aut  .* 
*  TkAHitn  Sitm,  das  Tkmmgnaitii; 
SUHi  StrOm  «4m  Hast  / ' 
Und  M  W0Ui  Ikr»  dtnm  besUftlt  I 
"  l^gimar,  d.  a8/M  Amgtut  X83X.  Gomw." ' 

{Frasif^s  MagoMim,  zxiL  447.) 

And  thus,  as  it  chanced,  was  the  poet's  last  birthday  celebrated  by  an  outward 
ceremony  of  a  peculiar  kind ;  wherein  too,  it  b  to  be  hoped,  might  lie  some 
inward  meaning  and  sincerity. 
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contradiction,  posi^essor  of  its  wealtli;  embodying  tlie  nobleuess 
of  the  past  into  a  new  whole,  into  a  new  vital  nobleness  for 
the  present  and  the  futuie.  Antique  nobleness  in  all  kmds, 
yet  worn  with  new  clearness ;  the  spirit  of  it  is  j>reserved  and 
again  revealed  in  shape,  when  the  former  shape  and  vesture 
bad  become  old  (as  vestures  do),  and  was  dead  and  cast  forth ; 
and  we  mourned  as  if  the  spirit  too  were  gone.  This,  we  are 
aware,  is  a  high  saying;  applicable  to  no  other  man  H^'ing, 
or  that  has  lived  for  some  two  centuries;  ranks  Goethe,  not 
only  as  the  highest  man  of  Hs  time,  but  as  a  man  of  universal 
Time,  important  for  all  generations, — one  of  the  landmarks 
in  the  History  of  Men. 

Tlius,  from  our  point  of  view,  does  Goethe  rise  on  us  as 
the  Uuiter,  and  victorious  Reconciler,  of  the  distracted,  clasb- 
ing  elements  of  the  moat  distracted  and  divided  age  that  the 
world  has  witnessed  since  the  Introduction  of  the  Christian 
Religion,  to  which  old  chaotic  Era,  of  world-confiistOD  and 
world-rcfusion,  of  blackest  darkness,  succeeded  by  a  dawn  of 
light  and  nobler  '  dayspring  from  on  high,^  thn  wondrous  Era 
of  ours  is,  indeed,  oftenest  likened.  To  the  faithful  heart  let 
no  era  be  a  desperate  one  i  It  is  ever  the  nature  of  Darkness 
to  be  followed  by  a  new  nobler  Light ;  nay,  to  produce  such. 
The  woes  and  contradictions  of  an  Atheistic  time ;  of  a  world 
sunk  in  wickedness  and  baseness  and  unbelief,  wherein  also 
physical  wretchedness,  the  disorganisation  and  broken-hearted- 
ness  of  whole  classes  struggling  in  ignorance  and  pain  will  not 
fail :  all  this,  the  view  of  all  this,  falls  like  a  Sphinx-question 
on  every  new-born  earnest  heart,  a  life-and-deatb  entangle- 
ment for  every  earnest  heart  to  deliver  itself  from,  and  the 
world  from.  Of  Wisdom  cometb  Strength  :  only  when  there 
is  '  no  vision '  do  the  people  perish.  But,  by  natural  vicissi- 
tude, the  age  of  Persiflage  goes  out,  and  that  of  earnest  un- 
conquerable Endeavour  must  come  in :  for  the  ashes  of  the 
old  fire  will  not  warm  men  anew ;  the  new  generation  is  too 
desolate  to  indulge  in  mockery, — unless,  perhaps,  in  bitter 
suicidal  mockery  of  itself!     Thus  after  Voltaires  enou^  have 
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laughed  and  sniifed  at  what  is  false,  appear  some  Turgots  to 
ask  what  is  true.  Woe  to  the  land  where,  in  these  seasons, 
no  prophet  arises ;  but  only  censors,  satirists  and  embittered 
desperadoes,  to  make  the  evil  worse ;  at  best  but  to  accelerate 
a  consummation,  which  in  accelerating  they  have  aggravated ! 
Old  Europe  had  its  Tacitus  and  Juvenal ;  but  these  availed 
not.  New  Europe  too  has  had  its  Mirabeaus,  and  Byrons, 
and  Napoleons,  and  innumerable  red-flaming  meteors,  shaking 
pestilence  from  their  hair ;  and  earthquakes  and  deluges,  and 
Chaos  come  again ;  but  the  clear  Star,  day'*s  harbinger  (Phos- 
pharosj  the  bringer  of  lighi)^  had  not  yet  been  recognised. 

That  in  Goethe  there  lay  Force  to  educe  reconcilement  out 
of  such  contradiction  as  man  is  now  bom  into,  marks  him  as 
the  Strong  One  of  his  time ;  the  true  Early  though  now  with 
quite  other  weapons  than  those  old  steel  Jarls  were  used  to ! 
Such  reconcilement  of  contradictions,  indeed,  is  the  task  of 
every  man:  the  weakest  reconciles  somewhat;  reduces  old 
chaotic  elements  into  new  higher  order;  ever,  according  to 
faculty  and  endeavour,  brings  good  out  of  evil.  Consider 
now  what  faculty  and  endeavour  must  belong  to  the  highest 
of  such  tasks,  which  virtually  includes  all  others  whatsoever ! 
The  thing  that  was  given  this  man  to  reconcile  (to  begin 
reconciling  and  teach  us  how  to  reconcile),  was  the  inward 
spiritual  chaos;  the  centre  of  all  other  confusions,  outward 
and  inward :  he  was  to  dose  the  Abyss  out  of  which  such 
manifold  destruction,  moral,  intellectual,  social,  was  pro- 
ceeding. 

The  greatness  of  his  Endowment,  maniiested  in  such  a 
work,  has  long  been  plain  to  all  men.  That  it  belongs  to 
the  highest  class  of  human  endowments,  entitling  the  wearer 
thereof,  who  so  nobly  used  it,  to  the  appellation,  in  its 
strictest  sense,  of  Great  Man, — is  also  becoming  plain.  A 
giant  strength  of  Character  is  to  be  traced  here ;  mild  and 
kindly  and  calm,  even  as  strength  ever  is.  In  the  midst  of 
so  much  spasmodic  Byronism,  bellowing  till  its  windpipe  is 
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cracked,  how  very  different  looks  this  symptom  of  strength : 
'  He  appeared  to  aim  at  pushing  away  from  him  everything 
that  did  not  hang  upon  his  individual  will/  '  In  his  own 
imperturbable  firmness  of  character,  he  had  grown  into  the 
habit  of  never  contradicting  any  one.  On  the  contrary,  he 
listened  with  a  friendly  air  to  e\'ery  one's  opinion,  and  would 
himself  elucidate  and  strengtheu  it  by  instances  and  I'easons 
of  his  own.  All  who  did  not  know  him  fancied  that  he 
thought  as  they  did ;  for  he  was  possessed  of  a  prepon- 
derating intellect,  and  could  transport  himself  into  the  mental 
state  of  any  man,  and  imitate  his  manner  of  couceiving.' ' 
Beloved  brethren,  who  wisii  to  be  strong !  Had  not  the 
man,  who  could  take  this  smooth  method  of  it,  more  strength 
in  him  than  any  teeth-grinding,  glass-eyed  'lone  Caloyer* 
you  have  yet  fallen-in  with  ?  Consider  your  ways ;  consider, 
first,  whether  you  cannot  do  with  being  weak  !  If  the  answer 
still  prove  negative,  consider,  secondly,  what  strength  actaally 
is,  and  where  you  are  to  try  for  it.  A  certain  strong  man, 
of  former  time,  fou^t  stoutly  at  Lepanto ;  worked  stoutly  as 
Algerine  slave;  stoutly  delivered  himself  from  such  working; 
with  stout  cheerfulness  endured  famine  and  nakedness  and 
the  world^B  ingratitude;  and,  sitting  in  jail,  with  the  one 
arm  left  him,  wrote  our  joyfiilest,  and  all  but  our  deepest, 
modem  book,  and  named  it  Don  Quicmle :  this  was  a  genuine 
strong  man,  A  strong  man,  of  recent  time,  fights  little  for 
any  good  cause  anywhere ;  works  weakly  as  an  English  lord ; 
weakly  delivers  himself  from  such  working;  with  weak  de- 
spondency endures  the  cackling  of  plucked  geese  at  St. 
James's ;  and,  sitting  in  sunny  Italy,  in  his  coach-and-four, 
at  a  distance  or  two  thousand  miles  from  them,  writes,  over 
many  reams  of  paper,  the  following  sentence,  with  variations : 
Saw  ever  the  world  tme  greater  or  unhappierf  This  was  a 
sham  strong  man.     Choose  ye. — 

Of  Goethe's  spiritual  Endowment,  looked  at  on  the  Intel- 
lectual side,  we  have  (as  indeed  lies  in  the  nature  of  things, 
>  miit^M  MtiUtr,  book  vL 
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for  moral  and  intellectual  are  fundamentally  one  and  the 
same)  to  pronounce  a  similar  opinion  ;  that  it  is  great  among 
the  veiy  greatest.  As  the  first  gift  of  all,  may  be  discerned 
here  utmost  Clearness,  all-piercing  fcuoilty  of  Vision ;  whereto, 
as  we  ever  find  it,  all  other  gifts  are  superadded ;  nay,  pro- 
perly they  are  but  other  forms  of  the  same  gift.  A  nobler 
power  of  insight  than  this  of  Goethe  you  in  vain  look  for, 
since  Shakspeare  passed  away.  In  fact,  there  is  much  every 
way,  here  in  particular,  that  these  two  minds  have  in  common. 
Shakspeare  too  does  not  look  at  a  thing,  but  into  it,  through 
it;  so  that  he  constructively  comprehends  it,  can  take  it 
asunder,  and  put  it  together  again ;  the  thing  melts,  as  it 
were,  into  light  under  his  eye,  and  anew  creates  itself  before 
him.  That  is  to  say,  he  is  a  Thinker  in  the  highest  of  all 
senses :  he  is  a  Poet.  For  Goethe,  as  for  Shakspeare,  the 
world  lies  all  translucent,  all  Jiisible  we  might  call  it,  en- 
circled with  WoNDEB;  the  Natural  in  reality  the  Super- 
natural, for  to  the  seer's  eyes  both  become  one.  What  are 
the  Hawleta  and  Tempests^  the  Fausts  and  Mignons^  but 
glimpses  accorded  us  into  this  translucent,  wonder-encircled 
world ;  revdations  of  the  mystery  of  all  mysteries,  Man's  Life 
as  it  actually  is  ? 

Under  other  secondary  aspects  the  poetical  faculty  of  the 
two  will  still  be  found  cognate.  Goethe  is  full  of  Jigurative- 
ness ;  this  grand  light-giving  Intellect,  as  all  such  are,  is  an 
imaginative  one, — and  in  a  quite  other  sense  tiian  most  of  our 
unhappy  Imaginatives  will  imagine.  Gall  the  Craniologist 
declared  him  to  be  a  bom  Volksredner  (popular  orator),  both 
by  the  figure  of  his  brow,  and  what  was  still  more  decisive, 
because  ^he  could  not  speak  but  a  figure  came.'  Gall  saw 
what  was  high  as  his  own  nose  reached. 

High  as  the  nose  doth  reach,  all  clear ! 
What  higher  lies,  they  ask :  Is  it  here  ? 

A  far  different  figurativeness  was  this  of  Goethe  than 
popular  oratory  has  work  for.     In  figures  of  the  popular- 
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oratory  kind,  Goethe,  throughout  hia  Writings  at  least,  a 
nowise  the  roost  copious  man  known  to  us,  though  on  a 
stricter  scrutiny  we  may  find  him  the  rithest.  Of  your  readj- 
luade,  coloured -pa  per  metaphors,  such  as  can  be  sewed  or 
plastered  on  the  surface,  by  way  of  giving  an  ornamental 
finish  to  the  rag-web  already  woven,  we  s]>eak  uot;  there  is 
not  one  such  to  be  discovered  in  all  his  Works.  But  even  in 
the  use  of  genuine  metaphors,  whicli  are  not  haberdashery 
ornament,  but  the  genuine  new  vesture  of  new  tlioughts,  he 
yields  to  lower  men  (for  esample  to  Jean  Paul) ;  that  is  to 
say,  in  fact,  he  is  more  master  of  the  comvion  language,  and 
can  oftener  make  i^  serve  him.  Goethe's  figurativeness  ties 
in  the  vei-y  centre  of  his  being ;  manifests  itself  as  the  con- 
structing of  the  inward  elements  of  a  thought,  as  the  vital 
embodiment  of  it:  such  figures  aa  Ihose  of  Goethe  you  will 
look  for  through  all  modem  literature,  and  except  here  and 
there  in  Sbakspeare,  nowhere  find  a  trace  of.  Again,  Jt  is 
the  same  faculty  in  higher  exercise,  that  enable!  the  poet  to 
construct  a  Character.  Here  too  Shakspeara  and  Goethe, 
unlike  innumerable  others,  are  vitai ;  their  ctmBtruction  begins 
at  the  heart  and  flows  outward  aa  the  life-streams  do ; 
fashioning  the  surface,  as  it  were,  spontaneously.  Those 
Macbeths  and  Falstafis,  accordingly,  these  Fausts  and  Miilinas 
have  a  verisiniilitude  and  life  that  separates  them  from  all 
other  fictions  of  late  ages.  All  otben,  in  comparison,  have 
more  or  less  the  nature  of  hollow  vizards,  constructed  from 
without  inwards,  painted  Uke,  and  deceptively  put  in  motion. 
Many  years  ago  on  finishing  our  first  perusal  of  Wil/ulm 
Matter,  with  a  very  mixed  sentiment  in  other  respects,  we 
could  not  hut  feet  that  here  lay  more  insight  into  the 
elements  of  human  nature,  and  a  more  poetically  perfect 
combining  of  these,  than  in  all  the  other  fictitious  literature 
of  our  generation. 

Neither,  as  an  additional  similarity  (for  the  great  b  ever 
like  itself),  let  the  majestic  Calmness  of  both  be  omitted ; 
their  perfect  tolerance  for  all  men  and  all  things.     Iliis  too 


GOETHE'S   WORKS  489 

proceeds  from  the  same  source,  perfect  clearness  of  vision  :  he 
who  comprehends  an  object  cannot  hate  it,  has  already  begmi 
to  love  it  In  respect  of  style,  no  less  than  of  character,  this 
calmness  and  graceful  smooth-flowing  softness  is  again  char« 
acteristie  of  both;  though  in  Goethe  the  quality  is  more 
complete,  having  been  matured  by  far  more  assiduous  study. 
Goethe's  style  is  perhaps  to  be  reckoned  the  most  excellent 
that  our  modem  world,  in  any  language^  can  exhibit*  *  Even 
to  a  foreigner,'  says  one,  *  it  is  fiill  of  character  and  secondary 
meanings;  polished,  yet  vernacular  and  cordial,  it  scmnds 
like  the  dialect  of  wise,  antique-minded,  true-hearted  men : 
in  poetry,  brirf,  sharp,  simple  and  expressive :  in  prose, 
perhaps  still  more  pleasing ;  for  it  is  at  once  concise  and  full, 
rich,  clear,  unpretending  and  melodious ;  and  the  sensc^  not 
presented  in  alternating  flashes,  piece  after  piece  revealed  and 
withdrawn,  rises  before  us  as  in  continuous  dawning,  and 
stands  at  last  simultaneously  complete,  and  bathed  in  the 
mellowest  and  ruddiest  sundiine.  It  brings  to  mind  what 
the  prose  of  Hooker,  Bacon,  Milton,  Browne,  would  have 
been,  had  they  written  under  the  good  without  the  bad 
influences  of  that  French  precision,  which  has  polished  and 
attenuated,  trimmed  and  impoverished  all  modem  languages ; 
made  our  meaning  clear,  and  too  often  shallow  as  well  as 
dear.' 

Finally,  as  Shakspeare  is  to  be  considered  as  the  greater 
nature  of  the  two,  so  on  the  other  hand  we  must  admit  him 
to  have  been  the  less  cultivated,  and  much  the  more  careless. 
What  Shakspeare  could  have  done  we  nowhere  discover.  A 
careless  mortal,  open  to  the  Universe  and  its  influences,  not 
caring  strenuously  to  open  himself;  who,  Prometheus-like, 
will  scale  Heaven  (if  it  so  must  be),  and  is  satisfied  if  he  there- 
with pay  the  rent  of  his  London  Playhouse ;  who,  had  the 
Warwickshire  Justice  let  him  hunt  deer  unmolested,  might, 
for  many  years  more,  have  lived  quiet  on  the  green  earth 
without  such  aerial  journeys :  an  unparalleled  mortal.  In  the 
great  Goethe,  again,  we  see  a  man  through  life  at  his  utmost 
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strain;  a  man  who,  as  he  says  himself,  'struggled  totighly'; 
laid  hold  of  all  things,  under  all  aspects,  scientific  or  poetic : 
engaged  passionately  with  the  deepest  interests  of  nan's 
existence,  in  the  most  complex  age  of  man's  history.  What 
Shakspeare's  thoughts  on  'God,  Nature,  Art,'  would  have 
been,  especially  had  he  lived  to  number  fourscore  years,  were 
curious  to  know  :  Goethe's,  delivered  in  many-toned  melody, 
as  the  apocalypse  of  our  era,  are  here  for  us  to  know. 

Such  was  the  noble  talent  intrusted  to  this  man ;  such  the 
noble  employment  he  made  thereof.  We  can  call  him,  once 
more,  '  a  clear  aiul  universal  man ' ;  we  can  say  that,  in  his 
universality,  as  thinker,  as  singer,  as  worker,  he  lived  a  life  of 
antique  nobleness  under  these  new  conditions;  and,  in  so 
living,  is  alone  in  all  Europe ;  the  foremost,  whom  others  are 
to  leam  from  and  follow.  In  which  great  act,  or  rather  great 
sum-total  of  many  acts,  who  shall  compute  what  treasure 
of  new  strengthening,  of  faith  become  hope  and  visicm,  lies 
secured  for  all !  The  question,  Can  man  still  live  in  devout- 
neas,  yet  without  blindness  or  contraction ;  in  unconquerable 
steadfastness  for  the  right,  yet  without  tumultuous  exaspera^ 
tion  agunst  the  wrong;  as  an  antique  worthy,  yet  with 
the  expansion  and  increased  endowment  of  a  modem  P  is  no 
longer  a  question,  but  has  become  a  certainty,  and  ocularly- 
visible  fact. 

We  have  looked  at  Goethe,  as  we  engaged  to  do, '  on  thia 
side,'  and  with  the  eyes  of  '  this  generation ' ;  that  is  to  say, 
chiefly  as  a  world-changer,  and  benignant  spiritual  revolu- 
tionist :  for  in  our  present  so  astonishing  condition  of  '  pro- 
gress of  the  species,'  such  is  the  category  under  which  we 
must  try  all  things,  wisdom  itself.  And,  indeed,  under  this 
aspect  too,  Goethe's  Life  and  Works  are  doubtless  of  incal* 
cnlable  value,  and  worthy  our  most  earnest  study  :  for  his 
Spiritual  History  is,  as  it  were,  the  ideal  emblem  of  all  true 
men's  in  these  days  ;  the  goal  of  Manhood,  whidi  he  attained, 
we  too  in  our  degree  have  to  aim  at ;  let  us  mark  well  the 
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road  he  fashioned  for  himself,  and  in  the  dim  wditering  chaos 
rejoice  to  find  a  paved  way. 

Here,  moreover,  another  word  of  explanation  is  periiaps 
worth  adding.  We  mean,  in  r^aid  to  the  controversy 
agitated  (as  abont  many  things  pertaining  to  Goethe)  about 
his  Political  creed  and  practice.  Whether  he  was  Ministerial 
or  in  Opposition?  Let  the  political  admirer  of  Goethe  be 
at  ease :  Goethe  was  both,  and  also  neither !  The  *  rotten 
whitewashed  {gebrechliche  ttbaifk'nckie)  condition  of  society^ 
was  plainer  to  few  eyes  than  to  his,  sadder  to  few  hearts  than 
to  his.     Listen  to  the  Epigrammatist  at  Venice : 

To  this  stithf  I  liken  the  land,  the  hammer  its  ruler, 
And  the  people  that  plate,  beaten  between  them  that  writhes : 
Woe  to  the  plate,  when  nothing  bat  wilful  bruises  on  bruises 
Hit  it  at  random  ;  and  made,  cometh  no  Kettle  to  view ! 

But,  alas,  what  is  to  be  done? 

No  Apottle-of-Liberty  much  to  my  heart  ever  found  I ; 
License,  each  for  himself,  this  was  at  bottom  their  want. 
Liberator  of  many  !  first  dare  to  be  Servant  of  many : 
Wliat  a  business  is  that,  wouldst  thou  know  it,  go  try  1 

Let  tiie  foUowing  also  be  recommended  to  all  inordinate  wor- 
shippers of  Septennials,  Triennials,  Elective  Franchise,  and 
the  Shameful  Parts  of  the  Constitution ;  and  let  each  be  a 
little  tolerant  of  his  neighbour's  ^  festoon,'  and  rejoice  that  he 
has  himself  found  out  Freedom^ — a  thing  much  wanted  : 

WaUs  I  can  see  tumbled  down,  walls  I  see  also  a-building ; 
Here  sit  prisoners,  there  likewise  do  prisoners  sit : 
Is  the  world,  then,  itself  a  huge  prison  ?    Free  only  the  madman. 
His  chains  knitting  still  up  into  some  graceful  festoon  ? 

So  that,  for  the  Poet,  what  remains  but  to  leave  Conserva- 
tive and  Destructive  pulling  one  another's  locks  and  ears  off, 
as  they  will  and  can  (the  ulterior  issue  being  long  since 
indubitable  enough) ;  and,  for  his  own  part,  strive  day  and 
night  to  forward  the  small  suffering  remnant  of  Prodtictives ; 
of  those   who,  in   true   manful   endeavour,  were   it   under 
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No.  1 
THE   TALE» 

BT  OOETHB 

[1832] 

That  Groethe^  many  years  ago^  wrote  a  piece  named  Doi  Mdhrehen  (The 
Tale);  which  the  admiring  critics  of  Germany  contrived  to  criticise  by  a 
stroke  of  the  pen ;  declaring  that  it  was  indeed  The  TtAe,  and  worthy  to 
be  called  the  Tale  of  Tales  {doi  Afdhrehen  alter  Afdhrchen), — may  appear 
certain  to  most  English  readers^  for  they  hare  repeatedly  seen  as  much 
in  print.  To  some  English  readers  it  may  appear  certain,  furthermore, 
that  they  personally  know  this  Tale  of  Tales ;  and  can  even  pronounce  it 
to  deserve  no  such  epithet,  and  the  admiring  critics  of  Germany  to  be 
little  other  than  blockheads. 

English  readers!  the  first  certainty  is  altogether  indubitable;  the 
second  certainty  is  not  worth  a  rush. 

That  same  Mdhrehen  alier  Mdhrehen  you  may  see  with  your  own  eyes^ 
at  this  hour,  in  the  Fifteenth  Volume  of  Goethee  Werke ;  and  seeing  is 
believing.  On  the  other  hand,  that  English  '  Tale  of  Tales,'  put  forth 
some  years  ago  as  the  Translation  thereof,  by  an  individual  connected 
with  the  Periodical  Press  of  London  (his  Periodical  vehicle,  if  we 
remember,  broke  down  soon  after,  and  was  rebuilt,  and  still  runs,  under 
the  name  of  Court  Journal), — was  a  Translation,  miserable  enough,  of  a 
quite  different  thing;  a  thing,  not  a  Mdhrehen  (Fabulous  Tale)  at  all, 
but  an  Erzdhhing  or  common  fictitious  Narrative ;  having  no  manner 
of  relation  to  the  real  piece  (beyond  standing  in  the  same  Volume); 
not  so  much  as  Milton's  Tetrachordon  of  Divorce  has  to  his  Alkgro  and 
Peneeroeo  I  In  this  way  do  individuals  connected  with  the  Periodical 
Press  of  London  play  their  part,  and  commodiously  befool  thee,  O  Public 
of  English  readers,  and  can  serve  thee  with  a  mass  of  roasted.grass,  and 
name  it  stewed  venison ;  and  will  continue  to  do  so,  till  thou— open  thy 
eyes,  and  from  a  blind  monster  become  a  seeing  one. 

This  mistake  we  did  not  publicly  note  at  the  time  of  its  occurrence ; 
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for  two  good  rcMont:  Urtt,  tiitt  wUls  — t«*«fcf  m  Jaanmiof^  Ilka 
PopuUtion,  «t  the  mte  of  Twalve  Hnndrad  t)4af,  the  benefit  <tf  adriflg 
on«,  and  throttling  it,  would  be  peribctlj  IneonddflntUe :  neoiid,  that 
we  were  not  then  in  eziiteno&  Hie  UgUf  oomporite  Htraiililng  XaiUj, 
which  here  aa  'O.  Y.'  ■ddreMae  msnkind  for  *  Meaui,  elill  ilnmbend 
(his  elements  MHttered  onr  luflnitode,  end  working  nnder  other  diapaa) 
in  the  womb  of  Nothing  I  Meditate  on  u  «  little,  O  reeder :  if  tltra 
wilt  consider  who  and  what  we  are ;  what  Fowera,  of  Gaahj  Bmriaoae^ 
Intelligence,  Stupidity  and  Hyrtery  ereated  ni,  and  what  work  we  do 
and  will  do,  there  ■ball  be  no  end  to  thy  amairnnimt 

Thia  mistake,  however,  we  do  now  note ;  Induced  thereto  bj  oceaeioa. 
By  the  fact,  namely,  that  a  genuine  Kr^llab  TntuUtlon  of  that  JfUroltN 
has  been  banded-ln  to  ui  for  judgment ;  and  now  (anoh  Jndgmmt  hMtU)g 
proved  merciful)  comei  out  from  ni  In  the  waj  of  publication.  Of  tbs 
Translation  we  cannot  mj  mnoli ;  by  the  colour  of  tin  paper,  it  Baj  b* 
some  seven  yean  old,  and  have  lain  parhape  in  moky  repoaitorlai :  It  ii 
not  a  good  TranalatioD ;  yet  also  not  wholly  bad ;  &ithfnl  to  the  oiiginal 
(as  we  can  vouch,  after  strict  trial) ;  conveys  the  real  meaning,  though 
with  an  effort :  here  and  there  our  pen  has  striven  to  help  it,  but  oonld 
uot  do  much,  llie  poor  Translator,  who  signs  himaelf  '  D.  T.,'  and 
affects  to  carry  matters  with  a  high  hand,  tbougb,  as  we  have  ground  to 
eurmise,  he  is  probably  in  straits  for  the  neceaearies  of  life, — has,  at  a 
more  recent  date,  appended  numerous  Notes ;  wherein  he  will  convince 
himself  that  more  meaning  lies  in  his  Mdhreltta  'than  in  all  the  Litera- 
ture of  our  century' :  some  of  these  we  have  retained,  now  and  then 
with  an  explanatory  or  exculpatory  word  of  our  own  ;  the  roost  we  have 
cut  away,  as  superfluous  and  even  absurd.  Superfluous  and  even  absurd, 
we  say :  D.  T.  can  take  this  of  us  as  he  likes ;  we  know  him,  and  what  is 
in  him,  and  what  is  not  in  him ;  believe  that  he  will  prove  reasonaUe ; 
can  do  eit]>er  way.  At  all  events,  let  one  of  the  aotablert  Performances 
produced  for  the  last  thousand  years  be  now,  through  his  oigana  (ainoe 
no  Other,  in  this  elapsed  half-century,  havo  offered  themselTes),  set  before 
an  undJBceming  public. 

We  too  will  premise  our  conviction  that  this  JUahrehen  presents 
a  phantasmagoric  Adumbration,  pregnant  with  deepeet  significance ; 
though  nowise  that  D.  T.  has  so  accurately  evolved  the  same.  listen 
notwithstanding  to  a  remark  or  two,  extracted  from  his  Immeaaorable 

'Dull  men  of  this  country,'  says  be,  'who  pretend  to  admire  Goethe, 
smiled  on  me  when  1  first  asked  the  meaning  of  this  Tale.  "  Meaning  1 " 
answered  they :  "  it  is  a  wild  arabesque,  without  meaning  or  purpose  at 
all,  except  to  dash  together,  copiously  enough,  confused  hues  of  Imagina- 
tion, and  see  what  will  come  of  them."    Such  is  still  the  persuasion  of 
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several  heads;  which  nevertheless  would  perhaps  grudge  to  he  con* 
sidered  wigblocks.' — Not  impossible :  the  first  Sin  in  our  Universe  was 
Lucifer's^  that  of  Self-conceit  But  hear  again ;  what  is  more  to  the 
point: 

'The  difficulties  of  interpretation  are  exceedingly  enhanced  by  one 
circumstance^  not  unusual  in  other  such  writings  of  Goethe's ;  namely, 
that  this  is  no  Allegory ;  which^  as  in  the  PUgrim'9  Progress^  you  have 
only  once  for  all  to  find  the  key  of,  and  so  go  on  unlocking:  it  is  a 
Phautasmagory,  rather;  wherein  things  the  most  heterogeneous  are, 
with  homogeneity  of  figure,  emblemed  forth ;  which  would  require  not 
one  key  to  unlock  it,  but,  at  different  stages  of  the  business,  a  dozen 
successive  keys.  Here  you  have  £pochs  of  Time  shadowed  forth,  there 
Qualities  of  the  Human  Soul ;  now  it  is  Institutions,  Historical  Events, 
now  Doctrines,  Philosophic  Truths:  thus  are  all  manner  of  ''entities 
and  quiddities  and  ghosts  of  defunct  bodies "  set  flying ;  you  have  the 
whole  Four  Elements  chaotico-creatively  jumbled  together,  and  spirits 
enough  embodjring  themselves,  and  roguishly  peering  through,  in  the 
confused  wild-working  mass  l    «    «    « 

'  So  much,  however,  1  will  stake  my  whole  money-capital  and  literary 
character  upon :  that  here  is  a  wonderful  Emblbm  of  UNivuiaiii  Hdtobt 
set  forth ;  more  especially  a  wonderful  Emblem  of  this  our  wonderful 
and  wofnl  "  Age  of  Transition  "  ;  what  men  have  been  and  done,  what 
they  are  to  be  and  do,  is,  in  this  Tale  of  Tales,  poetico-prophetically 
typified,  in  such  a  style  of  grandeur  and  celestial  brilliancy  and  life, 
as  the  Western  Imagination  has  not  elsewhere  reached ;  as  only  the 
Oriental  Imagination,  and  in  the  primeval  ages,  was  wont  to  attempt.' — 
Here  surely  is  good  wine,  with  a  big  bush  !  Study  the  Tale  of  IVdes, 
O  reader :  even  in  the  bald  version  of  D.  T.,  there  will  be  meaning 
found.    He  continues  in  this  triumphant  style : 

'  Can  any  mortal  head  (not  a  wigblock)  doubt  that  the  Giant  of  this 
Poem  means  Supbrstition  ?  That  the  Ferryman  has  something  to  do 
with  the  PRiEfirrHOOD ;  his  Hut  with  the  Church  ? 

'  Again,  might  it  not  be  presumed  that  the  River  were  Tna ;  and  that 
it  flowed  (as  Time  does)  between  two  worlds  ?  Call  the  worid,  or  country 
on  this  side,  where  the  f&ir  Lily  dwells,  the  world  of  Supkrnaturaiibm  ; 
the  country  on  that  side.  Naturalism,  the  working  week-day  world 
where  we  all  dwell  and  toil :  whosoever  or  whatsoever  introduces  itself, 
and  appears,  in  the  firm-earth  of  human  business,  or  as  we  well  say, 
eomes  into  Existence,  must  proceed yhwi  Lil/s  supernatural  country; 
whatsoever  of  a  material  sort  deceases  and  disappears  might  be  expected 
to  go  thither.    Let  the  reader  consider  this,  and  note  what  comes  of  it 

'  To  get  a  free  solid  communication  established  over  this  same  wondrous 
River  of  Time,  so  that  the  Natural  and  Supernatural  may  stand  in 
VOL.  II.  2  F 
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,  bnw  tha  gi«nd  aetion  of  tidi 
Phantaanugarlo  Poom :  !■  not  moh  alio,  Irt  ms  aik  Hw^  tb*  |mi4 
action  and  tammmrf  of  UalTaml  Hltf0)r7 ;  tho  on*  proUan  of  Hainan 
Culture;  the  Qiing  which  Mankind  (onea  tho  thned^f  maaliof  Tietml 
were  modentelf  mnrad)  hu  onr  itrinn  aftor,  and  nut  e?ar  atrif* 
after  >— Ala*  I  we  obaam  forj  aoon,  mattan  rtand  on  a  moat  dlaUaarfnl 
footinn:,  in  thia  of  Natmal  and  Snpomatiiral :  thwo  aie  thne  eonraf- 
ancea  acron,  and  all  bad,  all  Inddsatal,  tomporarf,  wuertatn :  Ik* 
wont  of  the  three,  one  would  think,  and  the  wont  conealnbla,  wtgf 
the  Giant's  Shadow,  at  nnriae  and  aiuuet ;  the  beat  that  Snaka-bridga  at 
noon,  jet  atUl  only  a  bad-bett  Conrider  ^als  onr  tnutlaaa,  rattia, 
revolutionarj  "age  of  tianntlon,"  and  aae  whether  thja  too  doea  Mt 
fit  it! 

'  If  yon  aak  next.  Who  thaaa  other  rtrange  ehaneteia  an,  the  Bnaki^ 
the  Will-o'-wi*pa,  the  Man  wllb  the  I«iupr  I  will  anawtr.  In  general 
and  afar  off,  that  Light  mtiat  tlgnlfy  human  Inrigfat,  Cnlttration,  in  Od* 
sort  or  other.  At  fi>r  the  Snake,  I  know  not  well  what  name  to  eall  It 
by ;  nay,  perhapa,  in  onr  toanty  roeabnlariea,  there  is  no  itotM  for  1^ 
though  that  doea  not  hinder  it*  being  a  thing,  genuine  enough.  Medi- 
tation ;  Intellectual  Reaearch  ;  Underttanding ;  in  the  most  general 
acceptation.  Thought :  all  these  come  near  deeigaating  it ;  none  actually 
designatet  it  Were  I  bound,  under  legal  penaltiea,  to  give  the  creature 
a  name,  I  should  tay,  Thouoht  rather  tiian  another. 

'But  what  If  our  Snake,  and  bo  much  else  that  works  here  bedde  i^ 
were  neither  a  quiUitj/,  nor  a  reality,  nor  a  itaU,  nor  an  aelUm,  in  any 
kind ;  none  of  these  things  purely  and  alone,  bnt  something  inters 
mediate  and  partaking  of  them  all !  In  which  case,  to  namt  it,  in  vulgar 
speech,  were  a  still  more  frantic  attempt :  it  is  nnnameablo  in  speech ; 
and  remains  only  the  allegorical  figure  known  in  this  Tale  by  the  name 
of  Snake,  and  more  or  less  reienAHng  and  shadowing-forth  somewhat 
that  speech  has  named,  or  mi^t  name.  It  is  this  heterogeneity  of 
nature,  pitching  your  solidest  Predicables  beels-over-head,  throwing  yon 
half-a-doien  Categories  into  the  melting-pot  at  once, — that  so  unspeak- 
ably bewilders  a  Commentator,  and  for  momenta  is  nigh  reducing  him 
to  dtlirium  taUatu. 

'The  Will-o'-wispe,  that  laugh  and  jig,  and  compliment  the  ladiea, 
and  eat  gold  and  shalce  it  from  them,  I  for  my  own  share  take  the 
liberty  of  riewing  as  some  shadow  of  ELEOiKr  Cvltvke,  or  modem  Fine 
liteiatnre ;  which  by  and  by  became  so  sceptical-destructive ;  and  did, 
as  French  Philosophy,  eat  Gold  (or  Wisdom)  enough,  and  shake  it  out 
again.  In  which  sense,  their  coming  (into  Existence)  by  the  old  Ferry- 
man's (by  the  Priesthood's)  aaalstance,  and  almost  oversetting  his  boat, 
and  then  laughing  at  him,  and  trying  to  skip-off  from  him,  yet  being 
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obliged  to  flop  till  they  had  satisfied  Mm :  all  tbiB,  to  the  diseemiog 
eye,  haa  its  ugnificacce. 

'As  to  the  Maa  with  the  Lamp,  in  him  and  his  gvlA-giving,  jewel- 
forming;  and  otherwise  eo  miraculoui  Light,  which  "  casts  no  sluulow," 
and  "cannot  illuminate  what  is  wholly  otherwise  in  darkness," — I  see 
what  yon  might  name  the  celestial  Reason  of  Man  (Reason  as  contrasted 
with  Understandiiig,  and  superordinated  to  it),  the  pareet  essence  of  his 
seeing  Faculty ;  which  manifests  itself  as  the  Spirit  of  Poetry,  of 
Prophecy,  or  whatever  else  of  highest  in  the  intellectual  sort  man's  mind 
can  do.  We  behold  this  respectable,  venerable  I^mp-bearer  everywhere 
present  in  dme  of  need ;  directing,  accomplishing,  working,  wonder- 
working, finally  victorious ; — as,  in  strict  reali^,  it  is  ever  (if  we  will 
study  it)  the  Poetic  Vision  that  lies  at  the  bottom  of  all  other  Knowledge 
or  Action ;  and  is  the  source  and  creative  fountain  of  whatsoever  mortals 
ken  or  cor,  and  mystically  and  miraculously  guides  them  forward  whither 
they  are  to  go.  Be  the  Man  with  the  Lamp,  then,  named  Reason  ; 
mankind's  noblest  inspired  Insight  and  Light ;  whereof  all  the  other 
lights  are  but  effluences,  and  more  or  less  discoloured  emanations. 

'His  Wife,  poor  old  woman,  we  shall  call  Phaotioal  Endeavour; 
which  as  married  to  Reason,  to  spiritual  Vision  and  Belief,  first  raakes- 
up  man's  being  here  below.  Unhappily  the  ancient  twuple,  we  find,  are 
but  in  a  decayed  condition :  the  better  emblems  are  they  of  Reason  and 
Endeavour  in  this  our  "  transitiooar;  age"  !  The  Man  presents  himself 
'  in  the  garb  of  a  peasant,  the  Woman  has  grown  over-garrulous,  queru- 
lous ;  both  live  nevertheless  in  their  "  ancient  cottage,"  better  or  worse, 
the  roof-tree  of  which  still  holds  together  over  them.  And  then  those 
mischievous  Will-o'- wisps,  who  pay  the  old  Isdy  such  court,  and  eat  all 
the  old  gold  (all  that  was  wise  and  beautiful  and  desirable)  off  her  walls ; 
and  show  the  old  stones,  qnite  ugly  and  bare,  as  they  had  not  been  for 
ages  I  Besides  they  have  lulled  poor  Mops,  the  plaything,  and  joy  and 
fondling  of  the  house ; — as  has  not  that  same  Elegant  Culture,  or  French 
Philosophy  done,  wheresoever  it  has  arrived?  Mark,  notwithstanding, 
how  the  Man  with  the  Lamp  puts  it  all  right  again,  reconciles  everything, 
and  mokes  the  finest  business  out  of  what  seemed  the  worst. 

'  With  regard  to  the  Four  Kings,  and  the  Temple  which  lies  fesbioned 
underground,  please  to  consider  all  this  as  the  Future  lying  prepared 
and  certain  under  the  Present:  you  observe,  not  only  inspired  Reason 
(or  the  Man  with  the  Lamp),  but  scientific  Hiought  (or  the  Snake),  can 
discern  it  lying  there  ;  nevertheless  much  work  must  be  done,  innumer- 
able difficulties  fronted  and  conquered,  before  it  can  rise  out  of  the 
depths  (of  the  Future),  and  realise  itself  as  the  actual  worshipping-place 
of  man,  and  "the  most  frequented  Temple  in  the  whole  £arth." 

'As  fbr  the  fair  Laly  and  her  ambulatory  necessitous  Prince,  these 
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are  objects  that  I  shall  admit  myidf  IneapaUe  of  namliif :  fat  noiriaa 
admit  myself  incapable  of  attaching  meaning  to.  Cooaider  them  aa  the 
two  disjointed  Halrea  of  the  aingolar  Dnaliatie  Being  of  oiira ;  a  Beings 
I  must  say^  the  most  utterly  Dualistie ;  fashioned^  from  the  wnj  heart 
of  it^  out  of  Positiye  and  Negatiye  (what  we  happily  eaU  Light  and 
Darkness^  Necessity  and  Freewill,  Ck>od  and  Eril,  anid  the  like) ;  every- 
where out  of  two  mortally  oppoeed  things,  which  yet  moat  he  united  in 
vital  love^  if  there  is  to  he  any  Lffh ;— a  Being,  I  repeat,  Dnalisde  beyood 
expressing ;  which  will  split  in  two,  strike  it  in  anp  direction,  on  aaf  of 
its  six  sides ;  and  does  of  itself  split  in  two  (into  Contradiotion),  eveiy 
hour  of  the  day, — ^were  not  I4fh  perpetnaUy  there,  perpetually  knitting 
it  together  again  !  But  as  to  that  cutting-up,  and  parcelling,  and  label- 
ling of  the  indivisible  Human  Soul  into  what  are  called  ''  Fseultiea,'*  it 
is  a  thing  I  have  from  of  old  eschewed,  and  even  hated.  A  thing  which 
you  must  sometimes  do  (or  you  cannot  tpeek) ;  jret  which  Is  never  done 
without  Error  hovering  near  you ;  for  most  part,  without  her  ponneing 
on  you,  and  quite  blindfolding  you. 

'  Let  not  us,  therefore,  in  looking  at  Uly  and  her  Prince  be  tempted 
to  that  practice :  why  should  we  try  to  name  them  at  all  ?  Enough,  if 
we  do  feel  that  man's  whole  Being  is  riven  asunder  every  way  (in  tiiis 
*'  transitionary  age "),  and  yawning  in  hostile,  irreconcilable  contradic- 
tion with  itself:  what  good  were  it  to  know  farther  in  what  direction 
the  rift  (as  our  Poet  here  pleased  to  represent  it)  had  taken  effect? 
Fancy,  however,  that  these  two  Halves  of  Man's  Soul  and  Being  are- 
separated,  in  pain  and  enchanted  obstruction,  from  one  another.  The 
better,  fairer  Half  sits  in  the  Supernatural  country,  deadening  and 
killing;  alas,  not  permitted  to  come  across  into  the  Natural  visible 
country,  and  there  make  all  blessed  and  alive !  The  rugged  stronger 
Half,  in  such  separation,  is  quite  lamed  and  paraljrtic ;  wretched, 
forlorn,  in  a  state  of  death-life,  must  he  wander  to  and  fro  over  the 
River  of  Time  ;  all  that  is  dear  and  essential  to  him,  imprisoned  there ; 
which  if  he  look  at,  he  grows  still  weaker,  which  if  he  touch,  he  dies. 
Poor  Prince !  And  let  the  judicious  reader,  who  has  read  the  Era  he 
lives  in,  or  even  spelt  the  alphabet  thereof,  say  whether,  with  the 
paralytic-lamed  Activity  of  man  (hampered  and  hamstrung  in  a  ^^  transi- 
tionary age"  of  Scepticism,  Methodism;  atheistic  Sarcasm,  hysteric 
Orgasm ;  brazen-faced  Delusion,  Puffery,  Hypocrisy,  Stupidity,  and  the 
whole  Bill  and  nothing  but  the  Bill),  it  is  not  even  so  ?  Must  not  poor 
man's  Activity  (like  this  poor  Prince)  wander  from  Natural  to  Super- 
natural, and  back  again,  disconsolate  enough ;  unable  to  do  anjrthing, 
except  merely  wring  its  hands,  and,  whimpering  and  blubbering,  lament- 
ably inquire  :   What  shall  I  do  ? 

*  But  Courage !    Courage !    The   Temple    Is   built  (though    under- 


THE   TALE  453 

ground);  the  Bridge  shall  arch  itself^  the  divided  Two  shall  clasp  each 
other  as  flames  do^  rushing  into  one;  and  all  that  ends  well  shall  he 
well !  Mark  only  how^  in  this  inimitahle  Poem^  worthy  of  an  Olympic 
crown^  or  prize  of  the  Literary  Society^  it  is  represented  as  pro- 
ceeding ! ' 

So  far  D.  T. ;  a  commentator  who  at  least  does  not  want  confidence 
in  himself:  whom  we  shall  only  caution  not  to  he  too  confident;  to 
remember  always  that^  as  he  once  8a3rs,  ^  Phantasmagory  is  not  Allegory' ; 
that  much  exists^  under  our  very  noses^  which  has  no  '  name/  and  can 
get  none ;  that  the  'River  of  Time'  and  so  forth  may  be  one  thing,  or 
more  than  one,  or  none ;  that,  in  short,  there  is  risk  of  the  too  valiant 
D.  T.'s  bamboozling  himself  in  this  matter;  being  led  from  puddle  to 
pool ;  and  so  left  standing  at  last,  like  a  foolish  mystified  nose-of-wax, 
wondering  where  the  devil  he  is. 

To  the  simpler  sort  of  readers  we  shall  also  extend  an  advice ;  or  be 
it  rather,  proffer  a  petition.  It  is  to  fieuicy  themselves,  for  the  time 
being,  delivered  altogether  from  D.  T.'s  company;  and  to  read  this 
Wlhrchen,  as  if  it  were  there  only  for  its  own  sake,  and  those  tag-rag 
Notes  of  his  were  so  much  blank  paper.  Let  the  simpler  sort  of  readers 
say  now  how  they  like  it !  If  unhappily,  on  looking  back,  some  spasm 
of  'the  malady  of  thought'  begin  afflicting  them,  let  such  Notes  be  then 
inquired  of,  but  not  till  then,  and  then  also  with  distrust  Pin  thy 
fiuth  to  no  man's  sleeve ;  hast  thou  not  two  eyes  of  thy  own  ? 

The  Commentator  himself  cannot,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  imagine  that  he 
has  exhausted  the  matter.  To  decipher  and  represent  the  geneHs  of  this 
extraordinary  Production,  and  what  was  the  Author's  state  of  mind  in 
producing  it;  to  see,  with  dim  common  eyes,  what  the  great  Goethe, 
with  inspired  poetic  eyes,  then  saw ;  and  paint  to  oneself  the  thick- 
coming  shapes  and  many-coloured  splendours  of  his  '  Prospero's  Grotto,' 
at  that  hour :  this  were  what  we  could  call  complete  criticism  and  com- 
mentary ;  what  D.  T.  is  far  from  having  done,  and  ought  to  fall  on  his 
&ce,  and  confess  that  he  can  never  do. 

We  shall  conclude  with  remarking  two  things.  First,  that  D.  T.  does 
not  appear  to  have  set  eye  on  any  of  those  German  Commentaries  on 
this  Tale  of  Tales ;  or  even  to  have  heard,  credently,  that  such  exist : 
an  omission,  in  a  professed  Translator,  which  he  himself  may  answer  for. 
Secondly,  that  with  all  his  boundless  preluding,  he  has  forgotten  to 
insert  the  Author's  own  prelude;  the  passage,  namely,  by  which  this 
Mdhrchen  is  specially  ushered  in,  and  the  key-note  of  it  struck  by  the 
Composer  himself,  and  the  tone  of  the  whole  prescribed !  This  hitter 
altogether  glaring  omission  we  now  charitably  supply;  and  then  let 
D.  T.,  and  his  illustrious  Original,  and  the  Readers  of  this  Magazine 
take  it  among  them.    Turn  to  the  latter  part  of  the  DetUwhen  Awtge- 
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iBaruUrlm  (page  806,  Volnme  xv.  of  tits  la«t  Edition  of  SmAw  Varfe); 
it  is  written  tibon,  u  we  render  it ; 

'"The  Iiniginmtlon,"  i^  Kari,  "ii  ■  fine  haaltf,  yst  I  Ilk*  not 
when  she  work*  on  whet  liM  aotnallr  heppeoed ;  the  tiif  toma  dw 
createa  are  welcome  a«  thioj(«  of  their  omi  kind;  but  iuiitin(  witii 
Trath  the  prodaoae  ofteneet  notldng  bat  monatora ;  and  aeema  to  me, 
in  such  c«ses,  to  Rj  into  direct  nrlance  with  ReaaoD  and  ComnHMa  Benaab 
She  ought,  f on  might  Mf,  to  hang  npon  no  ot^ee^  to  fbroe  no  oljjeet  on 
ua;  she  must,  if  die  la  to  prodnco  Worka  of  Art,  pUj  like  e  aort  of 
muHC  upon  us ;  move  Hi  within  ooraelvea,  and  tUa  is  anoli  a  way  Ikat 
we  forget  there  it  anything  without  lu  producing  the  moTemenb" 

' "  Proceed  no  brther,"  said  the  old  man,  "  with  jvai  oonditionlngi  1 
To  enjoy  a  prodnot  of  Imagination,  tUa  alao  la  a  eoodition,  tiut  wo  «doj 
it  unconditionally ;  fbr  Im^natloM  hereelf  eennot  oonditkNi  and  bMgain  ; 
she  must  wait  what  ahall  be  given  her.  She  Airma  no  plana,  prnaBribM 
for  herself  no  path ;  but  la  borne  and  guided  by  Iter  own  |dniaaa;  and 
hoveriog  hither  and  thither,  nwrks  out  the  ttnogeat  counea  ;  which  in 
their  direction  are  ever  altering.  Let  me  but,  on  my  evening  walk,  call 
up  again  to  11£b  within  me,  tome  wondroua  figure*  I  was  wont  to  play 
with  in  eerlier  years.  This  night  I  promise  you  a  lUe,  which  shaU 
remiod  yon  of  Nothing  and  of  All.  " ' 

And  now  for  it  O,  Y. 


'niB  TALE  ('DAS  MAHRCHEN'),  BY  GOETHE 

In  his  little  Hut,  by  the  great  River,  which  a  heavy  rain  had  swoln  to 
overflowing,  lay  the  ancient  Ferryman,  asleep,  wearied  by  the  toil  of  the 
day.  In  the  middle  of  the  night,'  loud  voices  awoke  him ;  he  beard  that 
it  was  travellers  wishing  to  be  carried  over. 

Stepping  out,  he  saw  two  large  Will-o'-wisps,  hovering  to  and  fro  on 
his  boat,  which  lay  moored  :  they  said,  they  were  in  violent  haste,  and 
should  have  been  alre&dy  on  the  other  side.  Hie  old  Ferryman  made 
no  loitering ;  pushed  off,  and  steered  with  his  usual  skill  obliquely 
through  the  stream  j  while  the  two  strangers  whiffled  and  hissed  together, 
in  an  unknown  very  rapid  tongue,  and  every  now  and  then  broke  out  in 
loud  laughter,  hopping  about,  at  one  time  on  the  gunwale  and  the  seats, 
at  another  on  the  bottom  of  the  boat 
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''  The  boat  is  heeling ! "  cried  the  old  man ;  '^  if  you  don't  be  quiet,  it 
will  overset ;  be  seated,  gentlemen  of  the  wisp ! " 

At  this  advice  they  burst  into  a  fit  of  laughter,  mocked  the  old  man, 
and  were  more  unquiet  than  ever.  He  bore  their  mischief  with  patience, 
and  soon  reached  the  further  shore. 

'^  Here  is  for  your  labour  ! "  cried  the  travellers ;  and  as  they  shook 
themselves,  a  heap  of  glittering  gold-pieces  jingled  down  into  the  wet 
boat  '^  For  Heaven's  sake,  what  are  you  about?"  cried  the  old  man ; 
^*  you  will  ruin  me  forever !  Had  a  single  piece  of  gold  got  into 
the  water,  the  stream,  which  cannot  suffer  gold,  would  have  risen  in 
horrid  waves,  and  swallowed  both  my  skiff  and  me;  and  who  knows 
how  it  might  have  fiured  with  you  in  that  case?  here,  take  back  your 
gold." 

''  We  can  take  nothing  back,  which  we  have  once  shaken  from  us," 
said  the  Lights. 

'*  Then  you  give  me  the  trouble,"  said  the  old  man,  stooping  down, 
and  gathering  the  pieces  into  his  cap,  "  of  raking  them  together,  and 
carrying  them  ashore  and  burying  them." 

The  Lights  had  leaped  from  the  boat,  but  the  old  man  cried :  **  Stay ; 
where  is  my  fare  ?  " 

''  If  you  take  no  gold,  you  may  work  for  nothing,"  cried  the  Will-o'- 
wispe. — ''  Yon  must  know  that  I  am  only  to  be  paid  with  fruits  of  the 
earth." — *'  Fruits  of  the  earth  ?  we  despise  them,  and  have  never  tasted 
them." — ''And  yet  I  cannot  let  you  go,  till  you  have  promised  that 
you  will  deliver  me  three  Cabbages,  three  Artichokes,  and  three  large 
Onions." 

The  Lights  were  making-off  with  jests ;  but  they  feh  themselves,  in 
some  inexplicable  manner,  fastened  to  the  ground:  it  was  the  un- 
pleasantest  feeling  they  had  ever  had.  lliey  engaged  to  pay  him  his 
demand  as  soon  as  possible :  he  let  them  go,  and  pushed  away.  He  was 
gone  a  good  distance,  when  they  called  to  him  :  ''  Old  man  1  Holla,  old 
man !  the  main  point  is  forgotten  !"^  He  was  off,  however,  and  did  not 
hear  them.  He  had  fallen  quietly  down  that  side  of  the  River,  where, 
in  a  rocky  spot,  which  the  water  never  reached,  he  meant  to  bury  the 
pernicious  gold.  Here,  between  two  high  crags,  he  found  a  monstrous 
chasm ;  shook  the  metal  into  it,  and  steered  back  to  his  cottage. 

Now  in  this  chasm  lay  the  fair  green  Snake,  who  was  roused  from  her 
sleep  by  the  gold  coming  chinking  down.*  No  sooner  did  she  fix  her 
eye  on  the  glittering  coins  than  she  ate  them  all  up,  with  the  greatest 

1  What  could  this  beT  To  ask  whither  their  next  road  layl  It  was  tiseless  to  ask  there : 
the  respectable  old  Priesthood  'did  not  hear  tbem.'— D.  T. 

s  Thought,  Understanding,  rooaed  from  her  long  sleep  by  the  first  produce  of  modem 
BeUcs  Lettres ;  which  she  eagerly  dovotirs.— D.  T 
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relish^  on  the  ipot;  and  owefnlij  pfek«d  oat  mA  pifiiM  m 
scattered  in  the  chinks  of  the  rook* 

Scarcely  had  she  swallowed  them,  when,  with  ai>UiMie  deli|M  the 
began  to  feel  the  metal  meltiiig  in  her  inwardsj  and  qyeading  all  orar 
her  body ;  and  soon,  to  her  lively  joy,  she  obattved  that  ahe  waa  grown 
transparent  and  Inmlnotia.  Long  ago  ahe  had  been  told  that  fhia  was 
possible ;  but  now  being  doabtfnl  whether  aneh  a  light  eoold  laat^  her 
curiosity  and  the  desire  to  be  aeeuie  against  the  fntnre^  drove  her  from 
her  cell^  that  she  might  see  who  it  waa  that  had  shaken-in  thia  preoioiia 
metal  She  found  no  onOi  Hie  more  delightfal  waa  it  to  admire  her 
own  appearanoOy  and  her  gxaeefiil  brightness,  aa  ahe  crawled  along 
through  roots  and  bnsheay  and  spread  oat  her  light  among  the  gvami 
Every  leaf  seemed  of  emerald,  every  flower  was  dyed  with  new  glory.  It 
was  in  vain  that  she  creased  the  aolitary  thidceta ;  bat  her  hopes  roae 
high,  when^  on  reaching  the  open  country,  she  perceived,  from  afiv,  e 
brilliancy  resembling  her  own.  ''Shall  I  find  my  like  at  ksi^  then?" 
cried  she^  and  hastened  to  the  spot  The  toil  of  orawling  thrgoi^  bog 
and  reeds  gave  her  little  thought;  for  thoogh  she  liked  best  to  live  in 
dry  grassy  spots  of  the  mountains,  among  the  clefts  of  rocka,  and  for 
most  part  fed  on  spicy  herbs,  and  slaked  her  thirst  with  mild  dew  and 
fresh  spring-water,  yet  for  the  sake  of  this  dear  gold,  and  in  the  hope 
of  this  glorious  light,  she  would  have  undertaken  anything  you  could 
propose  to  her. 

At  last,  with  much  fatigue,  she  reached  a  wet  rushy  spot  in  the 
swamp,  where  our  two  Will-o'-wisps  were  frisking  to  and  fro.  She 
shoved  herself  along  to  them ;  saluted  them,  was  happy  to  meet  such 
pleasant  gentlemen  related  to  her  fsmily.  The  Lights  glided  towards 
her,  skipped  up  over  her,  and  laughed  in  their  £sshion.  "  Lady  Cousin," 
said  they,  ''  you  are  of  the  horizontal  line,  yet  what  of  that?  It  is  true 
we  are  related  only  by  the  look;  for,  observe  you,"  here  both  the 
Flames,  compressing  their  whole  breadth,  made  themselves  as  high  and 
peaked  as  possible,  ''  how  prettily  this  taper  length  beseems  us  gentle- 
men of  the  vertical  line !  Take  it  not  amiss  of  us,  good  Lady ;  what 
family  can  boast  of  such  a  thing  ?  Since  there  ever  was  a  Jack-o'-lantern 
in  the  world,  no  one  of  them  has  either  sat  or  lain." 

The  Snake  felt  exceedingly  uncomfortable  in  the  company  of  these 
relations ;  for,  let  her  hold  her  head  as  high  as  possible,  she  found  that 
she  must  bend  it  to  the  earth  again,  would  she  stir  from  the  spot ;  ^  and 
if  in  the  dark  thicket  she  had  been  extremely  satisfied  with  her  appear- 

^  Trae  enough :  Thought  cannot  fly  and  dance,  as  your  wildfire  of  Belles  Lettres  nuiy ; 
she  proceeds  in  the  systole'diastole,  up-and>down  method;  and  must  erer  'bend  her  head 
to  tbt  earth  again'  (in  the  way  of  Baconian  ExperimeotX  or  she  will  not  stir  from  the  spot— 
D   T. 
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ance^  her  vpleudour  in  the  presence  of  these  cousins  seemed  to  lessen 
eyery  moment^  nBj,  she  was  afraid  that  at  last  it  would  go  out  entirely. 

In  this  emharrassment  she  hastily  asked :  If  the  gentlemen  could  not 
inform  her^  whence  the  glittering  gold  came^  that  had  fallen  a  short 
while  ago  into  the  cleft  of  the  rock ;  her  own  opinion  was,  that  it  had 
heen  a  golden  shower,  and  had  trickled  down  direct  from  the  sky.  The 
Will-o'-wisps  laughed,  and  shook  themselves,  and  a  multitude  of  gold- 
pieces  came  clinking  down  ahout  them.  The  Snake  pushed  nimbly 
forwards  to  eat  the  coin.  "  Much  good  may  it  do  you.  Mistress,"  said 
the  dapper  gentlemen:  ''we  can  help  you  to  a  little  more."  They 
shook  themselves  again  several  times  with  great  quickness,  so  that  the 
Snake  could  scarcely  gulp  the  precious  victuals  fast  enough.  Her 
splendour  visibly  began  increasing ;  she  was  reaUy  shining  beautifuUy, 
while  the  Lights  had  in  the  mean  time  grown  rather  lean  and  short  of 
stature,  without  howeveir  in  the  smallest  losing  their  good-humour. 

''I  am  obliged  to  yon  forever,"  said  the  Snake,  having  got  her  wind 
again  after  the  repast ;  ''  ask  of  me  what  you  will ;  all  that  I  can  I 
will  do." 

"  Very  good  ! "  cried  the  Lights.  ''  Then  tell  us  where  the  fair  Lily 
dwells  ?  Lead  us  to  the  fair  lily's  palace  and  garden ;  and  do  not  lose 
a  moment,  we  are  djring  of  impatience  to  fidl  down  at  her  feet." 

''  This  service,"  said  the  Snake  with  a  deep  sigh,  ''  I  cannot  now  do 
for  you.  The  iair  Lily  dwells,  alas,  on  the  other  side  of  the  water." — 
"  Other  side  of  the  water  P  And  we  have  come  across  it,  this  stormy 
night !  How  cruel  is  the  River  to  divide  us  !  Would  it  not  be  possible 
to  call  the  old  man  back  ?" 

"  It  would  be  useless,"  said  the  Snake ;  ''  for  if  you  found  him  ready 
on  the  bank,  he  would  not  take  you  in ;  he  can  carry  any  one  to  this 
side,  none  to  yonder." 

*'  Here  is  a  pretty  kettle  of  fish  ! "  cried  the  Lights :  ''  are  there  no 
other  means  of  getting  through  the  water  ?  " — '*  There  are  other  means, 
but  not  at  this  moment  I  myself  could  take  you  over,  gentlemen,  but 
not  till  noon." — " That  is  an  hour  we  do  not  Hke  to  travel  in." — ''Then 
you  may  go  across  in  the  evening,  on  the  great  Giant's  shadow." — "  How 
is  that.^" — "The  great  Giant  lives  not  far  from  this;  with  his  body  he 
has  no  power ;  his  hands  cannot  lift  a  straw,  his  shoulders  could  not  bear 
a  faggot  of  twigs ;  but  with  his  shadow  he  has  power  over  much,  nay, 
all.^  At  sunrise  and  sunset  therefore  he  is  strongest ;  so  at  evening  you 
merely  put  yourself  upon  the  back  of  his  shadow,  the  Giant  walks  softly 
to  the  bank,  and  the  shadow  carries  you  across  the  water.  But  if  you 
please,  about  the  hour  of  noon,  to  be  in  waiting  at  that  comer  of  the 

1  Is  not  SupsRSTiTiOH  strongest  when  the  son  b  km ?  with  body,  powerless;  with  shadow, 
CMnnipotentt— D.  T. 
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wood  where  the  biidiei  orachug  the  bank,  I  myMlf  will  tain  3roa  «nr 
and  prawDt  fon  to  the  &ir  lilj :  or  im  tlw  otW  hpod.  If  jm  didlka 
the  nooDtide,  70a  hare  Jut  to  go  rt  nl^d&ll  to  tiiat  b«id  of  the  ToalUf 
Bud  pa  J  B  viiit  to  th«  GUant ;  ha  will  oertdnl^  rMrivo  job  Ilka  ■  gwtl^ 

With  a  slight  bow,  the  FUmM  went  off;  and  the  Snake  >t  bottom  wm 
not  discontented  to  get  rid  <rf  them ;  partly  that  ih*  might  vqjOf  the 
brightneat  of  her  own  li|^t,  partly  Mttaff  a  enrioaly  with  whieh,  bx  a 
long  time,  she  hid  beeo  agitated  In  a  rfngnlai-  wa^. 

In  the  chasm,  when  she  often  onwled  hither  and  thitherj  she  had 
made  a  strange  dlsoorerj.  For  althongfi  in  eneplog  np  and  down  this 
ab^st,  the  had  never  hsid  •  ntf  of  li^t,  she  oonld  wall  aungh  dla- 
criminate  the  ot^eets  In  It,  bjr  her  aeaie  of  ten^  Oanmllf  she  mat 
with  nothing  bat  imgolar  prodnetlani  of  Naton;  >t  eae  tiaie  ihe 
would  wind  between  the  teeth  of  large  erfatali,  tt  eoother  die  «o«U 
feel  the  barbe  and  kain  of  native  dlnr,  and  now  and  then  osnf  ont 
with  her  to  the  light  eome  ttnggUng  jewala.*  Bat  to  her  no  small 
wonder,  in  a  rock  which  was  doaed  on  eTsry  side,  she  had  come  on 
certain  objects  which  betrayed  the  shaping  hand  of  nun.  Smooth  walls 
on  which  she  conld  not  climb,  sharp  regular  comers,  well-formed  pillars ; 
and  whSit  seemed  strangest  of  all,  human  figures  which  she  had  entwined 
more  than  once,  and  which  appeared  to  her  to  be  of  brass,  or  of  the 
fineet  polished  marble.  All  these  ezperieneea  she  now  wished  to 
combine  by  the  sense  of  sight,  thereby  to  confirm  what  at  yet  she  only 
guessed.  She  believed  *be  could  illuminate  the  whole  of  that  subter- 
ranean vault  by  her  own  light ;  and  hoped  to  get  acquainted  with  theee 
curious  things  at  oace.  She  hastened  back;  and  eooii  found,  by  the 
usual  way,  the  cleft  by  which  she  used  to  penetrate  the  Sanctuary, 

On  reaching  the  place,  she  gazed  around  with  esger  coriosity;  and 
though  her  shining  could  not  enlighten  every  object  in  the  rotunda,  yet 
those  nearest  her  were  plain  enougli.  With  aBtonishment  and  reverence 
she  looked  np  into  a  glancing  niche,  where  the  Image  of  an  august  Kii^ 
stood  ibnned  of  pure  Gold.  In  slie  the  figure  was  beyond  the  stature  of 
man,  but  by  its  shape  it  seemed  the  likeness  of  a  little  rather  than  a  tall 
person.  His  handsome  body  was  encircled  with  an  unadorned  mantle; 
and  a  garland  of  oak  bound  his  hair  together. 

No  sooner  had  the  Snake  beheld  this  reverend  figure,  than  the  King 
began  to  speak,  and  asked:  "Whence  comest  thou?" — "From  the 
chasms  where  the  gold  dwells,"  said  the  Snake. — "What  is  grander 
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than  gold?"  inquired  the  King.— '' Light/'  repUed  the  Snake.— '' What 
is  more  refreshing  than  light?"  said  he. — '^  Speech^"  answered  she. 

During  this  conversation^  she  had  squinted  to  a  side,  and  in  the 
nearest  niche  perceived  another  glorious  image.  It  was  a  Silver  King 
in  a  sitting  posture;  his  shape  was  long  and  rather  languid;  he  was 
covered  with  a  decorated  robe ;  crown,  girdle  and  sceptre  were  adorned 
with  precious  stones :  the  cheerfulness  of  pride  was  in  his  countenance ; 
he  seemed  about  to  speak,  when  a  vein  which  ran  dimly-coloured  over 
the  marble  wall,  on  a  sudden  became  bright,  and  diffused  a  cheerful 
light  throughout  the  whole  Temple.  By  this  brilliancy  the  Snake 
perceived  a  third  King,  made  of  Brass,  and  sitting  mighty  in  shape, 
leaning  on  his  club,  adorned  with  a  laurel  garland,  and  more  like  a  rock 
than  a  man.  She  was  looking  for  the  fourth,  which  was  standing  at  the 
greatest  distance  from  her;  but  the  wall  opened,  while  the  glittering 
vein  started  and  split,  as  lightning  does,  and  disappeared. 

A  Man  of  middle  stature,  entering  through  the  cleft,  attracted  the 
attention  of  the  Snake.  He  was  dressed  like  a  peasant,  and  carried  in 
his  hand  a  little  Lamp,  on  whose  still  flame  you  liked  to  look,  and 
which  in  a  strange  manner^  without  casting  any  shadow^  enlightened 
the  whole  dome.^ 

''Why  comest  thou,  since  we  have  light?"  said  the  golden  King. — 
''You  know  that  I  may  not  enlighten  what  is  dark."* — "Will  my 
Kingdom  end?"  said  the  silver  King. — "Late  or  never,"  said  the  old 
Man. 

With  a  stronger  voice  the  braien  King  began  to  ask :  "  When  shall 
I  arise  ?"— "  Soon,"  replied  the  Man.—"  With  whom  shall  I  combine  ?" 
said  the  King.— "With  thy  elder  brothers,"  said  the  Man.— "What 
will  the  youngest  do?"  inquired  the  King. — "He  will  sit  down," 
replied  the  Man. 

"  I  am  not  tired,"  cried  the  fourth  King,  with  a  rough  fidtering  voice.' 

While  this  speech  was  going  on,  the  Snake  had  glided  softly  round 
the  Temple,  viewing  everjrthing;  she  was  now  looking  at  the  fourth 
King  dose  by  him.  He  stood  leaning  on  a  pillar;  his  considerable 
form  was  heavy  rather  than  beautiful.  But  what  metal  it  was  made  of 
could  not  be  determined.  Closely  inspected,  it  seemed  a  mixture  of 
the  three  metals  which  its  brothers  had  been  formed  of.     But  in  the 

1  Poetic  Light,  celestial  Reason  !~D.  T. 

Let  the  reader,  in  ooe  word,  attend  well  to  these  four  Kings  :  much  annotatioa  firom  D.  T. 
is  here  necessarily  swept  out. — O.  Y. 

S  What  is  wholly  dark.  Understanding  precedes  Reason :  modem  Science  is  come ;  modem 
Poesy  b  still  bat  coming, — in  Goethe  (and  whom  else?).— D.  T. 

*  Contidrr  these  Kings  as  Eras  of  the  World's  History ;  no,  not  as  Eras,  hot  as  Principkt 
which  jointly  or  severally  rule  Eras.  ^  W,  r^ir  —*,  i"  tHt  rhTiiTtif,  tirft^tTHTrnd  'tmmirioiMiqr 
age,'  are  so  anfortunate  as  to  live  under  the  Fourth  King. — D.  T 
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foundings  theM  mmttrials  did  not  teem  to  lunro  comliiaod  togothor  fbllf ; 
gold  and  silyor  Teini  nm  hmgnhatlj  throogh  m  hnma  mam,  and  g«v»  tiie 
figure  an  unpleuant  aipeet 

Meanwhile  the  gold  King  was  aeking  of  the  Bfan^  '' Hov  aanj  ieerati 
Icnowest  thou?"— ''Three^**  rofAied  the  MuL^'^Whieh  ii  tlie  moit 
important?"  laid  the  eilTer  King. — '"The  open  one/'  replied  tha  other.^ 
—''Wilt  thou  open  it  to  na  also?''  laid  the  hnai  Khig.— ^'Whon  I 
know  the  fourth,"  replied  the  Man.^''What  care  I?"  gmmUed  the 
composite  King,  in  an  undertone. 

''I  know  the  fourth/'  laid  the  Snake;  approached  the  old  Man,  and 
hissed  somewhat  in  hii  ear.  ''The  time  ii  at  hand  1"  oried  tha  old 
Man^  with  a  strong  Yoioe.  The  temple  reCchoed,  the  metal  atatoea 
sounded ;  and  that  instant  the  old  Man  sank  awaj  to  the  westward,  and 
the  Snake  to  the  eastward ;  and  hoth  of  them  passed  through  the  ekfts 
of  the  rock,  with  the  gieatest  speed. 

All  the  passagea,  through  which  the  old  Bfan  traTeDed,  filled  theaft- 
selves,  immediately  hehind  him,  iMi  gold ;  for  his  Lsmp  had  the  strangv 
property  of  changing  stone  into  gold,  wood  into  silver,  dead  animala 
into  precious  stones,  and  of  annihilathig  all  metals.  But  to  display  this 
power,  it  must  shine  alone.  If  another  light  were  beside  it,  the  Lamp 
only  cast  from  it  a  pure  clear  brightness,  and  all  living  things  were 
refreshed  by  it.' 

The  old  Man  entered  his  cottage,  which  was  built  on  the  slope  of  the 
hilL  He  found  his  Wife  in  extreme  distress.  She  was  sitting  at  the 
fire  weeping,  and  refusing  to  be  consoled.  ''  How  unhappy  am  I ! " 
cried  she :  ''Did  not  I  entreat  thee  not  to  go  away  tonight?" — "  What 
is  the  matter,  then?"  inquired  the  husband,  quite  composed. 

"  Scarcely  wert  thou  gone,"  said  she,  sobbing,  "  when  there  came  two 
noisy  Travellers  to  the  door  :  unthinkingly  I  let  them  in ;  they  seemed 
to  be  a  couple  of  genteel,  very  honourable  people ;  they  were  dressed  in 
flames,  you  would  have  taken  them  for  Will-o'-wisps.  But  no  sooner 
were  they  in  the  house,  than  they  began,  like  impudent  varlets,  to 
compliment  me,*  and  grew  so  forward  that  I  feel  ashamed  to  think  of  it." 

"  No  doubt,"  said  the  husband  with  a  smile,  "  the  gentlemen  were 
jesting :  considering  thy  age,  they  might  have  held  by  general  polite- 


ness. 


i( 


Age !  what  age  ?"  cried  the  Wife  :  "  wilt  thou  always  be  talking  of 


1  Reader,  hast  thou  any  glimpse  of  the  *open  secret'?  I  fear,  not. — D.  T.  Writer,  art 
thou  a  goose  T    I  fear,  yes. — O.  Y. 

'In  Illuminated  Ages,  the  Age  of  Miracles  b  said  to  cease ;  but  it  is  only  we  that  cease  to 
see  it,  for  we  are  still  '  refreshed  by  it.' — D.  T. 

S  Poor  old  Practical  Endeavour  1  Listen  to  many  an  tncyclaptdic  Diderot,  humanised 
PhiUs^^t  didactic  sbger,  march-oMntellect  man,  and  other  '  impudent  varlets '  (who  would 
never  put  their  own  finger  to  the  work) ;  and  hear  what  'compliments'  they  ottered.— D.  T. 
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my  age  ?  How  old  am  I,  then  ? — General  politeness  !  But  I  know 
what  I  know.  Look  round  there  what  a  face  the  walls  have ;  look  at 
the  old  stones^  which  1  have  not  seen  these  hundred  years ;  every  film 
of  gold  have  they  licked  away^  thou  couldst  not  think  how  fast ;  and 
still  they  kept  assuring  me  that  it  tasted  far  beyond  common  gold. 
Once  they  had  swept  the  walls^  the  fellows  seemed  to  be  in  high  spirits^ 
and  truly  in  that  little  while  they  had  grown  much  broader  and  brighter. 
They  now  began  to  be  impertinent  again^  they  patted  me^  and  called  me 
their  queen^  they  shook  themselves^  and  a  shower  of  gold-pieces  sprang 
from  tliem ;  see  how  they  are  shining  there  under  the  bench  !  But  ah^ 
what  misery  !  Poor  Mops  ate  a  coin  or  two  ;  and  look^  he  is  lying  in  the 
chimney^  dead.  Poor  Pug !  O  well-a-day  !  1  did  not  see  it  till  they 
were  gone;  else  I  had  never  promised  to  pay  the  Fenyman  the  debt 
they  owe  him." — "What  do  they  owe  him?"  said  the  Man. — "Three 
Cabbages,"  replied  the  Wife,  "three  Artichokes  and  three  Onions:  I 
engaged  to  go  when  it  was  day,  and  take  them  to  the  River." 

^'  Thou  mayest  do  them  that  civility,"  said  the  old  Man ;  "they  may 
chance  to  be  of  use  to  us  again." 

"  Whether  they  will  be  of  use  to  us  I  know  not ;  but  they  promised 
and  vowed  that  they  would." 

Meantime  the  fire  on  the  hearth  had  burnt  low ;  the  old  Man  covered- 
up  the  embers  with  a  heap  of  ashes,  and  put  the  glittering  gold-pieces 
aside ;  so  that  his  little  Lamp  now  gleamed  alone,  in  the  furest  bright- 
ness. The  walls  again  coated  themselves  with  gold,  and  Mops  changed 
into  the  prettiest  onyx  that  could  be  imagined.  The  alternation  of  the 
brown  and  black  in  this  precious  stone  made  it  the  most  curious  piece  of 
workmanship. 

"Take  thy  basket,"  said  the  Man,  ^'and  put  the  onyx  into  it;  then 
take  the  three  Cabbages,  the  three  Artichokes  and  the  three  Onions, 
place  them  round  little  Mops,  and  carry  them  to  the  River.  At  noon 
the  Snake  will  take  thee  over ;  visit  the  fair  Lily,  give  her  the  onyx, 
she  will  make  it  alive  by  her  touch,  as  by  her  touch  she  kills  what- 
ever is  alive  already.  She  will  have  a  true  companion  in  the  little  dog. 
Tell  her.  Not  to  mourn;  her  deliverance  is  near;  the  greatest  mis- 
fortune she  may  look  upon  as  the  greatest  happiness ;  for  the  time  is  at 
hand." 

The  old  Woman  filled  her  basket,  and  set  out  as  soon  as  it  was  day. 
The  rising  sun  shone  clear  from  the  other  side  of  the  River,  which  was 
glittering  in  the  distance :  the  old  Woman  walked  with  slow  steps,  for 
the  basket  pressed  upon  her  head,  and  it  was  not  the  onyx  that  so 
burdened  her.  Whatever  lifeless  thing  she  might  be  carrying,  she  did 
not  feel  the  weight  of  it ;  on  the  other  hand,  in  those  cases  the  basket 
rose  aloft^  and  hovered  along  above  her  head.     But  to  carry  any  fresh 
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herbage,  or  aDj  litU*  IMng  aabaal,  aba  linuid  jiimNliinlj  Ubgrina.' 
She  had  tnTflU«d  on  for  nau  tima,  In  »  mlleo  baaioarj  vban  dw 
belted  Buddenlr  In  fiig^  Sir  ^  bad  ■Incut  trai  apon  tka  Glan^a 
shadow,  irhieh  wai  itrateUiv  towaidi  bar  aeroa  Um  plain.    And  now, 

liftiD^  up  her  efw,  the  Mw  tha  moncter  of  a  Oiant  himwlf,  wbohad  baan 
bathing  In  the  Hirer,  and  waa  Jnat  aoma  out/ and  aba  kna»  not  bow 
she  ihould  avoid  him.  The  nomant  be  paierirad  bar,  ba  began  Minting 
her  in  Bport,  and  tha  banda  of  bit  abadow  lOon  eai^t  bold  of  tba 
basket  With  deztarona  aaaa  tbaf  ^eked  awaj  from  It  a  Cabbaga^  an 
Artichoke  and  an  Onion,  and  bron^t  them  to  tkt  Oianf  a  nMHtth,  wbo 
then  went  hia  mj  np  the  Binr,  and  let  tbo  Woman  go  in  paaoa. 

She  considered  whaQier  It  would  not  be  better  to  return,  and  npplj 
from  her  garden  tbe  pieeaa  ibe  bad  lost ;  and  amid  thaae  donbta,  alio 
■till  kept  walking  on,  to  that  in  a  little  wbila  ihe  waa  at  tb«  bank  af  tba 
River.  She  sat  long  waiting  fiir  tba  FerrTman,  wbom  tba  pareahad  at 
last,  steering  over  with  a  ntj  alngnlar  trareller.  A  7001^1  nobla- 
looking,  handaone  man,  whom  she  conld  not  gan  npoa  enough,  at^ 
out  of  the  boat. 

"What  is  it  yon  bring^"  cried  the  old  Man. — "The  greens  which 
thoee  two  Will-o'-wispa  owe  you,"  said  the  Woman,  painting  to  her 
ware.  As  the  Ferryman  found  ontj  two  of  each  sort,  he  grew  angry, 
and  declared  he  would  have  none  of  them.  The  Woman  esroeatly 
entreated  him  to  take  them  ;  told  him  that  she  could  not  noir  go  home, 
and  that  her  burden  for  the  way  which  still  remained  was  very  heavy. 
He  stood  by  his  refusal,  and  assured  her  that  it  did  not  rest  with  bira. 
"What  belongs  to  me,"  said  he,  "I  must  leave  lying  nine  hours  in  a 
heap,  touching  none  of  it,  till  ]  have  given  the  River  its  third."  After 
much  billing,  the  old  Man  nt  last  repbed;  "There  is  still  another 
way.  If  you  like  to  pledge  yourself  to  tbe  lUver,  and  declare  yourself 
its  debtor,  1  will  take  the  six  pieces ;  but  there  is  some  risk  in  it" — "If 
I  keep  my  word,  I  shall  run  no  risk?" — "Not  the  smallest.  Put  your 
hand  into  the  stream,"  continued  he,  "and  promise  that  within  foui^ 
and-twenty  hours  yon  will  pay  the  debt." 

The  old  Woman  did  so ;  but  what  was  her  affright,  when  on  drawing 
out  her  hand,  she  found  it  black  as  coal !  She  loudly  scolded  the  old 
Ferryman  ;  declared  that  her  hands  had  always  been  the  fairest  part  of 
her ;  that  in  spite  of  her  hard  work,  she  had  all  along  contrived  to  keep 

>  Why  n!  Ii  ii  bttiiiic  with  'UTelai  ihlnfi'  (with  inuimitc  tKatkintryi  all  (os  lilc* 
clock-worii,  vhkih  il  U,  uid  'the  hukcl  luinn  aloft';  while  with  Kviof  thln|i  (wen  h  hot 
itw  culture  of  fomt-lrea)  pool  Endeivoor  hu  man  difficultrt— D.  T.  Oi  it  il  chiefly  becniut 
■  Tile  miut  bt  1  T>]«  1—0.  y. 

I  Very  pfopct  b  Ihe  huse  LsceoHkiuI  Stifrrililiim,  to  bkthe  hinuelf  ia  the  elemcDt  oC  Tiia, 
lod  E«  nrmbiiMnt  Ihenby.— D.  T 
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these  noble  members  white  and  dainty.  She  looked  at  the  hand  with 
indignation,  and  exclaimed  in  a  despairing  tone :  "  Worse  and  worse ! 
Look,  it  is  vanishing  entirely ;  it  is  grown  fiir  smaller  than  the  other."  ^ 

''  For  the  present  it  but  seems  so,"  said  the  old  Man ;  "  if  you  do  not 
keep  your  word,  however,  it  may  prove  so  in  earnest.  The  hand  will 
gradually  diminish,  and  at  length  disappear  altogether,  though  you  have 
the  use  of  it  as  formerly.  Everjrthing  as  usual  you  will  be  able  to  perform 
with  it,  only  nobody  will  see  it" — ''I  had  rather  that  I  could  not  use 
it,  and  no  one  could  observe  the  want,"  cried  she :  "  but  what  of  that, 
I  will  keep  my  word,  and  rid  myself  of  this  black  skin,  and  all  anxieties 
about  it"  lliereupon  she  hastily  took  up  her  basket,  which  mounted 
of  itself  over  her  head,  and  hovered  free  above  her  in  the  air,  as  she 
hurried  after  the  youth,  who  was  walking  softly  and  thoughtfully  down 
the  bank.  His  noble  form  and  strange  dress  had  made  a  deep  impression 
on  her. 

His  breast  was  covered  with  a  glittering  coat  of  mail ;  in  whose 
wavings  might  be  traced  every  motion  of  his  fair  body.  From  his 
shoulders  hung  a  purple  cloak;  around  his  uncovered  head  flowed 
abundant  brown  hair  in  beautiful  locks :  his  graceful  hce,  and  his  well- 
formed  feet  were  exposed  to  the  scorching  of  the  sun.  With  bare  soles, 
he  walked  composedly  over  the  hot  sand;  and  a  deep  inward  sorrow 
seemed  to  blunt  him  against  all  external  things. 

The  garrulous  old  Woman  tried  to  lead  him  into  conversation ;  but 
with  his  short  answers  he  gave  her  small  encouragement  or  information ; 
so  that  in  the  end,  notwithstanding  the  beauty  of  his  eyes,  she  grew 
tired  of  speaking  with  him  to  no  purpose,  and  took  leave  of  him  with 
these  words :  "  You  walk  too  slow  for  me,  worthy  sir ;  1  must  not  lose  a 
moment,  for  I  have  to  pass  the  River  on  the  green  Snake,  and  carry 
this  fine  present  from  my  husband  to  the  fair  lily."  So  saying  she  stept 
fiister  forward;  but  the  fair  Youth  pushed  on  with  equal  speed,  and 
hastened  to  keep  up  with  her.  "  You  are  going  to  the  flair  lily  1 "  cried 
he ;  '^  then  our  roads  are  the  same.  But  what  present  is  this  you  are 
bringing  her?" 

*'  Sir,"  said  the  Woman,  ^'  it  is  hardly  fair,  after  so  briefly  dismissing 
the  questions  1  put  to  you,  to  inquire  with  such  vivacity  about  my  secrets. 
But  if  you  like  to  barter,  and  tell  me  your  adventures,  I  will  not  conceal 
from  you  how  it  stands  with  me  and  my  presents."  They  soon  made  a 
bargain ;  the  dame  disclosed  her  circumstances  to  him ;  told  the  history 
of  the  Pug,  and  let  him  see  the  singular  gift 

He  lifted  this  natural  curiosity  from  ike  basket,  and  took  Mops,  who 


1  A  dangerous  thing  to  pledge  yourself  to  the  Time-River  ;—•%  many  a  National  Debt,  and 
the  like,  blackening,  bewitching  the  'beaotiftil  hand'  of  Endeavour,  can  witness. — D.  T. 
HeavcnsI— O.  Y. 
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uemedu  if  dee^ng  wrftlr.  Into  hliuiaa.  "HappjbMrtl*  ntodkc; 
"  thou  vUt  be  tonched  by  hor  hmaia,  tbou  irih  to  aMda  ■Un  hj  h« ; 
while  the  liring  an  oblifad  to  if  from  her  prawn  bb  to  Mtqa  ■  monnfiil 
doom.  Yet  why  mj  I  monniM  ?  It  tt  not  br  Mddw  aad  nan  fiiglit- 
ful  to  be  injured  by  hor  look,  than  h  would  to  to  dk  hjha  handf 
Behold  me,"  Mid  he  to  the  Woman ;  "  at  mj  jear^  what  a  aUmaUo 
&te  have  I  to  nnde^;a  ]  This  mail  wUeh  I  haro  hoaoarably  bomo  in 
war,  this  purple  which  I  aon^t  to  merit  bf  awiu  reign,  Deatiny  baa  left 
me ;  the  one  aa  a  niel—  burden,  the  otber  m  an  empty  oniaaienb 
Crown,  and  Bceptroi  and  award  are  gone ;  and  I  am  •■  hare  and  seedf  aa 
any  other  son  of  earth ;  for  ao  nnblaaiad  are  her  hrl^  ejea,  ttot  thaj 
take  from  every  living  oreatare  they  look  on  all  ita  forehand  UioaeiAom 
the  touch  of  her  hand  doea  not  Ull  an  ebanged  to  tto  atata  of  ahadowa 
wandering  alive." 

Thus  did  he  continue  to  bewail,  nowiae  contenting  the  old  Woman'a 
curiosity,  who  wlaked  for  infinmaUon  not  ■>  uadi  of  Ua  Intenal  aa  of 
his  eiterual  situation.  She  learned  nriUier  the  name  of  hia  &ther,  nor 
of  his  kingdom.  He  stroked  the  hard  Hops,  whom  the  sunbeama  and 
the  boBom  of  the  youth  had  warmed  aa  if  he  had  been  living.  He 
inquired  narrowly  about  the  Man  with  the  Lamp,  about  the  influenoea  of 
the  sacred  light,  sppearing  to  expect  much  good  ftvm  it  la  his  melac- 

Amid  such  conversation,  they  descried  from  afar  the  majeatie  arch  of 
the  Bridge,  which  extended  from  the  one  bank  to  the  otber,  glittering 
with  tiie  ttrangeat  oolonrs  in  the  splendours  of  the  sun.  Botb  were 
astonished ;  for  until  now  they  had  never  seen  this  edifice  so  grand. 
"How!"  cried  the  Prince,  "was  it  not  beautiful  enough,  aa  it  stood 
before  our  eyes,  piled  out  of  jasper  and  agate.'  Shall  we  not  fear  to 
tread  it,  now  that  it  appears  combined,  in  graceful  complexity  of  emerald 
and  chrysopras  and  chrysolite  t"  Neither  of  them  knew  the  alteration 
that  had  taken  place  upon  the  Snake  :  for  it  was  indeed  the  Snake,  who 
every  day  at  noon  curved  herself  over  the  River,  and  stood  forth  in  the 
form  of  a  bold-swelling  bridf^'  The  travellers  stept  upon  it  with  a 
reverential  feeling,  and  passed  over  it  in  silence. 

No  sooner  had  they  reached  the  other  shore,  than  the  bridge  began  to 
heave  and  stir ;  in  a  little  while,  it  touched  the  surface  of  the  water,  and 
the  green  Snake  in  her  proper  form  came  gliding  after  the  wanderers. 
They  had  scarcely  thanked  her  for  the  privilege  of  crossing  on  her  back, 
when  they  found  that,  besides  tfaem  three,  there  must  be  other  persons 
In  the  company,  whom  their  ej^ea  conid  not  discern.  They  heard  a 
hissing,  which  the  Snake  also  answered  with  a  hissing ;  they  listened, 

>  I(  ui(ht  cu  ovrnpui  ifaE  T!nic-Ri 
nomtnt  of  |dciutudc»  in  in  ^vounble 
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and  at  length  caught  what  follows :  ^*  We  shall  first  look  about  us  hi  the 
fidr  Lil/s  Park^"  said  a  pahr  of  alternating  voices ;  "  and  then  request 
you  at  nightfall^  so  soon  as  we  are  anywise  presentable^  to  introduce  us 
to  this  paragon  of  beauty.  At  the  shore  of  the  great  Lake  you  will 
find  us.* — ''  Be  it  so^"  replied  the  Snake ;  and  a  hissing  sound  died  away 
in  the  air. 

Our  three  trayellers  now  consulted  in  what  order  they  should  intro- 
duce themselves  to  the  fair  Lady ;  for  however  many  people  might  be  in 
her  company,  they  were  obliged  to  enter  and  depart  singly^  under  pun 
of  suffering  very  hard  severities. 

The  Woman  with  the  metamorphosed  Pug  in  the  basket  first  approached 
the  garden^  looking  round  for  her  Patroness ;  who  was  not  difficult  to 
find,  being  just  engaged  in  singing  to  her  harp.  The  finest  tones  pro- 
ceeded from  her,  first  like  circles  on  the  surface  of  the  still  lake,  then 
like  a  light  breath  they  set  the  grass  and  the  bushes  in  motion.  La  a 
green  enclosure,  under  the  shadow  of  a  stately  group  of  many  diverse 
trees,  was  she  seated ;  and  again  did  she  enchant  the  eyes,  the  ears  and 
the  heart  of  the  Woman,  who  approached  with  rapture,  and  swore  within 
herself  that  since  she  saw  her  last,  the  fair  one  had  g^own  fairer  than 
ever.  With  eager  gladness,  from  a  distance,  she  expressed  her  reverence 
and  admiration  for  the  lovely  maiden.  "  What  a  happiness  to  see  you ! 
what  a  Heaven  does  your  presence  spread  around  you  1  How  charm- 
ingly the  harp  is  leaning  on  your  bosom,  how  softly  your  arms  surround 
it,  how  it  seems  as  if  longing  to  be  near  you,  and  how  it  sounds  so 
meekly  under  the  touch  of  your  slim  fingers  f  Thrice-happy  youth^  to 
whom  it  were  permitted  to  be  there  ! " 

So  speaking  she  approached ;  the  fair  Lily  raised  her  eyes ;  let  her 
hands  drop  from  the  harp,  and  answered:  '^Trouble  me  not  with  un- 
timely praise ;  I  feel  my  misery  but  the  more  deeply.  Look  here^  at  my 
feet  lies  the  poor  Canary-bird,  which  used  so  beautifully  to  accompany 
my  singing ;  it  would  sit  upon  my  harp^  and  was  trained  not  to  touch 
me ;  but  today,  while  I,  refreshed  by  sleep>  was  raising  a  peaceful  morn- 
ing hymn,  and  my  little  singer  was  pouring  forth  his  harmonious  tones 
more  gaily  than  ever,  a  Hawk  darts  over  my  head ;  the  poor  little  creature, 
in  affright,  takes  refuge  in  my  bosom^  and  I  feel  the  last  palpitations  of 
its  departing  life.  The  plundering  Hawk  indeed  was  caught  by  my  look, 
and  fluttered  fainting  down  into  the  water;  but  what  can  his  punishment 
avail  me  ?  my  darling  is  dead,  and  his  grave  will  but  increase  the  mourn- 
ful bushes  of  my  garden." 

"  Take  courage,  fairest  Lily !  **  cried  the  Woman,  wiping  off  a  tear^ 
which  the  story  of  the  hapless  maiden  had  called  into  her  eyes ;  ^'  com- 
pose yourself ;  my  old  man  bids  me  tell  you  to  moderate  your  lamenting^ 
to  look  upon  the  greatest  misfortune  as  a  forerunner  of  the  greatest 
VOL.  II.  2  6 
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hapirineM,  for  tba  tima  li  at  band ;  and  tralj;,"  o 
world  is  going  rtnngelf  on  of  lata.  Do  bnt  look  at  injr  handj  how  Uaok 
It  i« !  Ab  1  live  and  bnatlM^  It  ia  giown  br  oaallor :  I  moat  baotan, 
before  it  vaniah  altogotbar  I  Wbf  did  I  «ngm«  to  do  tbe  imi-o'<wiva 
&  lerrice,  wh)'  did  J  meet  tbe  GianVa  abadow,  and  dip  mj  band  in  tba 
River  ?  Could  7011  not  afford  ma  a  idogle  cabbage,  an  aitioboko  and  an 
ottioQ  f  I  would  give  tJwDi  to  tbe  lUver,  and  my  band  wen  wbite  aa 
ever,  ao  that  1  oould  alnwat  abow  it  witb  ooa  of  yonn," 

"C&blMgu  and  oniona  lliau  nujeat  atill  find;  bat  artiebokea  tboa 
wilt  Bearcb  for  in  vain.  No  plant  in  my  garden  bean  either  flowen  or 
fruit;  but  every  twig  tbat  I  Iweak,  and  plant  upon  tbo  grare  of  ■ 
ftvourite,  growa  green  atni^tway,  and  aboota  np  in  &ir  bon^ia.  All 
these  groupi,  theae  buabea,  Uteae  grovea  my  bard  daatiny  baa  ao  nlaed 
around  me.  Ibeae  jHnea  atretebing  out  like  paraaola,  tluoe  obeliaka  of 
cypreasee,  theae  ooloanl  oaka  and  beechea,  wen  all  little  twiga  planted 
by  my  bond,  aa  mournful  raemoriala  in  a  aoU  that  otherwiae  la  barren."  * 

To  this  apeecb  the  old  Woman  bad  paid  little  heed  ;  ibe  waa  looking 
at  her  hand,  vhich,  in  preaenoe  of  the  ftir  Lily,  aeemed  every  moment 
growing  blacker  and  smaller.  She  was  about  to  anatob  her  basket  and 
bwten  off,  when  she  noticed  that  the  best  part  of  har  errand  had  been 
foigotten.  She  lifted  out  the  onyx  Pug,  and  set  him  down,  not  fiu  from 
the  Ur  one,  in  the  grass.  "My  husband,"  said  she,  "sends  you  this 
memorial ;  you  know  that  you  can  make  a  jewel  live  by  touching  it 
This  pretty  &ithful  dog  will  certainly  afford  you  much  enjoyment ;  and 
my  grief  at  losing  him  ia  brightened  only  by  the  thought  that  he  will  bo 
in  your  poaaession." 

The  ^r  Lily  viewed  the  dainty  creature  with  a  pleased  and,  as  it 
aeemed,  with  an  astonished  look.  "Many  signs  combine,"  said  she, 
"that  breathe  some  hope  into  me :  but  ah  I  is  it  not  a  natural  deception 
which  makes  ua  fancy,  when  misfortunea  crowd  upon  us,  that  a  better 
day  U  near? 

"  What  nan  Xhme  many  ligai  avail  me  * 

My  Singcr'i  Death,  thy  ooal-blaok  Hatid  I 

lUi  Dog  of  ODyi,  that  uan  never  fail  m«  I 

And  Doming  at  the  lAmp'i  oomnand  T 

From  hiuuui  Joys  removod  (orarer, 

With  lomiin  oompaswd  nmad  I  lit: 
Ii  then  a  Temple  at  tbe  BlvetT 

Ii  there  a  Bridge  I    Alas,  not  yet !" 

The  good  old  dame  had  listened   with  impatience  to  this  singing, 

>  laSDraiHATciALiiKDulj,  vhub  then  titliec  of  fleiKiciror  rruiiT  Nothing  tlui  will 
(ilUfMhtr)  ontant  the  iiwd|r  Tioe-Rivu.    Smpcndoiu,  fuBBol  ncnd  (loit*,  <  n  ■  lail 

tbii  DlherwiM  it  lumn  !  ■— D.  T. 
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which  the  fair  Lily  accompanied  with  her  harp^  in  a  way  that  would 
have  charmed  any  other.  She  was  on  the  point  of  taking  leave^  when 
the  arrival  of  the  green  Snake  again  detained  her.  The  Snake  had 
caught  the  last  lines  of  the  song,  and  on  this  matter  forthwith  began  to 
speak  comfort  to  the  £ur  Lily. 

''  The  prophecy  of  the  Bridge  is  fulfilled  ! "  cried  the  Snake :  "  you 
may  ask  this  worthy  dame  how  royally  the  arch  looks  now.  What  for- 
merly was  untransparent  jasper,  or  agate,  allowing  but  a  gleam  of  light 
to  pass  about  its  edges,  is  now  become  transparent  precious  stone.  No 
beryl  is  so  clear,  no  emerald  so  beautiful  of  hue." 

^^  I  wish  you  joy  of  it,"  said  Lily ;  "  but  you  will  pardon  me  if  I 
regard  the  prophecy  as  yet  unaccomplished.  The  lofty  arch  of  your 
bridge  can  still  but  admit  foot-passengers ;  and  it  is  promised  us  that 
horses  and  carriages  and  travellers  of  every  sort  shall,  at  the  same 
moment,  cross  this  bridge  in  both  directions.  Is  there  not  something 
said,  too,  about  pillars,  which  are  to  arise  of  themselves  from  the  waters 
of  the  River?" 

The  old  Woman  still  kept  her  eyes  fixed  on  her  hand;  she  here 
interrupted  their  dialogue,  and  was  taking  leave.  ''  Wait  a  moment," 
said  the  fiiir  Lily,  '^and  carry  my  little  bird  with  you.  Bid  the  Lamp 
change  it  into  topaz ;  I  will  enliven  it  by  my  touch  ;  with  your  good 
Mops  it  shall  form  my  dearest  pastime :  but  hasten,  hasten ;  for,  at 
sunset,  intolerable  putrefaction  will  fasten  on  the  hapless  bird,  and  tear 
asunder  the  fidr  combination  of  its  form  forever." 

The  old  Woman  laid  the  little  corpse,  wrapped  in  soft  leaves,  into  her 
basket,  and  hastened  away. 

^^  However  it  may  be,"  said  the  Snake,  recommencing  their  interrupted 
dialogue,  ^'  the  Temple  is  built" 

'^  But  it  is  not  at  the  River,"  said  the  £ur  one. 

''It  is  yet  resting  in  the  depths  of  the  Earth,"  said  the  Snake;  ''I 
have  seen  the  Kings  and  conversed  with  them." 

''But  when  will  they  arise  ?"  inquired  lily. 

The  Snake  replied :  "  I  heard  resounding  in  the  Temple  these  deep 
words.  The  time  ia at  hand" 

A  pleasing  cheerfulness  spread  over  the  fair  Lily's  face:  "'Tis  the 
second  time,"  said  she,  "that  I  have  heard  these  happy  words  today: 
when  will  the  day  come  for  me  to  hear  them  thrice  ?  " 

She  arose,  and  immediately  there  came  a  lovely  maiden  from  the 
grove,  and  took  away  her  harp.  Another  followed  her,  and  folded-up 
the  fine  carved  ivory  stool,  on  which  the  fair  one  had  been  sitting,  and 
put  the  silvery  cushion  under  her  arm.  A  third  then  made  her  appear- 
ance, with  a  large  parasol  worked  with  pearls;  and  looked  whether 
lily  would  require  her  in  walking.    These  three  maidens  were  beyond 
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expression  beautifiil ;  and  fBt  their  bewtty  bat  onlM  tbst  of  lily,  Ibr 
it  was  plain  to  every  one  that  they  oould  neiir  be  eompered  te  ber.^ 

Meanwhile  the  fair  one  bad  been  looking,  with  a  laliified  aapert,  aft 
the  strange  onyx  Mopti  She  bent  down  and  tonebed  Mm,  and  tbat 
instant  he  started  up.  Gaily  he  looked  aroondj  tan  blther  and  tbtthar, 
and  at  last,  in  his  klndeat  manner,  haatened  to  eahite  Ua  benafaetiew. 
She  took  him  in  her  arms,  and  preseed  him  to  her,  "  CM  aa  thou  arty" 
cried  8he,  "  and  though  but  a  half-life  worka  in  thee,  tbon  art  weleoBM 
to  me ;  tenderly  will  I  love  thee,  prettily  will  I  play  with  thee,  aofUy 
caress  thee,  and  firmly  preia  thee  to  my  booom."  She  then  let  bim  go, 
chased  him  ft-om  her,  eidled  him  back,  and  played  so  daintily  with  him, 
and  ran  about  so  gaily  and  so  innoeently  with  him  on  the  grMi,  that  with 
new  rapture  you  viewed  and  participated  in  her  joy,  aa  a  Uttle  while  ago 
her  sorrow  had  attuned  every  heart  to  aympathy. 

This  cheerfulness,  these  graeefnl  aports  were  interrupted  by  tho 
entrance  of  the  woful  Youth.  He  ateppad  forward,  in  hia  former  guiaa 
and  aspect ;  save  that  the  heat  of  the  day  appeared  to  have  fiatigaed  him 
still  more,  and  in  the  presence  of  his  mistress  he  grew  paler  every 
moment  He  bore  upon  his  hand  a  Hawk,  which  was  sitting  quiet  aa  a 
dove,  with  its  body  shrunk,  and  its  wings  drooping. 

'^  It  is  not  kind  in  thee,"  cried  Lily  to  him,  "  to  bring  that  hateful 
thing  before  my  eyes,  the  monster,  which  today  has  killed  my  little 
singer." 

"  Blame  not  the  unhappy  bird  ! "  replied  the  Youth  ;  '*  rather  blame 
thyself  and  thy  destiny  ;  and  leave  me  to  keep  beside  me  the  companion 
of  my  woe. " 

Meanwhile  Mops  ceased  not  teasing  the  fair  Lily  ;  and  she  replied  to 
her  transparent  favourite,  with  friendly  gestures.  She  clapped  her 
hands  to  scare  him  off ;  then  ran,  to  entice  him  after  her.  She  tried  to 
get  him  when  he  fled,  and  she  chased  him  away  when  he  attempted  to 
press  near  her.  The  Youth  looked  on  in  silence,  with  increasing  anger ; 
but  at  last,  when  she  took  the  odious  beast,  which  seemed  to  him  un- 
utterably ugly,  on  her  arm,  pressed  it  to  her  white  bosom,  and  kissed 
its  black  Rnout  with  her  heavenly  lips,  his  patience  altogether  failed  him, 
and  full  of  desperation  he  exclaimed  :  ''  Must  I,  who  by  a  baleful  fate 
exist  beside  thee,  perhaps  to  the  end,  in  an  absent  presence ;  who  by 
thee  have  lost  my  all,  my  very  self;  must  I  see  before  my  eyes,  that  so 
unnatural  a  monster  can  charm  thee  into  gladness,  can  awaken  thy 
attachment,  and  enjoy  thy  embrace  ?  Shall  I  any  longer  keep  wandering 
to  and  fro,  measuring  my  dreary  course  to  that  side  of  the  River  and  to 
this  ?    No,  there  is  still  a  spark  of  the  old  heroic  spirit  sleeping  in  my 

1  Who  are  these  three  ?  Faith,  Hope,  and  Charity,  or  others  of  that  kin  ?— D.  T.  Faith« 
Hope  and  Tiddlestick  i-O.  Y. 
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bosom  ;  let  it  start  this  instant  into  its  expiring  flame  !  If  stones  may 
rest  in  thy  bosom^  let  me  be  changed  to  stone ;  if  thy  touch  kills^  I  will 
die  by  thy  hands." 

So  saying  he  made  a  violent  movement;  the  Hawk  flew  from  his 
finger^  but  he  himself  rushed  towards  the  fair  one ;  she  held  out  her 
hands  te  keep  him  off^  and  touched  him  only  the  sooner.  Consciousness 
forsook  him  ;  and  she  felt  with  horror  the  beloved  burden  lying  on  her 
bosom.  With  a  shriek  she  started  back,  and  the  gentle  Youth  sank 
lifeless  from  her  arms  upon  the  ground. 

The  misery  had  happened  !  The  sweet  Lily  stood  motionless  gazing 
on  the  corpse.  Her  heart  seemed  to  pause  in  her  bosom  ;  and  her  eyes 
were  without  tears.  In  vain  did  Mops  try  to  gain  from  her  any  kindly 
gesture ;  with  her  friend^  the  world  for  her  was  all  dead  as  the  grave. 
Her  silent  despair  did  not  look  round  for  help ;  she  knew  not  of  any 
help. 

On  the  other  hand,  the  Snake  bestirred  herself  the  more  actively ; 
she  seemed  to  meditate  deliverance ;  and  in  het,  her  strange  movements 
served  at  least  to  keep  away,  for  a  little,  the  immediate  consequences  of 
the  mischief.  With  her  limber  body,  she'  formed  a  wide  circle  round 
the  corpse,  and  seizing  the  end  of  her  tail  between  her  teeth,  she  lay 
quite  still. 

Ere  long  one  of  Lily's  fair  waiting-maids  appeared ;  brought  the 
ivory  folding-stool,  and  with  friendly  beckoning  constrained  her  mistress 
to  sit  down  on  it.  Soon  afterwards  there  came  a  second ;  she  had  in 
her  hand  a  fire-coloured  veil,  with  which  she  rather  decorated  than  con- 
cealed the  fair  Lily's  head.  The  third  handed  her  the  harp,  and  scarcely 
had  she  drawn  the  gorgeous  instrument  towards  her,  and  struck  some 
tones  from  its  strings,  when  the  first  maid  returned  with  a  clear  round 
mirror ;  took  her  station  opposite  the  fair  one  ;  caught  her  looks  in  the 
glass,  and  threw  back  to  her  the  loveliest  image  that  was  to  be  found  in 
Nature.^  Sorrow  heightened  her  beauty,  the  veil  her  charms,  the  harp 
her  grace;  and  deeply  as  you  wished  to  see  her  mournful  situation 
altered,  not  less  deeply  did  you  wish  to  keep  her  image,  as  she  now 
looked,  forever  present  with  you. 

With  a  still  look  at  the  mirror,  she  touched  the  harp ;  now  melting 
tones  proceeded  from  the  strings,  now  her  pain  seemed  to  mount,  and 
the  music  in  strong  notes  responded  to  her  woe ;  sometimes  she  opened 
her  lips  to  sing,  but  her  voice  failed  her ;  and  ere  long  her  sorrow  melted 

1  Does  not  man's  soul  rest  by  Faith,  and  look  in  the  mirror  of  Faith  7  Does  not  Hope 
'  decorate  rather  than  conceal 'T  Is  not  Charity  (Love)  the  beginning  of  mmstcJ  Behold  too, 
how  the  Serpent,  in  this  great  hoar,  has  made  herself  a  Serpent-of-Etemity ;  and  (even  as  genuine 
Thought,  in  oar  age,  has  to  do  for  so  much)  preserves  the  seeming  dead  within  her  folds,  that 
suspended  animation  issue  not  in  noisome,  horrible,  irrevocable  dissolution. — D.  T. 
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into  toua,  two  maUttu  nuglit  kor  Wpfullr  In  tholr  um,  tlw  hup  Mak 
from  her  bowm,  Mmrottlj  oonld  tht  qnlok  Mrvant  BiBtoh  11m  Imtmniait 
and  carrj'  it  adds. 

"WhogeUuM  the  Man  with  tb«  Lamp,  befora  tha  Siui  Mt?"  hkwd 
the  SiuLke  faintif,  but  aadlblf :  the  maidi  looked  at  one  another,  end 
Uly's  tears  fell  Euter.  At  tlUt  moment  came  the  Woman  with  the 
Basket,  panting  and  altogether breathleaa.  "lam  loat,  and  maimed  for 
life  !"  cried  she;  " lee  how  my  hand  ie  ahneet  vaniilied ;  neiUier  Fort- 
man  nor  Giant  would  take  ma  atar,  becaon  1  am  tha  Rirar'a  debtor  ;  in 
vain  did  I  promiae  hundrada  of  eabbagee  and  hundred*  of  Doiont ;  Uiej 
wilt  take  no  more  than  three;  and  no  artieheke  ia  nowto  bafbnnd  laell 
this  quarter," 

"Fo^t  joat  own  oare,"  wld  the  Snake,  "and  b7  to  bring  help 
here ;  perhapa  it  may  coma  to  jonraelf  alao.  Haata  with  four  nfanoat 
speed  to  seek  the  Will-o'-wispa ;  it  ia  too  light  for  yon  to  aee  them,  bnt 
perhaps  you  will  hear  them  langUng  and  hopping  to  and  fro.  If  tliajr  be 
speedy,  they  may  crom  upon  the  Giant'a  ihadow,  and  seek  the  Man  wiUi 
the  I^mp,  and  tend  him  to  us." 

The  Woman  hurried  off  at  her  quickest  pace,  and  the  Snake  seemed 
expecting  ai  impatiently  as  lily  the  return  of  the  Flames.  Alaa !  the 
beam  of  the  sinking  Sun  was  already  gilding  only  the  highest  summit* 
of  the  trees  in  the  thicket,  and  long  shadows  were  stretching  over  lake 
and  meadow  ;  the  Snake  hitched  up  and  down  impatiently,  and  Lily 
dissolved  in  tears. 

In  this  extreme  need,  the  Snake  kept  looking  round  on  all  lidea ;  fbr 
she  was  afraid  every  moment  that  the  Sun  would  set,  and  corruption 
penetrate  the  magic  circle,  and  the  fair  youth  immediately  moulder  away. 
At  last  she  noticed  sailing  high  in  the  air,  with  purple  red  feathers,  the 
Prince's  Hawk,  whose  breast  waa  catching  the  last  t>eBin8  of  the  Sun. 
She  shook  herself  for  joy  at  this  good  omen  ;  nor  was  she  deceived ;  for 
shortly  afterwards  the  Man  with  the  L«mp  was  seen  gliding  towards 
them  across  the  Lake,  fast  and  smoothly,  as  if  he  had  been  travelling  on 

The  Snake  did  not  change  her  posture ;  but  Lily  rose  and  called  to 
him :  "  What  good  spirit  sends  thee,  at  the  moment  when  we  were 
desiring  thee,  and  needing  thee,  so  much  ?  " 

"The  spirit  of  my  Lamp,"  replied  the  Man,  "has  impelled  me,  and 
the  Hawk  has  conducted  me.  My  Lamp  sparkles  when  I  am  needed, 
and  I  just  look  about  me  in  the  sky  for  a  signal ;  some  bird  or  meteor 
points  tothe  quarter  towards  which  I  am  to  turn.  Becalm,  furcet  Maiden! 
Whether  I  can  help,  I  know  not;  an  individual  helps  not,  but  he  who 
combines  himself  with  many  at  the  proper  hour.  We  will  postpone  the 
evil,  and  keep  hoping.     Hold  thy  circle  &st,"  continued  he,  turning  to 
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the  Snake ;  then  set  himeelf  upon  a  hillock  beside  her^  and  illuminated 
the  dead  body.  *'  Bring  the  little  Bird  ^  hither  too,  and  lay  it  in  the 
circle  !"  The  maidens  took  the  little  corpse  from  the  basket,  which  the 
old  Wonum  had  left  standing,  and  did  as  he  directed. 

Meanwhile  the  Sun  had  set ;  and  as  the  darkness  increased,  not  only 
the  Snake  and  the  old  Man's  Lamp  began  shining  in  their  fiishion,  but 
also  lil/s  veil  gave-out  a  soft  light,  which  gracefully  tinged,  as  with  a 
meek  dawning  red,  her  pale  cheelu  and  her  white  robe.  The  party 
looked  at  one  another,  silently  reflecting ;  care  and  sorrow  were  miti- 
gated by  a  sure  hope. 

It  was  no  unpleasing  entrance,  therefore,  that  the  Woman  made, 
attended  by  the  two  gay  Flames,  which  in  truth  appeared  to  have  been 
very  lavish  in  the  interim,  for  they  had  again  become  extremely  meagre ; 
yet  they  only  bore  themselves  the  more  prettily  for  that,  towards  lily 
and  the  other  ladies.  With  great  tact  and  expressiveness,  they  said  a 
multitude  of  rather  common  things  to  these  fidr  persons ;  and  declared 
themselves  particularly  ravished  by  the  eharm  which  the  gleaming  veil* 
spread  over  Lily  and  her  attendants.  The  ladies  modeistly  cast  down 
their  eyes,  and  the  praise  of  their  beauty  made  them  really  beautiful. 
All  were  peaceful  and  calm,  except  the  old  Woman.  In  spite  of  the 
assurance  of  her  husband,  that  her  hand  could  diminish  no  fiurther, 
while  the  Lamp  shone  on  it,  she  asserted  more  than  once,  that  if  things 
went  on  thus,  before  midnight  this  noble  member  would  have  utterly 
vanished. 

The  Man  with  the  Lamp  had  listened  attentively  to  the  convextetion 
of  tiie  Lights ;  and  was  gratified  that  lily  had  been  cheered,  in  some 
measure,  and  amused  by  it.  And,  in  trutii,  midnight  had  arrived  they 
knew  not  how.  The  old  Man  looked  to  the  stars,  and  then  began  speak- 
ing :  **  We  are  assembled  at  the  propitious  hour ;  let  each  perform  his 
task,  let  each  do  his  duty ;  and  a  universal  happiness  will  swallow-up  our 
individual  sorrows,  as  a  universal  grief  consumes  individual  joys." 

At  these  words  arose  a  wondrous  hubbub ;'  for  all  the  persons  in  the 
party  spoke  aloud,  each  for  himself,  declaring  what  they  had  to  do ;  only 
the  three  maids  were  silent ;  one  of  them  had  fidlen  asleep  beside  the 
harp,  another  near  the  parasol,  the  third  by  the  stool ;  and  you  could 

1  What  are  the  Hawk  and  this  Canary-bird,  which  here  prove  so  destructive  to  one  another  f 
Ministering  lervants,  implements,  of  theM  two  divided  Halves  of  the  Homan  Soal ;  name  them 
I  will  not ;  more  b  not  written.— D.  T. 

s  Have  not  your  mazch-of-intellect  Literaiors  always  expressed  themselves  particnhrly 
ravished  with  any  glitter  from  a  veil  of  Hc^ ;  with  '  progress  of  the  spedes,'  and  the  Ukef— 
D.T. 

s  Too  true :  dost  thou  not  hear  it,  reader?  In  this  <mt  Revolndoiiary '  twelfth  hour  of  the 
night,'  all  persons  speak  aloud  (some  of  them  by  cannon  and  drums  IX  '  declaring  what  they 
have  to  do' ;  and  Faith,  Hope  and  Charity  (after  a  few  passing  compliments  from  the  Belles* 
Lettres  Department),  thou  seest,  havc^/M  tulee^  !— D.  T. 
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aot  UuD«  than  laiuJ^  far  it  ww  lata.  Tba  fterj  Ymtlu,  aft«r  •oow 
psarifi^  cvmpliiBmtB  »hld  ^ttj  derated  ta  tlM  muting-aiaid*,  kid 
tamed  their  mU  ■ttmttiud  to  tlM  ftitmm,  m  tUoiH  wmikj  t^gxdmart 

"  Take  the  inirrwr,"  awi)  U>»  Msu  to  tliB  H»wk ;  "aod  a^th  tlis  first 
•uolieani  I'llumliiata  the  three  ■tccpcn,  aod  amtko  tlwai,  wixh  l^ht  re- 
dacted fruin  abOTB. " 

The  Snokn  now  bcffan  to  mi>v«  i  tht  lixicciicd  het  circle,  and  rolled 
mIowIjt,  in  Imgt  ring*,  forward  to  tha  Kivtr.  Th«  two  Will-o'-wiip*  bl- 
lo»ed  with  a  Milemu  air  :  you  would  havH  talceu  them  for  the  nniat 
••riouD  KlaoiM  in  Natur*.  'Di*  old  Womaa  aud  bor  faa&baiid  seized  tha 
Baakpt,  whoM  nlli)  light  tbit^  had  ncarr^l)' ohwrved  till  now;  tbsf  lifted 
it  at  butli  aides,  auil  it  gtv  Irtill  larj^r  and  mure  Inmiaooa;  tbej  lifted 
tba  bod]'  of  ttio  Youth  into  it,  laying  the  Cauary-bird  iipon  bia  breaat ; 
the  Bftskat  roM  into  the  air  aud  havered  above  the  old  Woman*!  bewl, 
Btid  aha  followod  tlie  WiU-u'-wi>p«  oo  foot.  Tha  fair  lily  took  Mopi  on 
her  arm,  aiul  fblhtwed  thn  tVomau ;  the  Man  with  the  L«inp  coDcluded 
the  jirucuiiiiou  ;  aud  the  M.-«iie  wsh  ouriouBlj  illuminate  by  these  many 

But  it  vu  with  no  mall  wonder  that  tha  pait^  mw,  whm  they 
^proaebad  tha  Birar,  k  glorioua  ardi  rnoont  orer  it,  t^  wUcb  tha  Mpfal 
Suka  w«a  affording  than  a  glittering  p«th.  If  by  dajr  thaj  had  admirad 
tha  baautlful  tran^tarant  praebma  atooca,  of  which  tha  Bridga  aatBed 
fmned ;  bj  night  they  were  aitoniafaed  at  its  glawnlng  brillianej.  On 
tha  vppar  idda  the  dear  circle  mariced  Hielf  aharp  againat  the  dark  d^,  but 
below,  vivid  beani*  were  darting  to  the  eeotie,  and  exhibitlag  the  airy 
QriDDaaa  of  the  edifice.  The  proeoMion  alowly  mavied  acroM  it ;  and  the 
Farrymao,  who  mw  it  from  bli  hut  afar  off,  coniidered  with  aatoniah- 
ment  tha  gleaming  circle,  and  the  atrange  lighta  which  were  patting 
over  it' 

No  MMner  had  they  reached  the  other  abore,  than  the  arch  began,  Ib 
it*  Dinal  way,  to  awag  np  and  down,  and  with  a  wavy  motion  to  approach 
tha  water.  The  Snake  than  came  on  land,  the  Baaket  placed  itaelf  upoa 
the  ground,  and  the  Snake  agtun  drew  her  circle  round  it.  The  tdd 
Manitooped  toward*  her,  andatdd:  "  What  bait  thou  reaolvedon?" 

"To  iBcrlfice  mytelf  rather  than  be  tacrificed,"  replied  the  Snake; 
"  promite  me  that  thou  wilt  leave  no  ttone  on  shore." 

The  old  Man  promiied;  then  addreeiing  Idly:  "Touch  tha  Snake/' 
■aid  be,  "with  thy  left  hand,  and  thy  lover  with  thy  right."  lily  knelt, 
and  touched  the  Snake  and  the  Prince'*  body.  The  latter  In  the  instant 
•eemed  to  come  to  Ufa ;  he  moved  in  the  Baaket,  nay,  he  raised  himself 
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into  ft  sitting  posture ;  lily  was  about  to  clasp  him ;  but  the  old  Man 
held  her  back^  and  himself  assisted  the  Youth  to  rise^  and  led  him  forth 
tnm  the  Basket  and  the  circle. 

The  Prince  was  standing;  the  Canary-bird  was  fluttering  on  his 
shoulder ;  there  was  life  again  in  both  of  them^  but  the  spirit  had  not 
yet  returned ;  the  fiiir  Youth's  eyes  were  open^  yet  he  did  not  see^  at 
least  he  seemed  to  look  on  all  without  participation.  Scarcely  had  their 
admiration  of  this  incident  a  little  calmed^  when  they  observed  how 
strangely  it  had  fared  in  the  mean  while  with  the  Snake.  Her  fair  taper 
body  had  crumbled  into  thousands  and  thousands  of  shining  jewels :  the 
old  Woman  reaching  at  her  Basket  had  chanced  to  come  against  the 
circle ;  and  of  the  shape  or  structure  of  the  Snake  there  was  now  nothing 
to  be  seeuj  only  a  bright  ring  of  luminous  jewels  was  lying  in  the  grass.^ 

The  old  Man  forthwith  set  himself  to  gather  the  stones  into  the 
Basket ;  a  task  in  which  his  wife  assisted  him.  They  next  carried  the 
Basket  to  an  elevated  point  on  the  bank ;  and  here  the  man  threw  its 
whole  ladings  not  without  contradiction  from  the  fidr  one  and  his  wife^ 
who  would  gladly  have  retained  some  part  of  it^  down  into  the  River. 
Like  gleaming  twinkling  stars  the  stones  floated  down  with  the  waves ; 
and  you  could  not  say  whether  they  lost  themselves  in  the  distance^  or 
sank  to  the  bottom. 

^^  Gentlemen,"  said  he  with  the  Lamp,  in  a  respectful  tone  to  the 
lights,  ^'  I  will  now  show  you  the  way,  and  open  you  the  passage ;  but 
you  will  do  us  an  essential  service,  if  you  please  to  unbolt  the  door,  by 
which  the  Sanctuary  must  be  entered  at  present,  and  which  none  but  you 
can  unfasten." 

The  Lights  made  a  stately  bow  of  assent,  and  kept  their  place.  The 
old  Man  of  the  Lamp  went  foremost  into  the  rock,  which  opened  at  his 
presence ;  the  Youth  followed  him,  as  if  mechanically ;  silent  and  un» 
certain,  Lily  kept  at  some  distance  from  him ;  the  old  Woman  would  not 
be  left,  and  stretched-out  her  hand,  that  the  light  of  her  husband's  Lamp 
might  still  fidl  upon  it.  The  rear  was  closed  by  the  two  Will-o'-wisps, 
who  bent  the  peaks  of  their  flames  towards  one  another,  and  appeared  to 
be  engaged  in  conversation. 

They  had  not  gone  far  till  the  procession  halted  in  front  of  a  large 
brazen  door,  the  leaves  of  which  were  bolted  with  a  golden  lock.  The 
Man  now  called  upon  the  Lights  to  advance ;  who  required  small  en- 
treaty, and  with  their  pointed  flames  soon  ate  both  bar  and  lock. 

The  brass  gave  a  loud  clang,  as  the  doors  sprang  suddenly  asunder ; 

1  So !  Your  Logics,  Mechanical  Philosophies,  Politics,  Sciences,  your  whole  modern  System 
of  Thought,  is  to  decease ;  and  old  Endkavour,  'grasping  at  her  basket,'  shall  '  come 
against '  the  inanimate  remains,  and  *  only  a  bright  ring  of  Itnninocts  jewels '  shall  be  left  there  I 
Mark  well,  however,  what  ant  becooMs  of  at— D.  T. 
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and  tli«  itatolf  igarm  of  tbtt  Kiuga  i^paand  vlthln  tk»  Suutmiy, 
Ulumittated  bj  tbe  antorlii^  li^ta.  AD  b«nrad  boftn  Aan  dnaA 
sovereigiu,  MpeoUlly  the  FbmM  made  »  pB»ti»ion  of  tfci  dilfitJM* 
reverancM. 

After  a  panM,  the  gold  King  laked  ;  "Whenee  eome  jni"  "Fhim 
the  worM,"  wd  the  old  Maa — "  Whither  go  jtf  mU  the  illTer  Klngv 
"  lato  the  world,"  replied  the  Han.—"  What  would  jo  with  u  i"  eilot 
the  bnuen  King.     "Aoeompeaf  jou,"  replied  the  Han. 

The  compcMita  Klnf  wm  about  to  ipeak,  wfaeo  the  gold  one  addraHod 
the  Lights,  who  had  got  too  near  him:  "Take  joniaelraa  awaj  fronme, 
mj  metal  was  not  made  Aw  yoa."  nwrenpon  thef  tuned  to  Um  rilrer 
King,  and  elaaped  themwlna  about  him ;  and  hia  rote  jittered  boMitl- 
fullf  in  their  Tellow  brightnon.  "  Yon  are  weloome,"  Mid  ht,  "  bat  I 
cannot  feed  70a  ;  Mtlaff  jonnalna  ebawhere,  and  bring  ne  your  llglrt.'* 
Thef  removed ;  and  gliding  paat  the  braaen  King,  who  dU  not  aeem  to 
notice  them,  they  fixed  on  the  eompoonded  King.  "  WIio  will  goram 
the  world  ?  "  eried  he,  with  a  broken  nice.  "  He  who  ttaadi  npon  Ua 
feet,"  replied  the  old  Man.— "I  am  he,"  tald  the  mixed  King.  "We 
shall  we,"  replied  the  Man  ;  "  for  the  time  li  at  hand." 

The  fail  Lily  fell  upon  the  old  Man'i  neck,  and  kined  him  cordiallf. 
"  Hoi)'  Sage  1 "  cried  ahe,  "a  thousand  times  I  thank  thee ;  for  1  hear 
that  fiiteful  word  the  third  tiin&"  She  had  toarcely  spoken,  when  she 
clasped  the  old  Man  still  faster ;  for  the  ground  began  to  move  beneath 
them ;  the  Youth  and  the  old  Woman  also  held  bj  one  another ;  the 
Lifchta  alone  did  not  regard  it. 

You  could  feel  plainly  that  the  whole  temple  was  in  motion ;  aa  a  ahip 
that  softlj  glides  away  from  the  harbour,  when  her  anchors  are  lifted  ; 
the  depths  of  the  Earth  seemed  to  open  for  the  Building  a>  it  went  along. 
It  struck  on  nothing ;  no  rock  came  in  its  way. 

For  »  few  instants,  a  small  rain  seemed  to  driiste  from  the  opening  of 
the  dome  ;  the  old  Man  held  the  fair  Lily  ^t,  and  said  to  her :  "  We 
are  now  beneath  the  River  ;  we  shall  soon  be  at  the  mark."  Ere  long 
they  thought  the  Temple  made  a  halt ;  but  they  were  in  an  error ;  it  waa 
mounting  upwards. 

And  now  a  strange  uproar  rose  above  their  heads.  Planks  and  beama 
in  disordered  combination  now  came  preasing  and  oraahlng  in  at  the 
opening  of  the  dome.  Lily  and  the  Woman  started  to  a  aide ;  the  Man 
with  the  Lamp  laid  hold  of  the  Youth,  and  kept  standing  still.  Tba 
little  cottage  of  the  Ferryman, — for  it  waa  this  which  the  Temple  in 
ascending  had  severed  from  the  ground  and  carried  up  with  it, — sank 
gradually  down,  and  covered  the  old  Han  and  the  Youth. 

The  women  screamed  aloud,  and  the  Temple  shook,  like  a  ship  running 
unexpectedly  aground.     In  sorrowful  perplexity,  the  Prineesa  and  her  old 
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attendant  wandered  round  the  cottage  in  the  dawn ;  the  door  wag  bolted^ 
and  to  their  knocking  no  one  answered.  They  knocked  more  loudly^ 
and  were  not  a  little  struck^  when  at  length  the  wood  began  to  ring.  By 
virtue  of  the  Lamp  locked  up  in  it^  the  hut  had  been  converted  from  the 
inside  to  the  outside  into  solid  silver.  Ere  long  too  its  form  changed ; 
for  the  noble  metal  shook  aside  the  accidental  shape  of  planks^  posts  and 
beams^  and  stretched  itself  out  into  a  noble  case  of  beaten  ornamented 
workmanship.  Thus  a  fair  little  temple  stood  erected  in  the  middle  of 
the  large  one ;  or  if  you  will^  an  Altar  worthy  of  the  Temple.^ 

By  a  staircase  which  ascended  from  within^  the  noble  Youth  now 
mounted  aloft^  lighted  by  the  old  Man  with  the  Lamp ;  and^  as  it 
seemed^  supported  by  another,  who  advanced  in  a  white  short  robe^ 
with  a  silver  rudder  in  his  hand ;  and  was  soon  recognised  as  the 
Ferryman,  the  former  possessor  of  the  cottage. 

The  fair  Lily  mounted  the  outer  steps,  which  led  from  the  floor  of 
the  Temple  to  the  Altar ;  but  she  was  still  obliged  to  keep  herself  apart 
from  her  Lover.  The  old  Woman,  whose  hand  in  the  absence  of  the 
Lamp  had  grown  still  smaller,  cried  :  ''Am  I,  then,  to  be  unhappy  after 
all  ?  Among  so  many  miracles,  can  there  be  nothing  done  to  save  my 
hand  ?"  Her  husband  pointed  to  the  open  door,  and  said  to  her :  ''  See, 
the  day  is  breaking ;  haste,  bathe  thyself  in  the  River." — ''  What  an 
advice ! "  cried  she ;  ''  it  will  make  me  all  black ;  it  will  make  me 
vanish  altogether ;  for  my  debt  is  not  yet  paid." — ''Go,"  said  the  Man, 
"and  do  as  I  advise  thee ;  all  debts  are  now  paid." 

The  old  Woman  hastened  away ;  and  at  that  moment  appeared  the 
rising  Sun,  upon  the  rim  of  the  dome.  The  old  Man  stept  between  the 
Virgin  and  the  Youth,  and  cried  with  a  loud  voice:  "There  are  three 
which  have  rule  on  Earth ;  Wisdom,  Appearance  and  Strength."  At  the 
first  word,  the  gold  King  rose ;  at  the  second,  the  silver  one ;  and  at  the 
third,  the  brass  King  slowly  rose,  while  the  mixed  King  on  a  sudden 
very  awkwardly  plumped  down.* 

Whoever  noticed  him  could  scarcely  keep  from  laughing,  solemn  as 
the  moment  was ;  for  he  was  not  sitting,  he  was  not  lying,  he  was  not 
leaning,  but  shapelessly  sunk  together.' 

1  Good  I  The  old  Church,  shaken  down  'in  disordered  combinatioii,'  ii  admitted,  in  this 
way,  into  the  new  perennial  Temple  of  the  Future ;  and,  clarified  into  enduring  liliner  by  the 
Lamp,  becomes  an  Altar  worthy  to  stand  there.    The  Ferryman  too  is  not  forgotten.— D.  T. 

s  Dost  thou  note  this,  O  reader ;  and  look  back  with  new  clearness  on  former  things  f  A 
gold  King,  a  silver  and  a  braxen  Ung :  Wisdom,  dignified  Appbarancb,  Stsbngtm  ;  these 
three  harmoniously  united  bear  rule ;  4/Arharmoniously  cobbled  together  in  sham  union  (as  in 
the  foolish  composite  King  of  our  foolish  '  transition  era  "X  they,  once  the  gold  (or  wisdom)  is 
mii out  of  them, '  very  awkwardly  plump  down.'— D.  T. 

*  As,  for  example,  does  not  Charles  x.  (one  of  the  poor  fractional  composite  Realities 
emblemed  herein)  rest,  even  now,  '  shapelessly  enough  sunk  together,*  at  Holyrood,  in  the  dty 
of  Edinburgh  ?~D.T. 
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The  UghU,^  who  till  now  hmd  beea  vajiojai  npon  fcin,  draw  to  ■ 
side  ;  they  appMrad,  although  pak  in  tha  moraing  ladlanoa,  jat  onea 
more  irell-fi»d,  and  in  Rood  burninf  eondition ;  wl&  thtfr  paakad  toi^ta, 
they  had  darteroiuly  Ikkad^nt  the  frold  vaiiu  of  tha  tnloiial  igoia  to 
ila  very  haart  Ilia  Irragiilar  vaenitiea  whioh  thb  oeeadoned  had  oon- 
tiuued  emptf  for  a  tima,  and  the  %ure  had  maintained  ita  atandlng 
posture.  But  whan  at  laat  the  very  tandereat  Blamenta  wne  eatan  on^ 
the  Image  craahed  anddenly  tofatiiar ;  and  that,  alai,  in  the  very  parta 
which  coutinua  nnaltand  whan  one  lita  down ;  whereaa  the  llmha,  whIA 
should  have  bent,  apiawlad  tfianiaalrea  ont  unbowed  and  atiff.  Whoever 
could  not  lauffh  wai  obliged  to  tnra  away  kii  eye* ;  thli  miaentble  eh^M 
and  no-ahape  waa  offenaiva  to  behold. 

The  Man  with  the  I^mp  now  led  the  handiome  Youth,  who  atill  kefit 
gaiiiig  vacantly  before  him,  down  from  the  Altar,  and  atn^gbt  to  the 
braaen  King.  At  the  foet  of  thia  mighty  Potontato  lay  a  awoid  in  a 
bracen  iheath.  The  yoong  man  ^rt  It  round  him.  "  The  iword  on  the 
left,  tlie  right  free  I"  oried  the  braMn  voice.  They  next  proceeded  U 
the  lilver  King;  he  bent  his  iceptre  to  the  Youth  ;  the  latter  taiaed  it 
with  hii  left  hand,  and  the  King  in  a  pleasing  voice  said :  "Feed  the 
sheep  !  "  On  turning  to  the  golden  King,  he  stooped  with  geaturea  of 
paternal  blessing,  and  pressing  hie  oaken  garland  on  the  young  man's 
head,  said  :  "  Understand  what  is  highest ! " 

During  this  progresa,  the  old  Man  had  carefully  observed  the  Prince. 
After  girding-on  the  sword,  his  breast  swelled,  his  arms  waved,  and  his 
feet  trod  firmer ;  when  he  took  the  sceptre  in  his  hand,  his  itrength 
appeared  to  soften,  and  by  an  unspeakable  charm  to  become  still  more 
subduing ;  hut  as  the  oaken  garland  came  to  deck  his  hair,  his  feature* 
kindled,  his  eyes  gleamed  with  inexpressible  spirit,  and  tha  first  word 
of  liis  mouth  was  "  lily ! " 

"Dearest  Lily  !"  cried  he,  hastening  up  the  silver  stairs  to  her,  for 
slie  had  viewed  his  progress  from  the  pinnacle  of  the  Altar  ;  "Dearest 
Lily  1  what  more  precious  can  a  man,  equipt  with  all,  desire  for  himself 
than  innocence  and  the  still  affection  which  thy  l>oBom  bring*  me  ?  O 
my  friend  1"  continued  he,  turning  to  tlie  old  Man,  and  looking  at  the 
three  statues  ;  "  glorious  and  secure  is  the  kingdom  of  our  fathera ;  hut 
thou  hast  forgotten  the  fourth  power,  which  rules  the  world,  earlier, 
more  universatly,  mora  certainly,  the  power  of  Love."  With  these 
words,  he  fell  upon  the  lovely  maiden's  neck ;  she  had  cast  away  her 
veil,  and  her  cheeks  were  tinged  with  the  fairest,  most  iroperisbsble  red. 

Here  the  old  Man  said  with  a  smile :  "  Love  does  not  rule ;  but  it 
trains,'  and  that  is  more." 

Amid  this  solemnity,  thia  happiness  and  rapture,  no  one  had  observed 

<  Uuch^r-iDtclltct  Ughii  Here  well  capable  of  locb  a  Ihing.— D.  T. 
>  It  (uhioiu  IM^n,  or  edncuo.— O.  Y. 
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that  it  wM  now  broad  day ;  and  all  at  once^  on  looking  through  the 
open  portal^  a  crowd  of  altogether  unexpected  objects  met  the  eye.  A 
large  space  surrounded  with  pillars  formed  the  fore-court^  at  the  end  of 
which  was  seen  a  broad  and  stately  Bridge  stretching  with  many  arches 
across  the  River.  It  was  furnished^  on  both  sides^  with  commodious 
and  magnificent  colonnades  for  foot-travellers^  many  thousands  of  whom 
were  already  there,  busily  passing  this  way  or  that.  The  broad  pave- 
ment in  the  centre  was  thronged  with  herds  and  mules,  with  horsemen 
and  carriages,  flowing  like  two  streams,  on  their  several  sides,  and  neither 
interrupting  the  other.  All  admired  the  splendour  and  convenience  of 
the  structure ;  and  the  new  King  and  his  Spouse  were  delighted  with  the 
motion  and  activity  of  this  great  people,  as  they  were  already  happy  in 
their  own  mutual  love. 

'^  Remember  the  Snake  in  honour,"  said  the  Man  with  the  Lamp ; 
^'  thou  owest  her  thy  life ;  thy  people  owe  her  the  Bridge,  by  which 
these  neighbouring  bamks  are  now  animated  and  combined  into  one 
land.  Those  swimming  and  shining  jewels,  the  remains  of  her  sacrificed 
body,  are  the  piers  of  this  royal  bridge ;  upon  these  she  has  built  and  will 
maintain  herself."  ^ 

The  party  were  about  to  ask  some  explanation  of  this  strange  mystery, 
when  iJiere  entered  four  lovely  maidens  at  the  portal  of  the  Temple. 
By  the  Harp,  the  Parasol,  and  the  Folding-stool,  it  was  not  difficult  to 
recognise  the  waiting-maids  of  Lily  ;  but  the  fourth,  more  beautiful  than 
any  of  the  rest,  was  an  unknown  fair  one,  and  in  sisterly  sportfulness 
she  hastened  with  them  through  the  Temple,  and  mounted  the  steps  of 
the  AlUr.« 

''  Wilt  thou  have  better  trust  in  me  another  time,  good  wife  ? "  said 
the  Man  with  the  Lamp  to  the  fidr  one :  '^  Well  for  thee,  and  every 
living  thing  that  bathes  this  morning  in  the  River  ! " 

The  renewed  and  beautified  old  Woman,  of  whose  former  shape  no 
trace  remained,  embraced  with  young  eager  arms  the  Man  with  the 
Lamp,  who  kindly  received  her  caresses.  ''  If  I  am  too  old  for  thee," 
said  he,  smiling,  ^'thou  mayest  choose  another  husband  today;  from 
this  hour  no  marriage  is  of  force,  which  is  not  contracted  anew." 

"  Dost  thou  not  know,  then,"  answered  she,  ''  that  thou  too  art  grown 
younger  ? " — ^^  It  delights  me  if  to  thy  young  eyes  I  seem  a  handsome 
youth :  I  take  thy  hand  anew,  and  am  well  content  to  live  with  thee 
another  thousand  yeara"  ^ 

1  Honour  to  her  indeed  I  The  Mechanical  Philosophy,  though  dead,  has  not  died  and  lived 
in  Yain ;  but  her  works  are  there  :  '  upon  these  sA4 '  (Thought,  new-born,  in  glorified  shape) 

has  buUt  herself  and  will  maintain  herself* ;  and  the  Natural  and  Supernatural  shall  hence- 
forth, thereby,  be  one.— D.  T. 

>  Mark  what  comes  of  bathing  in  the  Timb- River,  at  the  entrance  of  a  New  Era !— D.  T. 

*  And  so  Rbason  and  Endbavouk  being  onoe  more  married,  and  in  the  honeymoon,  need  we 
wish  them  joy?— D.  T. 
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The  QuMn  vsloomod  liar  new  Mand,  and  went  down  witli  her  into 
the  Interior  of  tha  Alter,  while  the  Kliig  itood  betwMn  hii  two  nwn, 
looking  tomtrda  tha  Bridge,  and  attentiTalj  eontemplatiiig  tha  bnaf 
tumnlt  of  the  people. 

But  his  utiafaetion  did  not  laat ;  for  era  long  he  aaw  an  object  whieh 
excited  hii  dlapleaanre.  Tlie  great  (^ant,  who  »nteared  not  jet  to  hare 
awoke  completely  from  hla  morning  tleep,  euaa  atarabling  along  tlw 
Bridge,  produdng  great  oonfuilon  all  around  him.  Aa  ttitid,  be  had 
risen  itupefied  with  aleep,  and  had  meant  to  haOie  In  the  welt-knowa 
tiaf  of  the  River ;  Ih^^jmI  of  which  he  fbund  firm  land,  and  plunged  upon 
the  broad  parament  of  the  Bridge^  Yet  although  he  reeled  into  the 
midst  of  men  and  Mttle  In  the  clnmaieat  way,  his  preaenoa,  wondered  at 
tiy  fill,  wBB  felt  by  none ;  but  «•  the  (unihine  came  into  hla  eyaa,  and  ho 
raised  his  hands  to  rub  them,  the  shadows  of  hia  monetmna  fiat*  moved 
to  and  fro  behind  him  with  aueh  fbrce  and  swinrardneM,  that  men  and 
beasts  were  heaped  together  in  great  maaaea,  wen  hart  by  auoh  rude 
contact,  and  in  danger  of  being  pitched  into  the  RlTer.' 

The  King,  u  he  saw  this  mischief,  grasped  with  an  involuntary  move- 
ment at  his  sword  ;  but  he  bethought  bimself,  and  looked  calmly  at  hi* 
sceptre,  then  at  the  I^mp  and  the  Rudder  of  his  attendants.  "  I  guess 
thy  thoughts,"  said  the  Man  with  the  Lamp  ;  "but  we  and  our  gift*  are 
powerless  against  this  powerlea*  monster.  Be  cnlm  !  He  is  doing  hurt 
for  the  last  time,  and  happily  his  shadow  is  not  turned  to  us," 

MeanwhUe  the  Giant  was  approaching  nearer ;  in  astonishment  at  what 
he  saw  with  open  eyes,  he  had  dropt  his  hsnds ;  he  was  now  doing  no 
injury,  and  came  staring  and  agape  into  the  fore-court 

He  was  wallcing  straight  to  the  door  of  the  Temple,  when  all  at 
once  in  the  middle  of  the  court,  he  halted,  and  was  fixed  to  the  ground. 
He  stood  there  like  a  strong  colossal  statue,  of  reddish  glittering  stone, 
and  his  shadow  pointed  out  the  hours,'  which  were  marked  in  a  circle 
on  the  floor  around  Um,  not  in  number*,  but  in  noble  and  ezpreaaive 
emblems. 

Mnch  delighted  was  the  King  to  see  the  monster's  shadow  turned  to 
some  useful  purpose ;  much  astonished  was  the  Queen,  who,  on  mount- 
ing from  wiUiin  the  Altar,  decked  in  royal  pomp,  with  her  virgins,  6r8t 
noticed  the  huge  6gure,  which  almost  closed  the  prospect  from  the 
Temple  to  the  Bridge. 

Meanwhile  the  people  had  crowded  after  the  Giant,  as  he  ceased  to 
move;  they  were  walking  round  him,  wondering  at  his  metamorphosia. 

1  ThsD  mnembcm  Ihe  Catlulic  Rttk/BUl  \  witneuol  lh>  Iriik  EJmaiiim  Silll  Hut 
heud,  livt  hundied  limEi,  Ihit  Ihc  'Chuich'  »u  'in  Danger,' und  nawmt  Icnglli  bdiwatitf 
— D.  T.     1>  D.  T.  oriht  Fsunh  Eiuie,  and  Poidib.InfldcI,  tbenT— O.  Y. 

•  BiSYo  !-D.  T. 
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From  him  they  turned  to  the  Temple^  which  they  now  first  appeared  to 
notice^'  and  pressed  towards  the  door. 

At  this  instant  the  Hawk  with  the  mirror  soared  aloft  ahove  the  dome ; 
caught  the  light  of  the  Sun^  and  reflected  it  upon  the  group^  which  was 
standing  on  the  Altar.  The  King^  the  Queen^  and  their  attendants,  in 
the  dusty  concave  of  the  Temple,  seemed  iUuminated  hy  a  heavenly 
splendour,  and  the  people  fell  upon  their  fiices.  When  the  crowd  had 
recovered  and  risen,  the  King  with  his  followers  had  descended  into  the 
Altar,  to  proceed  hy  secret  passages  into  his  palace ;  and  the  multitude 
dispersed  ahout  the  Temple  to  content  their  curiosity.  The  three  Kings 
that  were  standing  erect  they  viewed  with  astonishment  and  reverence ; 
but  the  more  eager  were  they  to  discover  what  mass  it  could  be  that  was 
hid  behind  the  hangings,  in  the  fourth  niche;  for  by  some  hand  or 
another,  charitable  decency  had  spread  over  the  resting-place  of  the 
fallen  King  a  gorgeous  curtain,  which  no  eye  can  penetrate,  and  no  hand 
may  dare  to  draw  aside. 

The  people  would  have  found  no  end  to  their  gazing  and  their  ad- 
miration, and  the  crowding  multitude  would  have  even  suffocated  one 
another  in  the  Temple,  had  not  their  attention  been  again  attracted  to 
the  open  space. 

Unexpectedly  some  gold-pieces,  as  if  falling  from  the  air,  came  tinkling 
down  upon  the  marble  flags;  the  nearest  passers-by  rushed  thither  to 
pick  them  up ;  the  wonder  was  repeated  several  times,  now  here,  now 
there.  It  is  easy  to  conceive  that  the  shower  proceeded  from  our  two 
retiring  Flames,  who  wished  to  have  a  little  sport  here  once  more,  and 
were  thus  gaily  spending,  ere  they  went  away,  the  gold  which  they  had 
licked  from  the  members  of  the  sunken  King.  The  people  still  ran 
eagerly  about,  pressing  and  pulling  one  another,  even  when  the  gold  had 
ceased  to  fidl.  At  length  they  gradually  dispersed,  and  went  their  way ; 
and  to  the  present  hour  the  Bridge  is  swarming  with  travellers,  and  the 
Temple  is  the  most  frequented  on  the  whole  Earth.' 

1  Now  firtt :  when  the  beast  of  a  SopsR8TtTiON>Giant  has  got  his  quietus.    Right  !~D.  T. 

S  It  b  the  Temple  oC  the  whole  civilised  Earth.  Finally,  may  I  take  leare  to  consider  this 
M&krchin  as  the  deepest  Poem  of  its  sort  in  existence,  as  the  only  true  Prophecy  emitted  for 
who  knows  how  many  centuries  T— D.  T.    Certainly :  England  is  a  free  countzy.— -O.  Y. 
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[1838] 
Tub  HpaciouR  courts  of  the  Priiico's  Caatle  were  still  veiletl  ti 
of  an  autumnal  morning;  through  which  veil,  meniiwhile,  as  it  melted 
into  cleitruess,  you  could  more  or  less  diftcem  the  whole  Hunter-compsay, 
on  horseback  and  on  foot,  all  busil}'  aatir.  The  harty  occupations  of  the 
nearest  were  diatio^ishalile ;  there  was  lenptheninjc,  shortening  of 
rtirriip-leathers  ;  there  was  handing  of  rifles  and  ihot-poiiches,  there 
was  puttinj^  of  gnme-bags  to  rights ;  while  the  hounds,  iiDpatient  in 
their  leashes,  threatened  to  drag  their  keepers  off  with  them.  Here  and 
there,  trio,  a  horM  filiowed  spirit  more  thnn  enough ;  driven-on  by  ita  ' 
fiery  nature,  or  excited  by  the  spnr  of  its  rider,  who  eren  now  in  tha  1 
half-duak  could  not  repress  a  certain  self-complacent  wish  to  exhibit 
himself.  All  waited,  however,  on  the  IVince,  who,  taking  leave  of  hi» 
yuiiiig  Consort,  uns  uijH  df]:iyiiig  loo  ioug. 

United  a  short  while  ago,  they  already  felt  the  htppiiien  of  coiraen- 
taneouB  diipositions ;  both  were  of  active  vivid  character ;  each  willingly 
participated  in  the  tastes  and  endeavour«  of  the  other.  The  Prhiee'f 
father  bad  already,  in  his  time,  discerned  and  improved  the  seasan 
when  it  became  evident  that  all  members  of  the  commonwealth  should 
pass  their  days  in  equal  industry;  should  all,  in  equal  working  and 
producing,  each  in  his  kind,  iirat  earn,  and  then  enjoy. 

How  well  this  had  prospered  was  visible  in  these  very  days,  when  the 
chief  market  was  »-holdiiig,  which  yoa  might  well  enongh  have  named 
a  bir.  The  Prince  yestereven  had  led  his  Princes*  on  horseback  throngh 
the  tumult  of  the  heaped-np  wares ;  and  pointed  out  to  her  how,  on  lUs 
spot,  the  Mountain  region  met  the  Plain  country  in  profitable  barter : 
he  could  here,  with  the  objects  before  him,  awaken  her  attention  to  the 
various  industry  of  his  Land. 

Jf  the  Prince  at  this  time  occupied  himself  and  his  servants  almost 
exclusively  with  these  pressing  concerns,  and  in  particular  worked 
ineeesantl]'  with  his  Finance-minister,  yet  would  the  Huntmaster  too 
have  his  right ;  on  whose  pleading,  the  temptation  could  not  be  resisted 
to  undertake,  in  this  choice  autumn  weather,  a  Hunt  that  had  already 
been  pos^ned;  and  so  for  the  honsehold  itself,  and  for  the  many 
stranger  viutnnts,  prepare  a  peculiar  and  dngular  festivity. 

Hie  Princess  stayed  behind  with  reluctance :  but  it  was  proposed  to 
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push  fiir  into  the  Mountains^  and  stir-up  the  peaceable  inhabitants  of 
the  forests  there  with  an  unexpected  invasion. 

At  partings  her  lord  £uled  not  to  propose  a  ride  for  her^  with  Fried- 
rich^  the  Prince-Uncle^  as  escort;  ^'1  will  leave  thee,"  said  he,  ''our 
Honorio  too,  as  Equerry  and  Page,  who  will  manage  alL"  In  pursu- 
ance of  which  words,  he,  in  descending,  gave  to  a  handsome  young 
man  the  needful  injunctions;  and  soon  thereafter  disappeared  with 
guests  and  train. 

The  Princess,  who  had  waved  her  handkerchief  to  her  husband  while 
still  down  in  the  court,  now  retired  to  the  back  apartments,  which 
commanded  a  free  prospect  towards  the  Mountains;  and  so  much  the 
lovelier,  as  the  Castle  itself  stood  on  a  sort  of  elevation,  and  thus, 
behind  as  well  as  before,  afforded  manifold  magnificent  views.  She  found 
the  fine  telescope  still  in  the  position  where  they  had  left  it  yestereven, 
when  amusing  themselves  over  bush  and  hill  and  forest-summit,  with 
the  lofty  ruins  of  the  primeval  Stammburg,  or  Family  Tower;  which 
in  the  clearness  of  evening  stood  out  noteworthy,  as  at  that  hour  with  its 
great  light-and-shade  masses,  the  best  aspect  of  so  venerable  a  memorial 
of  old  time  was  to  be  had.  This  morning  too,  with  the  approximating 
glasses,  might  be  beautifully  seen  the  autumnal  tinge  of  the  trees,  many 
in  kind  and  number,  which  had  struggled  up  through  the  masonry, 
unhindered  and  undisturbed  during  long  years.  The  fieur  dame,  how- 
ever, directed  the  tube  somewhat  lower,  to  a  waste  stony  flat,  over 
which  the  Hunting-train  was  to  pass:  she  waited  the  moment  with 
patience,  and  was  not  disappointed ;  for  with  the  clearness  and  magnify* 
ing  power  of  the  instrument  her  glancing  eyes  plainly  distinguished  the 
Prince  and  the  Head-Equerry ;  nay,  she  forbore  not  again  to  wave  her 
handkerchief,  as  some  momentary  pause  and  looking-back  was  fiuicied 
perhaps,  rather  than  observed. 

Prince-Uncle,  Friedrich  by  name,  now  with  announcement  entered, 
attended  by  his  Painter,  who  carried  a  large  portfolio  under  his  arm. 
''Dear  Cousin,"  said  the  hale  old  gentleman,  "we  here  present  you 
with  the  Views  of  the  Stammburg,  taken  on  various  sides  to  show  how 
the  mighty  Pile,  warred-on  and  warring,  has  from  old  time  fronted  the 
year  and  its  weather ;  how  here  and  there  its  wall  had  to  yield,  here  and 
there  rush  down  into  waste  ruins.  However,  we  have  now  done  much 
to  make  the  wild  mass  accessible ;  for  more  there  wants  not  to  set  every 
traveller,  every  visitor,  into  astonishment,  into  admiration." 

As  the  Prince  now  exhibited  the  separate  leaves,  he  continued : 
"Here  where,  advancing  up  the  hollow-way  through  the  outer  ring- 
walls,  you  reach  the  Fortress  proper,  rises  against  us  a  rock,  the  firmest 
of  the  whole  mountain ;  on  this  there  stands  a  tower  built, — ^yet  where 
Nature  leaves  off,  and  Art  and  Handicraft  begin,  no  one  can  distinguish. 
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Farther  700  peredrv,  ddvnrdi,  walla  abnttliig  on  it,  nri  donJMM 
teirace-wiBs  etretehing  down.  But  I  apaak  wrong ;  §ot,  to  th«  s^  it 
ii  bnt  a  wood  that  endrdea  that  old  nuumit:  then  kandnd-Mid-affy 
Tears  no  aze  hu  aounded  there,  and  the  inaaclait  ttenu  hm  on  all  Mm 
BpruD^  up  ;  wherever  jod  preM  Inwards  to  the  walla,  the  amootli  m^Wi 
the  rough  oak,  the  taper  pGie,  with  trunk  and  root*  oppoae  7011 ;  Toand 
these  we  have  to  wind,  and  pick  oar  footstep*  with  akUL  Do  b«t  look 
kow  artfully  our  Maater  haa  brought  the  character  of  It  on  paptf  ;  hsw 
the  roots  and  itonu,  the  ipedaa  of  each  dlatlngnlahable,  twiat  thamadTM 
among  the  maMnrj,  and  the  hnge  bought  come  looping  throngh  the 
boles.  It  ii  a  wildemew  like  no  other ;  an  aceldantallj  unique  ItmHtf, 
where  ancient  trace*  of  the  loog-Tanlafaed  power  of  Man,  and  the  mm- 
living,  ever-working  power  of  Nature  abow  themielve*  in  the  moet 
earnest  coniUct." 

Exhibiting  another  leaf,  ho  went  on :  "  What  nj  jou  now  to  th* 
Castle-court,  which,  I)eeonie  inaoceanble  bj  the  &Ulng-ia  of  the  old 
gate-tower,  had  for  immemorial  time  been  trodden  bj  no  foot^  We 
sought  to  get  at  it  bj  a  side ;  have  pierced  through  walls,  blasted  vault* 
asunder,  and  so  provided  a  convenient  but  secret  wbj.  Inside  it  needed 
no  clearance;  here  stretches  a  flat  rock-summit,  smoothed  by  Nature: 
but  jret  strong  trees  have,  in  spots,  found  luck  and  opportunity  for  root- 
ing themselves  there;  thej  have  softly  but  decidedly  grown  up,  and 
now  stretch  out  their  boughs  into  the  galleries  where  the  knights  once 
walked  to  and  fro ;  nay,  through  the  doors  and  windows  into  the  vaulted 
halls ;  out  of  which  we  would  not  drive  them :  they  have  even  got  the 
mastery,  and  may  keep  it.  Sweeping  away  deep  strata  of  leaves,  we 
have  found  the  notableet  place,  all  smoothed,  the  like  of  which  were 
perhaps  not  to  t>e  met  with  in  the  world. 

"After  all  this,  however,  it  is  still  to  be  remarked,  and  on  the  spot 
itself  well  worth  eiamining,  how  on  the  steps  that  lead  up  to  the  main 
tower,  a  maple  has  struck  root  and  fashioned  itself  to  a  stout  tree,  eo 
that  you  hardly  can  with  difficulty  press  liy  it,  to  mount  the  tmttlements 
and  gaze  over  the  unbounded  prospect.  Yet  here  too,  you  linger  pleased 
in  the  shade ;  for  that  tree  is  it  which,  high  over  the  whole,  wondrousiy 
lifts  itself  into  the  air. 

"Let  us  thank  the  brave  Artist,  then,  who  so  deservingly  in  vartou* 
pictures  teaches  us  the  whole,  even  as  if  we  saw  it ;  he  ha*  spent  the 
fairest  hours  of  the  day  and  of  the  season  therein,  and  for  week*  long 
kept  moving  about  these  scenes.  Here  in  this  corner  ha*  tliere  been,  for 
him  and  the  werder  we  gave  him,  a  pleasant  little  dwelling  fitted  up. 
You  could  not  think,  my  Best,  what  a  lovely  outlook  into  the  country, 
into  court  and  walls,  he  has  got  there.  But  now  when  all  Is  once  in 
outline,  m  pure,  so  characteristic,  he  may  finish  it  down  here  at  hit  ease. 


NOVELLE  488 

With  these  pietures  we  will  decorate  our  garden-hall ;  and  no  one  shall 
recreate  his  eyes  over  our  regular  parterres^  our  groves  and  shady  walks^ 
without  wishing  himself  up  there^  to  follow,  in  actual  sight  of  the  old 
and  of  the  new,  of  the  stubborn,  inflexible,  indestructible,  and  of  the 
fresh,  pliant,  irresistible,  what  reflections  and  comparisons  would  rise 
for  him." 

Honorio  entered,  with  notice  that  the  horses  were  brought  out ;  then 
said  the  Princess,  turning  to  the  Uncle :  '^  Let  us  ride  up ;  and  you  will 
show  me  in  reality  what  you  have  here  set  before  me  in  image.  Ever 
since  1  came  among  you,  I  have  heard  of  this  undertaking ;  and  now 
should  like,  of  all  things,  to  see  with  my  own  eyes  what  in  the  narrative 
seemed  impossible,  and  in  the  depicting  remains  improbable." — ''Not 
yet,  my  Love,"  answered  the  Prince :  "  What  yon  here  saw  is  what  it 
can  become  and  is  becoming ;  for  the  present,  much  in  the  enterprise 
stands  still  amid  impediments ;  Art  must  first  be  complete,  if  Nature  is 
not  to  shame  it" — ''Then  let  us  ride  at  least  upwards,  were  it  only  to 
the  foot:  1  have  the  greatest  wish  today  to  look  about  me  far  in  the 
world." — "  Altogether  as  you  will,"  replied  the  Prince. — "  Let  us  ride 
through  the  Town,  however,"  continued  the  Lady,  "over  the  great 
marketplace,  where  stands  the  innumerable  crowd  of  booths,  looking 
like  a  little  city,  like  a  camp.  It  is  as  if  the  wants  and  occupations  of 
all  the  fiunilies  in  the  land  were  turned  outwards,  assembled  in  this 
centre,  and  brought  into  the  light  of  day :  for  the  attentive  observer 
can  descry  whatsoever  it  is  that  man  performs  and  needs;  you  fancy, 
for  the  moment,  there  is  no  money  necessary,  that  all  business  could 
here  be  managed  by  barter,  and  so  at  bottom  it  is.  Since  the  Prince, 
last  night,  set  me  on  these  reflections,  it  is  pleasant  to  consider  how 
here,  where  Mountain  and  Plain  meet  together,  both  so  dearly  speak 
out  what  they  require  and  wish.  For  as  the  highlander  can  fashion  the 
timber  of  his  woods  into  a  hundred  shapes,  and  mould  his  iron  for  all 
manner  of  uses,  so  these  others  from  below  come  to  meet  him  with  most 
manifold  wares,  in  which  often  you  can  hardly  discover  the  material  or 
recognise  the  aim." 

"1  am  aware,"  answered  the  Prince,  "that  my  Nephew  turns  his 
utmost  care  to  these  things ;  for  specially,  on  the  present  occasion,  this 
main  point  comes  to  be  considered,  that  one  receive  more  than  one 
gives  out :  which  to  manage  is,  in  the  long-run,  the  sum  of  all  Political 
Economy,  as  of  the  smallest  private  housekeeping.  Pardon  me,  how- 
ever, my  Best :  I  never  like  to  ride  through  markets ;  at  every  step  you 
are  hindered  and  kept  back ;  and  then  flames-up  in  my  imagination  the 
monstrous  misery  which,  as  it  were^  burnt  itself  into  my  eyes,  when  I 
witnessed  one  sudi  world  of  wares  go  off  in  fire.  1  had  scarcely  got 
to " 
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' '  Ij«t  m  not  I<Me  the  brig-hl  boure,"  interrupted  the  PrinceM ;  for &■] 
worthy  man  had  already  more  than  ouce  afflicted  her  Kith  the 
deacripUoD  of  that  misciiBiice  :  how  he,  beiiag  ou  a  long  journey,  resting    1 
ia  tiu)  btmt  inii.  ma  *h>  — rjwfjJa—  wteak wmj^atikm  ■WPn 
•  fur,  had  f«M  to  Iwd  iMHiii^  ftUfMli.i^  iK  Oa  ■ 
bean,  hj  thiUkM,  and  fluM  rdUag  mp  agOm*  U>  Mgi^  Ufal^f 


her  reluctant-wflling  ittMAMt;  fcrlA>  lw>  wwid^tily  W».lliil 
bf  her  nde,  wha  brt  vaoU  ^aUf  ham  AUvma  iAm  Imt?  AwI«» 
Hoaorio  too  hed,  withoat  regM^  Hqwd  bMfc  frnt.Ot  «fehar«iM  w 
wiahed-for  Hunt,  to  1»  mebatnlj  a/thtrmt^M.         .  i 

A*  was  to  be  anUo^sM,  Aaf  MoUL  mlr  M»  thnn^  tiM  MUW 
■tep  by  itep :  bat  to*  &b  Lwdy  «>«  mUt— i  nwf  •b^pigk  hf  •■■• 
■prightlf  remark  ;  "  I  rapaat  air  laMan  ti  jMtanlgbt,"  MMalMt'  "rfa« 
Necewity  it  tryiiig  our  iMtianea."  AndhitRito,  tlia  wbalattaaaof  mMk 
M  crowded  abont  tbe  riAan,  that  thwr  pt'ogreai  was  ilow,  Tbe  pMph 
gawd  with  joy  at  the  joniig  dame ;  and  on  ao  many  nmling  cwDntaiiaDaea 
might  be  read  the  pleaaore  they  felt  to  lee  that  the  firat  womau  in  the 
land  waa  also  the  &ireat  and  gracefiileat. 

Promiicaoujly  mingled  atood  Moontaineen,  who  had  built  thtir  atUl 
dwelling!  amid  rodu,  fin  and  iprucca ;  Lowlandeia  £roni  hilla,  meadowa 
and  leaa ;  oraftitnen  of  the  little  towna ;  and  what  elie  had  all  awmlilnd 
there.  After  a  quiet  glance,  the  Piinoen  remarked  to  her  attendant, 
how  all  these,  whenceaoever  they  came,  had  taken  more  (tuff  than 
neceaiary  for  thmr  clothea,  more  cloth  and  linen,  more  ribanda  for 
trimming.  It  la  aa  if  the  women  oould  not  be  boehy  enough,  the  mea 
not  puffy  enough,  to  please  themaelvei. 

"  We  will  leare  them  that,"  answered  the  Uncle :  "  apend  his  auper- 
fluity  on  what  he  will,  a  man  ie  happy  in  it ;  happieat  when  he  therevitb 
decka  and  disana  himself."    The  fair  dame  nodded  aaaeat 

So  had  they,  by  degrees,  got  upon  a  clear  apace,  which  led  out  to  the 
suburbs  ;  when,  at  the  end  of  many  small  booths  and  atanda,  a  larger 
edifice  of  boarda  showed  Itself,  which  waa  scarcely  glanced  at  till  an  ear- 
lacerating  bellow  sounded  forth  from  it  The  feedlng-hoor  of  the  wlld- 
beaata,  there  exhibited,  seemed  to  have  come :  the  Uon  let  hia  forest^od 
deaert-voico  be  heard  in  all  vigour ;  the  horaea  shuddered,  and  all  had  to 
remark  how,  in  the  peaceful  waya  and  workinga  of  the  cultiTat«d  world, 
the  king  of  the  wildemeaa  ao  fearfully  announced  himself.  Coming 
nearer  the  booth,  you  could  not  overlook  the  variegated  colossal  pictursa 
representing  widi  violent  colonia  and  strong  emblems  thoee  foreign 
beasts ;  to  a  itght  of  which  the  peaceful  bur^iar  was  to  ha  irreaiatiUf 
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enticed.  The  grim  monstrous  tiger  was  pouncing  on  a  blackamoor^  on 
tiie  point  of  tearing  him  in  shreds ;  a  lion  stood  earnest  and  majestic^ 
as  if  he  saw  no  prey  worthy  of  him ;  other  wondrous  particoloured 
oreatures^  beside  these  mighty  ones^  deserved  less  attention. 

''As  we  oome  back/'  said  the  Princess,  ''we  will  alight  and  take  a 
nearer  view  of  these  gentry." — "It  is  strange,"  observed  the  Prince, 
"  that  man  always  seeks  excitement  by  Terror.  Inside,  there,  the  Tiger 
lies  quite  quiet  in  his  cage ;  and  here  must  he  ferociously  dart  upon  a 
black,  that  the  people  may  £uicy  the  like  is  to  be  seen  within :  of  murder 
and  sudden  death,  of  burning  and  destruction,  there  is  not  enough,  but 
balladsingers  must  at  every  comer  keep  repeating  it.  Good  man  will 
have  himself  frightened  a  little;  to  feel  the  better,  in  secret,  how 
beautiful  and  laudable  it  is  to  draw  breath  in  freedom." 

Whatever  of  apprehensiveness  from  such  bugbear  images  might  have 
remained,  was  soon  all  and  wholly  effaced,  as,  issuing  through  the  gate, 
our  party  entered  on  the  cheerfulest  of  scenes.  The  road  led  first  up 
the  River,  as  yet  but  a  small  current,  and  bearing  only  light  boats,  but 
which  by  and  by,  as  a  renowned  world-stream,  would  carry  forth  its 
name  and  waters,  and  enliven  distant  lands.  They  proceeded  next 
through  well -cultivated  fruit-gardens  and  pleasure-grounds,  softly 
ascending;  and  by  degrees  you  could  look  about  you,  in  the  now 
disclosed^  much-peopled  region ;  till  first  a  thicket,  then  a  little  wood 
admitted  our  riders,  and  the  gracefulest  localities  refreshed  and  limited 
their  view.  A  meadow-vale  leading  upwards,  shortiy  before  mown  for 
the  second  time,  velvet-like  to  look  upon,  and  watered  by  a  brook  rush- 
ing briskly  out  copious  at  once  from  the  uplands  above,  received  them 
as  with  welcome ;  and  so  they  approached  a  higher  freer  station ;  which, 
on  issuing  from  the  wood,  after  a  stiff  ascent,  they  gained ;  and  could 
now  descry,  over  new  clumps  of  trees,  the  old  Castie,  the  goal  of  their 
pilgrimage,  rising  in  the  distance,  as  pinnacle  of  the  rock  and  forest 
Backwards,  again  (for  never  did  one  mount  hither  without  turning 
round),  they  caught,  through  accidental  openings  of  the  high  trees,  the 
Prince's  Castle,  on  the  left,  lightened  by  the  morning  sun ;  the  well-built 
higher  quarter  of  the  Town,  softened  under  light  smoke-clouds :  and  so 
on,  rightwards  the  under  Town,  the  River  in  several  bondings,  witii  its 
meadows  and  mills ;  on  the  farther  side,  an  extensive  fertile  region. 

Having  satisfied  themselves  with  the  prospect,  or  rather,  as  usually 
happens  when  we  look  round  from  so  high  a  station,  become  doubly 
eager  for  a  wider,  less  limited  view,  they  rode  on,  over  a  broad  stony 
flat,  where  the  mighty  Ruin  stood  fronting  them,  as  a  green-crowned 
summit,  a  few  old  trees  fiir  down  about  its  foot:  they  rode  along;  and 
so  arrived  there,  just  at  the  steepest,  most  inaccessible  side.  Great  rocks 
jutting  out  from  of  old,  insensible  of  every  change,  firm,  well-founded. 
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were  to  wait  below  among  the  trees  ;  our  climb 
point,  where  a  huge  projecting  rock  affords  stai 
spect,  which  indeed  is  already  passing  over  into  t 
folds  itself  together  there  picturesquely  enough. 

The  Bun^  almost  at  its  meridian,  lent  the  clear 
Castle,  with  its  compartments,  main  buildings,  wi: 
lay  clear  and  stately;  the  upper  Town  in  its  n 
lower  also  you  could  conyeniently  look,  nay,  by  tl 
the  booths  in  the  marke^laee.  So  fnrthersome  s 
would  never  leave  behind :  they  looked  at  the  Rii 
wards ;  on  this  side,  the  mountainous,  terrace-like 
on  that  the  upewelllng,  fruitful  land,  alternating 
places  innumerable ;  for  it  was  long  customary  to 
them  were  here  to  be  seen. 

Over  the  great  expanse  lay  a  cheerful  stillness,  i 
when,  as  the  Ancients  were  wont  to  say.  Pan  is  a 
holds  her  breath  not  to  awaken  him. 

''It  is  not  the  first  time,"  said  the  Princess,  '' 
high  fiir^«eeing  spot,  have  reflected  how  Nature,  a 
and  peaceful,  and  gives  you  the  impression  as  if  th> 
tradictory  in  the  world  ;  and  yet  when  you  return 
tion  of  man,  be  it  lofty  or  low,  wide  or  narrow,  th 
to  contend  with,  to  battle  with,  to  smooth  and  put  1 

Honorio,  who  meanwhile  was  looking  through  tl 
exclaimed, ''  See !  see  I  There  is  fire  in  the  market 
could  observe  some  smoke ;  the  flames  were  smoth 
''  The  fire  spreads  I "  cried  he,  still  looking  thr 
mischief  indeed  now  became  noticeable  to  the  good 
from  time  to  time  you  observed  a  red  burst  of  flame 
aloft ;   and  Princ^Uiicle  said  :   ''  Let  us  return  : 
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As  the  Prinoen  mounted^  Honorio  said :  '^  Please  your  Excellency  to 
ride  slow  I  In  the  Town  as  in  the  Castle,  the  fire-apparatus  is  in  perfect 
order;  the  people,  in  this  unexpected  accident,  will  not  lose  their 
presence  of  mind.  Here,  moreover,  we  have  bad  ground,  little  stones 
and  short  grass ;  quick  riding  is  unsafe ;  in  any  case,  before  we  arrive, 
the  fire  will  be  got  under."  The  Princess  did  not  think  so ;  she  observed 
the  smoke  spreading,  she  fancied  that  she  Mtw  a  flame  flash  up,  that  she 
heard  an  explosion ;  and  now  in  her  imagination  all  the  terrific  things 
awoke,  which  the  worthy  Uncle's  repeated  narrative  of  his  experiences 
in  that  market-conflagration  had  too  deeply  implanted  there. 

Frightful  doubtless  had  that  business  been ;  alarming  and  impressive 
enough  to  leave  behind  it,  painfully  through  life  long,  a  boding  and 
image  of  its  recurrence, — when  in  the  night-season,  on  the  great  booth- 
covered  market-space,  a  sudden  fire  had  seized  booth  after  booth,  before 
the  sleepers  in  these  light  huts  could  be  shaken  out  of  deep  dreams :  the 
Prince  himself,  as  a  wearied  stranger  arriving  only  for  rest,  started  from 
his  sleep,  sprang  to  the  window,  saw  all  fearfully  illuminated ;  flame 
after  flame,  from  the  right,  from  the  left,  darting  through  each  other, 
rolls  quivering  towards  him.  The  houses  of  the  marketplace,  reddened 
in  the  shine,  seemed  already  glowing;  threatened  every  moment  to 
kindle,  and  burst  forth  in  fire.  Below,  the  element  raged  without  let ; 
planks  cracked,  laths  crackled ;  the  canvas  flew  abroad,  and  its  dusky 
fire-peaked  tatters  whirled  themselves  round  and  aloft, — as  if  bad  spirits, 
in  their  own  element,  with  perpetual  change  of  shape,  were  in  capricious 
dance,  devouring  one  another,  and  there  and  yonder,  would  dart- up  out 
from  their  penal  fire.  And  then,  with  wild  howls,  each  saved  what  was 
at  hand :  servants  and  masters  laboured  to  drag  forth  bales  already  seized 
by  the  flames ;  to  snatch  away  yet  somewhat  from  the  burning  shelves, 
and  pack  it  into  the  chests,  which  too  they  must  at  last  leave  a  prey 
to  the  hastening  flame.  How  many  a  one  could  have  prayed  but  for  a 
moment's  pause  to  the  loud-advancing  fire ;  as  he  looked  round  for  the 
possibility  of  some  device,  and  was  with  all  his  possessions  already  seized ! 
On  the  one  side,  there  burnt  and  glowed  already  what,  on  the  other, 
still  stood  in  dark  night  ObstiDate  characters,  will-strong  men,  grimly 
fronted  the  grim  foe ;  and  saved  much,  with  loss  of  their  eyebrows  and 
hair. — Alas,  all  this  waste  confusion  now  arose  anew  before  the  fi&ir  spirit 
of  the  Princess ;  the  gay  morning  prospect  was  all  overclouded,  and  her 
eyes  darkened  ;  wood  and  meadow  had  put  on  a  look  of  strangeness,  of 
danger. 

Entering  the  peaceful  vale,  heeding  little  its  refreshing  coolness,  they 
were  but  a  flaw  steps  onwards  from  the  copious  fountain  of  the  brook 
which  flowed  by  them,  when  the  Princess  descried,  quite  down  in  the 
thickets,  something  singular,  which  she  soon  recognised  for  the  tiger : 
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•pringing  on^  M  the  a  thort  wUle  ago  had  uma  him  paiatad,  ha 
towards  her;  and  thia  fanagOy  added  to  the  frightfiil  onea  aha  waa  already 
bugy  with^  made  the  atraageat  impremion.  ''FI7,  jma  Giaoa ! "  cried 
Honorio,  '^  fly  1 "  She  tamed  her  hone  towarda  iJie  ataep  hill  they  had 
just  descended.  The  yoong  mao^  mahiog  on  towarda  the  monater^  dreir 
his  pistol  and  fixed  when  he  thought  himaelf  near  enough ;  ba^  alaa, 
without  effect;  the  tiger  sprang  to  a  aide,  the  horse  ftltered^  the  pro- 
voked wild-beaat  followed  his  course,  upwards  stnight  after  the  Prinoeaa. 
She  galloped,  what  her  horse  could,  up  the  steep  stony  apaee ;  aearoely 
apprehending  that  so  delicate  a  creature,  unused  to  sudi  exertion,  eonld 
not  hold  out  It  overdid  itself,  driven  on  by  the  necessitated  Prinoeaa ; 
it  stumbled  on  the  looee  gravel  of  the  steep,  and  again  atomUed ;  and  at 
last  fell,  after  violent  efforta,  powerleaa  to  the  ground.  The  fidr  dame, 
resolute  and  dexterous,  fidled  not  instantly  to  get  up<m  her  feet;  the 
horse  too  rose,  hut  the  tiger  waa  approaohing ;  thoogh  not  with  vehement 
speed ;  the  uneven  ground,  the  sharp  stones  seemed  to  damp  hia  impetu- 
osity; and  only  Honorio  flying  after  him,  riding  with  dieoked  apeed 
along  with  him,  appeared  to  stimulate  and  provoke  his  force  anew.  Both 
runners,  at  the  same  instant,  reached  the  spot  where  the  Princess  waa 
standing  by  her  horse :  the  Knight  bent  himself,  fired,  and  with  this 
second  pistol  hit  the  monster  through  the  head,  so  that  it  rushed  down ; 
and  now,  stretched  out  in  full  length,  first  clearly  disclosed  the  might 
and  terror  whereof  only  the  bodily  hull  was  left  lying.  Honorio  had 
sprung  from  his  horse ;  was  already  kneeling  on  the  beast,  quenching 
its  last  movements,  and  held  his  drawn  hanger  in  his  right  hand.  The 
youth  was  beautiful ;  he  had  come  dashing  on,  as,  in  sports  of  the  lance 
and  the  ring,  the  Princess  had  often  seen  him  do.  Even  so  in  the 
riding-course  would  his  bullet,  as  he  darted  by,  hit  the  Turk's-head  on 
the  pole,  right  under  the  turban  in  the  brow ;  even  so  would  he,  lightly 
prancing  up,  prick  his  naked  sabre  into  the  fallen  mass,  and  lift  it  from 
the  ground.  In  all  such  arts  he  was  dexterous  and  felicitous  ;  both  now 
stood  him  in  good  stead. 

''Give  him  the  rest,"  said  the  Princess:  ''I  fear  he  will  hurt  you 
with  his  claws." — *'  Pardon  ! "  answered  the  youth  :  ^'  he  is  already  dead 
enough ;  and  I  would  not  hurt  the  skin,  which  next  winter  shall  shine 
upon  your  sledge." — '*  Sport  not,"  said  the  Princess :  '*  whatsoever  of 
pious  feeling  dwells  in  the  depth  of  the  heart  unfolds  itself  in  such  a 
moment." — ^'1  too,"  cried  Honorio,  ''was  never  more  pious  than  even 
now ;  and  therefore  do  I  think  of  what  is  joyfulest :  I  look  at  the  tiger's 
fell  only  as  it  can  attend  you  to  do  you  pleasure." — "It  would  forever 
remind  me,"  said  she,  "of  this  fearful  moment"  "Yet  is  it,"  replied 
the  youth  with  glowing  cheeks,  "  a  more  harmless  spoil  than  when  the 
weapons  of  slain  enemies  are  carried  for  show  before  the  victor." — "I 
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thaU  bethink  me,  at  sight  of  it,  of  your  boldneis  and  cleverness ;  and 
need  not  add,  that  you  may  reckon  on  my  thanks  and  the  Prince's 
£syour  for  your  life  long.  But  rise ;  the  beast  is  clean  dead ;  let  us 
consider  what  is  next :  before  aU  things  rise  ! " — '^  As  I  am  once  on  my 
knees^"  replied  the  youth^  '*  once  in  a  posture  which  in  other  circum- 
stances would  have  been  forbid^  let  me  beg  at  this  moment  to  receive 
assurance  of  the  favour,  of  the  grace  which  you  vouchsafe  me.  I  have 
already  asked  so  often  of  your  high  Consort  for  leave  and  promotion  to 
go  on  my  travels.  He  who  has  the  happiness  to  sit  at  your  table,  whom 
you  honour  with  the  privilege  to  entertain  your  company,  should  have 
seen  the  world.  Travellers  stream-in  on  us  from  all  parts ;  and  when 
a  town,  an  important  spot  in  any  quarter  of  the  world  comes  in  course, 
the  question  is  sure  to  be  asked  of  us.  Were  we  ever  there  ?  Nobody 
allows  one  sense,  till  on^  has  seen  all  that :  it  is  as  if  you  had  to  instruct 
yourself  only  for  the  sake  of  others." 

''Rise!"  repeated  the  Princess:  *'l  were  loath  to  wish  or  request 
aught  that  went  against  the  will  of  my  Husband ;  however,  if  I  mistake 
not,  the  cause  why  he  has  restrained  you  hitherto  will  soon  be  at  an 
end.  His  intention  was  to  see  you  ripened  into  a  complete. self-guided 
nobleman,  to  do  yourself  and  him  credit  in  foreign  parts,  as  hitherto  at 
court;  and  I  should  think  this  deed  of  yours  was  as  good  a  recom- 
mendatory passport  as  a  young  man  could  wish  for,  to  take  abroad  with 
him." 

That,  instead  of  a  youthful  joy,  a  certain  moumfulness  came  over  his 
face,  the  Princess  had  not  time  to  observe,  nor  had  he  to  indulge  his 
emotion ;  for,  in  hot  haste,  up  the  steep,  came  a  woman,  with  a  boy  at 
her  hand,  straight  to  the  group  so  well  known  to  us ;  and  scarcely  had 
Honorio,  bethinking  him,  arisen,  when  they  howling  and  shrieking  cast 
themselves  on  the  carcass ;  by  which  action,  as  well  as  by  their  cleanly, 
decent,  yet  particoloured  and  unusual  dress,  might  be  gathered  that  it 
was  the  mistress  of  this  slain  creature,  and  the  black-eyed,  black-locked 
boy,  holding  a  flute  in  his  hand,  her  son ;  weeping  like  his  mother,  less 
violent,  but  deeply  moved,  kneeling  beside  her. 

Now  came  strong  outbreakings  of  passion  from  this  woman;  inteiv 
rupted  indeed,  and  pulse-wise ;  a  stream  of  words,  leaping  like  a  stream 
in  gushes  from  rock  to  rock.  A  natural  language,  short  and  discontinu- 
ous, made  itself  impressive  and  pathetic :  in  vain  should  we  attempt 
translating  it  into  our  dialects ;  the  approximate  purport  of  it  we  must 
not  omit  ^^They  have  murdered  thee,  poor  beast!  murdered  without 
need  !  Thou  wert  tame,  and  wouldst  fain  have  lain  down  at  rest  and 
waited  our  coming ;  for  thy  footballs  were  sore,  thy  claws  had  no  force 
left.  The  hot  sun  to  ripen  them  was  wanting.  Thou  wert  the  beauti- 
fulest  of  thy  kind  :  who  ever  saw  a  kingly  tiger  so  gloriously  stretched- 
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out  In  aleep,  m  fbon  hara  liart,  dmd,  never  to  riie  more?  Wfaa  tbea 
■wokeat  iu  the  early  dawn  of  morning,  and  <q|Mnedit  thj  th^M^  itrefadi- 
ing  out  thf  red  tongne,  then  wart  aa  if  ^"iling;  on  vi ;  and  even  when 
bellowing,  thon  tookaat  thy  fiNNt  from  the  handa  of  a  woman,  from  the 
finger*  of  a  child.  How  long  have  we  gone  with  thee  on  thy  JonnMya ; 
how  long  hu  thjr  eompany  been  naefnl  and  firnitftU  to  tt>  I  To  ua,  to  aa 
of  a  very  truth,  meat  oame  from  the  eater,  and  aweebieai  ont  of  the 
Btrong.     So  will  It  be  no  more.     Woe  !  woe  I" 

She  had  not  done  lamenting,  when  over  the  amoother  part  of  the 
Castle  Mountain  came  ridera  nuhing  down;  eooa  recogniaed  aa  the 
Frince'a  Hunting-trun,  hbnaelf  the  foremoat  Following  their  eport, 
in  the  backward  hllla,  they  had  obierved  the  fite-vapoura;  and  fiurt 
through  dale  and  ravine,  aa  in  fleree  ohaae,  taken  the  ahorteat  path 
towards  thi«  moumfdl  aign.  GaIlo]ring  along  the  atony  vaeaney,  they 
stopped  and  stared  at  sight  of  the  nnexpeoted  gronp,  whieh  in  that 
empty  expanse  stood  out  to  mark-worthy.  After  the  flnt  reeogfdtlon, 
there  was  silence ;  some  pease  of  breathing-time,  and  than  what  the 
view  itself  did  not  impart,  was  with  brief  words  explained.  9a  stood 
the  Prince,  contemplating  the  strange  unheard-of  incident ;  a  circle 
round  him  of  riders,  and  followers  that  had  run  on  foot  What  to  do 
waa  atill  undetermined ;  the  Prince  intent  on  ordering,  executing ;  when 
B  man  pressed  forward  Into  the  circle ;  large  of  stature,  particoloured, 
wondrously  apparelled,  like  wife  and  child.  And  now  the  family,  in 
union,  testified  their  sorrow  and  astonishment.  The  man,  however, 
soon  restrained  himself;  bowed  in  reverent  distance  before  the  Prince, 
and  said  :  "  It  is  not  the  time  for  lamenting ;  alaa,  my  lord  and  mighty 
hunter,  the  lion  too  is  loose  ',  hither  towards  the  mountains  is  he  gone : 
but  spare  him,  have  atetcy,  that  he  perish  not  like  this  good  beaaL" 

"llie  Lion!"  said  the  Prince:  "Hast  thou  the  trace  of  him?" — 
"Yes,  Lord  !  A  peasant  down  there,  who  had  heedlessly  taken  shelter 
on  a  tree,  directed  me  farther  up  this  way,  to  the  left ;  but  I  saw  the 
crowd  of  men  and  horses  here ;  anxious  for  tidings  of  asaistance,  I  hast- 
ened hither." — "Ha  then,"  commanded  the  Prince,  "draw  to  the  left, 
Uuntsmen  ;  you  will  load  your  pieces,  go  softly  to  work  ;  If  you  drive 
him  into  the  deep  woods,  it  is  no  matter :  but  in  the  end,  good  man, 
we  shall  be  obliged  to  kill  your  animal  :  why  were  yon  improvident 
enough  to  let  him  loose ?"^" The  fire  broke  out,"  replied  he;  "we 
kept  quiet  and  attentive ;  it  spread  fast,  but  at  a  distance  from  us ;  we 
had  water  enough  for  our  defence ;  but  a  heap  of  powder  blew  up,  and 
threw  the  brands  on  to  us,  and  over  our  heads  ;  we  were  too  hasty,  and 
are  now  ruined  people." 

The  Prince  was  still  busy  directing;  but  for  a  moment  all  seemed  to 
pause,  as  a  man  waa  observed  hastily  springing  down  from  the  heighta 
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of  tha  old  Castle ;  wbom  tba  troop  tooa  recogoiied  for  the  ntchman 
ihat  had  been  atationed  thero  to  kwp  ths  Pftintor's  apartment,  while  he 
lodged  thero  and  took  charge  of  the  workmen.  He  came  rnimmg,  out 
of  breath,  jet  in  few  wordi  aoon  made  Iuiowd,  That  the  lion  had  laid 
fainuelf  dowDj  within  the  high  ring-wall,  in  the  sumhine,  at  the  foot 
of  a  large  boech,  and  was  behaving  quite  quietly.  With  an  air  of 
vexation,  however,  the  man  concluded :  "  Why  did  I  take  mj  rifle  to 
town  feetemigbt,  to  have  it  cleaned?  be  had  never  riKu  again,  the 
■kin  had  been  mine,  and  I  might  all  my  life  have  had  tbe  credit  of  the 

The  Prince,  whom  hia  military  experiences  here  also  stood  in  stead, 
for  he  bad  before  now  been  in  lituationi  where  from  various  tidae 
inevitable  evil  seemed  to  threaten,  uid  hereupon  :  "  What  aurety  do 
you  give  me  that  if  we  spare  your  Lion,  ha  vill  not  work  deetmctioa 
among  us,  among  my  people?" 

"This  voman  and  this  child,"  answered  the  father  hastily,  "engage 
to  tame  him,  to  keep  him  peaceable,  till  I  bring  up  the  cage,  and  then 
we  can  carry  him  back  unharmed  and  without  harming  any  one." 

The  boy  put  his  flnte  to  his  lips ;  an  instrument  of  the  kind  once 
named  soft,  or  sweet  flutes ;  ihort^beaked  like  pipes :  he,  who  under- 
stood the  art,  could  bring  out  of  it  the  gracefiilest  tones.  Meanwhile 
the  Prince  bad  inquired  of  the  watchman  how  the  lion  came  up.  "By 
the  hollow-way,"  answered  he,  "  which  is  walled-in  on  both  ^ea,  and 
was  formerly  the  only  entrance,  and  is  to  be  the  only  one  still :  two 
footpaths,  which  led  in  elsewhere,  we  have  to  blocked-up  and  destroyed 
that  no  human  being,  except  by  that  first  narrow  pasaage,  can  reach  the 
AJagic  Castle  which  Prince  Friedrich's  talent  and  taste  is  "■!■''■  Pg  of  it." 

After  a  little  thought,  during  which  the  Prince  looked  round  at  the 
boy,  who  still  continued  as  if  softly  preluding,  he  turned  to  Honorio, 
and  said:  "Thou  hast  done  much  today,  complete  thy  task.  Secure 
that  narrow  path ;  keep  your  rifles  in  readiness,  but  do  not  shoot  tlU 
the  creature  can  no  otherwise  be  driven  back :  in  any  case,  kindle  a  fire, 
which  will  frighten  him  if  ha  make  downwards,  lie  man  and  woman 
take  charge  of  the  rest."  Honorio  rapidly  bestirred  himself  to  execute 
these  orders. 

The  child  continued  hia  tune,  which  was  no  tune;  a  series  of  notes 
without  law,  and  perhaps  even  on  that  account  so  heart-touching :  the 
bystanders  teemed  as  if  enchanted  by  the  movement  of  a  Bong-like 
melody,  when  the  fiither  with  dignified  enthusiasm  began  to  speak  in 
this  sort ; 

"God  has  given  the  Prince  wisdom,  and  also  knowledge  to  discern 
that  all  God's  works  are  wiie,  each  after  its  kind.  Behold  the  rock, 
how  he  itaads  fast  and  ttin  not,  defies  the  weather  and  the  sunihine ; 
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primeval  treat  adorn  his  head^  and  ao  erowned  he  looka  alimd ;  neHiher 
if  a  mass  rash  away,  will  tida  continne  what  it  waa,  bat  fidb  broken 
into  many  pieeea  and  covert  the  tide  of  the  deacent  Bat  tiiere  too  tliey 
will  not  tarry,  capridoasly  they  leap  fkr  down,  the  brook  reeeiTOa  them, 
to  the  river  he  heart  them.  Not  redtting,  not  contradictory,  ^nynlii ; 
no^  smooth  and  rounded,  they  travel  now  quicker  on  their  way,  arrive, 
from  river  to  river,  finally  at  the  ocean,  whither  march  the  giants  in 
hosts^  and  in  the  deptha  whereof  dwarft  are  buty. 

''  But  who  shall  exalt  the  glory  of  the  Lord,  whom  the  ttara  praiae 
from  Eternity  to  Eternity  !  Why  look  ye  fkr  into  the  distance?  Con- 
sider here  the  bee :  late  at  the  end  of  harvest  she  still  busily  gatiiera ; 
builds  her  a  honte,  tight  of  comer,  ttzaight  of  waU,  heraelf  the  architect 
and  mason.  Behold  the  ant:  she  knows  her  way,  and  loaea  it  not;  she 
piles  her  a  dwelling  of  grass-halras,  earth-crambs,  and  needlea  of  the 
fir ;  she  piles  It  aloft  and  archea  it  in ;  but  she  has  laboured  in  vdn,  lor 
the  horse  stamps,  and  acrapea  it  all  In  |decea :  lo !  he  has  trodden^own 
her  beams,  and  scattered  her  planks ;  impatiently  he  snorts,  and  cannot 
rest ;  for  the  Lord  has  made  the  horse  comrade  of  the  wind  and  com- 
panion of  the  storm,  to  carry  man  whither  he  wills,  and  woman  whither 
she  desires.  But  in  the  Wood  of  Palms  arose  he,  the  Lion ;  with  earnest 
step  traversed  the  wildernesses ;  there  rules  he  over  all  creatures ;  his 
might  who  shall  withstand  ?  Yet  man  can  tame  him ;  and  the  fiercest 
of  living  things  has  reverence  for  the  image  of  God,  in  which  too  the 
angels  are  made,  who  serve  the  Lord  and  his  servants.  For  in  the  den 
of  Lions  Daniel  was  not  afraid  ;  he  remained  fast  and  faithful,  and  the 
wild  bellowing  interrupted  not  his  song  of  praise." 

This  speech,  delivered  with  expression  of  a  natural  enthusiasm,  the 
child  accompanied  here  and  there  with  graceful  tones;  but  now,  the 
father  having  ended,  he,  with  clear  melodious  voice  and  skilful  pas- 
saging, struck-up  his  warble ;  whereupon  the  father  took  the  flute,  and 
gave  note  in  unison,  while  the  child  sang : 

From  the  Dene,  I,  in  a  deeper, 
Prophet'i  Bong  of  praise  can  hear ; 
Angel-boet  he  hath  for  keeper, 
Needs  the  good  man  there  to  fear? 

Lion,  lioness,  agadng, 
Hildly  prettdng  round  him  oame ; 
Yea,  that  humble,  holy  praising. 
It  hath  made  them  tame. 

The  father  continued,  accompanying  this  strophe  with  his  flute;  the 
mother  here  and  there  touched-in  as  second  voice. 
Impressive,  however,  in  a  quite  peculiar  degree,  it  was,  when  the  child 
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now  began  to  Rhnffle  tlie  linw  of  the  itroplio  into  other  arnngement  i 
and  thereby  if  not  bring  out  a  new  sense,  yet  heighten  the  ieeling  by 
leading  it  into  Belf-excitement : 

Asfd-hoit  ftronnd  doth  horer, 
TTi  In  hMTenly  tones  to  ohsei ; 
In  th«  Deal  one  h«akd  doth  odtv,— 
Ne«d)  tha  pooi  obild  there  to  tevT 


WhoKiHtfauIt 
Hereupon  with  emphasis  and  elevation  began  all  three : 

For  th'  Etema]  rules  abor*  ui. 
Lands  and  ooeans  rules  Ui  will ; 
UoDi  eren  as  Iambs  shall  lore  ns. 
And  the  proudest  waves  be  stllL 
WhatUd  sword  to  soabbard  oleaTiug, 
Faith  and  Hope  TiotoHoos  see; 
Stranc,  who,  loring  and  bellerlng, 
PrajB,  O  Lead,  to  thee. 

All  were  silent,  hearing,  hearlcening ;  and  only  when  the  tones  ceased 
could  you  remark  and  distinguish  the  impression  tJiey  had  made.  All 
was  as  if  appeased  ;  each  affected  in  his  way.  The  Prince,  as  If  he  now 
first  saw  the  misery  that  a  little  ago  had  threatened  him,  looked  down 
on  hi*  spouse,  who  leaning  on  him  forboro  not  to  draw  out  the  little 
embroidered  handkerchief,  and  therewith  covered  her  eyes.  It  was 
blessedness  for  her  to  feel  her  yoong  bosom  relieved  from  the  pressure 
with  wtiich  the  preceding  minutes  bad  loaded  it  A  perfect  sileaca 
reigned  over  the  crowd;  they  seemed  to  have  forgotten  the  dangers; 
the  conflagration  below;  and  above,  the  ri*ing-up  of  a  dubionslj- 
reposing  Lion. 

By  a  sign  to  bring  the  horses,  the  Prince  first  restored  the  group  to 
motion ;  he  turned  to  the  womnn,  and  said  :  "  You  think,  then,  that, 
once  find  the  Lion,  you  could,  by  your  singing,  by  the  singing  of  this 
child,  with  help  of  tiiese  flute-tones,  appease  him,  and  carry  him  back 
to  his  prison,  unhurt  and  hurting  no  one?"  They  answered  Yea, 
asauring  and  affirming;  the  castellan  was  ^ven  them  as  guide.  And 
now  the  Prince  started  off  in  all  speed  with  a  few ;  th«  Princess  foliowod 
Blower,  with  the  rest  of  the  train :  mother  and  son,  on  their  side,  under 
conduct  of  tbe  warder,  who  had  got  himself  a  musket,  mounted  up  tJw 
steeper  part  of  tho  hwghL 

Before  the  entrance  of  the  hollow-way  which  opened  their  accesa  to 
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the  Castle,  Omj  Ibund  tlie  hunters  Imtf  heapiii^-ttp  dijr  bnidiwoody 
to  have,  in  any  eaae,  a  large  fiie  ready  iw  kindling.  "There  is  no 
need/'  said  the  woman :  ''  it  will  all  go  well  and  peaeeeUy,  wiliioat 

that" 

Farther  on,  sitting  on  a  wall,  his  double-hanel  resting  in  his  lap^ 
Honorio  appeared ;  at  his  post,  as  if  ready  in  erery  oeenrrenee.  How^ 
ever^  he  seemed  hardly  to  notice  our  party ;  he  wt  as  if  sunk  in  deep 
thoughts^  he  looked  round  like  one  whose  mind  was  not  there.  The 
woman  addressed  him  with  a  prayer  not  to  let  the  Are  be  lit ;  he  appeared 
not  to  heed  her  words ;  she  spoke  on  with  rivaeityj  and  cried :  *'  Hand- 
some young  man,  thou  hast  killed  my  tiger,  I  do  not  curse  thee ;  spare 
my  lion,  good  young  man,  I  will  bless  thee." 

Honorio  was  looking  straight  out  before  him,  to  where  the  sun  on  his 
course  began  to  sink.  ''Thou  lookest  to  the  west,"  cried  the  woman; 
''thou  dost  well,  there  is  much  to  do  there;  hasten,  delay  not,  thou 
wilt  conquer.  But  first  conquer  thyself."  At  this  he  appeared  to  give 
a  smile ;  the  woman  stept  on ;  could  not,  however,  but  look  back  once 
more  at  him :  a  ruddy  sun  was  irradiating  his  fiu^ ;  she  thought  she  had 
never  seen  a  handsomer  youth. 

"  If  your  child,"  said  the  warder  now,  ''  with  his  fluting  and  singing, 
can,  as  you  are  persuaded^  entice  and  pacify  the  Lion,  we  shall  soon  get 
mastery  of  him  after,  for  the  creature  has  lain  down  quite  close  to  the 
perforated  vaults  through  which,  as  the  main  passage  was  blocked  up 
with  ruins,  we  had  to  bore  ourselves  an  entrance  into  the  Castle-court 
If  the  child  entice  him  into  this  latter,  I  can  close  the  opening  with 
little  difficulty ;  then  the  boy,  if  he  like,  can  glide  out  by  one  of  the 
little  spiral  stairs  he  will  find  in  the  comer.  We  must  conceal  our- 
selves ;  but  I  shall  so  take  my  place  that  a  rifie-ball  can,  at  any  moment, 
help  the  poor  child  in  case  of  extremity." 

"  All  these  precautions  are  unnecessary ;  God  and  skill,  piety  and  a 
blessing,  must  do  the  work." — ''Maybe,"  replied  the  warder;  "how- 
ever, I  know  my  duties.  First,  I  must  lead  you,  by  a  difficult  path,  to 
the  top  of  the  wall,  right  opposite  the  vaults  and  opening  I  have 
mentioned :  the  child  may  then  go  down,  as  into  the  arena  of  the  show, 
and  lead  away  the  animal,  if  it  will  follow  him."  This  was  done :  warder 
and  mother  looked  down  in  concealment,  as  the  child  descending  the 
screw-stairs,  showed  himself  in  the  open  space  of  the  Court,  and  dis- 
appeared opposite  them  in  the  gloomy  opening ;  but  forthwith  gave  his 
fiute  voice,  which  by  and  by  grew  weaker,  and  at  last  sank  dumb.  The 
pause  was  bodeful  enough ;  the  old  hunter,  fkmiliar  with  danger,  felt 
heart-sick  at  the  singular  conjuncture;  the  mother,  however,  with 
cheerful  face,  bending  over  to  listen,  showed  not  the  smallest  dis- 
composure. 
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At  lut  the  Bute  w»  again  heard;  the  child  ctept  forth  from  th« 
cavern  with  glittering  satiified  ejrea,  the  lion  after  him,  bnt  ilowly,  and 
u  it  seemed  with  difficultj.  He  showed  here  and  there  desire  to  lie 
down ;  jet  the  hoy  led  him  in  a  half-circle  through  the  few  disleavod 
many-tinted  trees,  till  at  length,  in  the  laat  rajrs  of  the  sun,  which 
poured-in  through  a  hole  in  the  ruina,  he  aet  him  down,  as  if  transfigured 
in  the  bright  red  light ;  and  again  comtnenced  hia  pacifying  song,  the 
repetition  of  which  we  alio  cannot  forbear : 

From  tbe  Dmu,  I,  in  •  d»eper, 
Frophet'i  wing  of  pialM  can  hear ; 
Angfel-hoit  he  hath  for  keeper, 
Need*  the  good  man  there  to  fear? 

UoD.  Lionen,  agadng, 
HQdl;  prening  round  him  came ; 
Yea,  that  humble,  holy  praiiing, 
It  hath  made  tfaem  tame. 

Meanwhile  the  lion  had  laid  itself  down  quite  close  to  the  child,  and 
lifted  its  heavy  right  fbre-paw  into  his  boeom ;  the  Iwy  as  he  sung 
gracefully  stroked  it ;  but  was  not  long  in  observing  that  a  sharp  thorn 
had  stuck  itself  between  the  balls.  He  carefully  pulled  it  out;  with  a 
smile,  took  the  particoloured  silk -handkerchief  from  his  neck,  and 
bound  up  the  frightfiil  paw  of  the  monster;  so  that  hia  mother  for  joj 
bent  herself  back  with  outstretched  arms ;  and  perhaps,  according  to 
custom,  would  have  shouted  and  clapped  applause,  had  not  a  hard  hand- 
grip of  the  warder  reminded  her  that  the  danger  was  not  yet  over. 

Triumphantly  the  child  sang  on,  having  with  a  few  tones  preluded ; 

For  th'  Eternal  ral«  abore  ni, 
Idndj  and  ocean*  nUes  bla  will ; 
LioDi  eran  ai  Iambi  ihaU  love  oi, 
And  the  proodeit  wavg*  b«  still. 

Whetted  iword  to  eeabbard  cdeaving, 
Faith  and  Hope  viotoriooi  see : 
Strong,  who,  loring  mnd  bellaving, 
Praya,  O  Lord,  to  thee. 

Were  it  possible  to  fancy  that  in  the  countenance  of  so  grim  a 
creature,  the  tyrant  of  the  woods,  the  despot  of  the  animal  kingdom,  an 
expression  of  friendliness,  of  thankful  contentment  could  be  traced,  tiien 
here  was  such  traceable ;  and  truly  the  child,  in  hia  Illuminated  look, 
had  the  air  as  of  a  mighty  triumphant  rictor ;  the  other  figure.  Indeed, 
not  that  of  one  vanquished^  for  hu  etrengtii  lay  concealed  in  him ;  but 


So  hftTO  lUDod.  uid  Gimly  iron'd 
To  a  pom  ohild'a  f  eebls  kaee. 
Him  Ihe  fonwt'i  lordly  tynuit, 
Hotu  Tboufht  Hid  MBlod]'. 
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NOVAUS 

No  good  Book^  or  good  thing  of  any  sort^  shows  its  hest  hce  at  first : 
Improvisators^  and  their  literary  soap-bubbles.  Men  of  genius :  The  wise 
man's  errors  more  instructive  than  the  truisms  of  a  fool.  What  is  called 
'reviewing' ;  showing  how  a  small  Reviewer  may  triumph  over  a  great 
Author,  and  what  his  triumph  is  worth.  The  writings  of  Novalis  of  too 
much  importance  to  be  lightly  passed  by  (p.  1). — Novalis's  birth  and 
parentage:  Religious  and  secluded  Childhood:  Schooling.  Applies 
himself  honestly  to  business.  Death  of  his  first  love :  Communings  with 
Eternity.  Influence  on  his  character  of  this  wreck  of  his  first  passionate 
wish  :  Doctrine  of  'Renunciation.'  Peace  and  cheerfulness  of  his  life: 
Interest  in  the  physical  sciences.  Acquaintance  and  literary  cooperation 
with  Schlegel  and  Tieck.  Alarming  illness :  Hopeful  literary  projects : 
Gradual  bodily  decline,  and  peaceful  death.  Manners  and  personal 
aspect  (9). — Wonderful  depth  and  originality  of  his  writings:  BUb 
philosophic  Mysticism.  Idealism  not  confined  to  Germany.  The  Kantean 
view  of  the  material  Universe :  Its  intellectual  and  moral  bearing  on  the 
practical  interests  of  men.  Influence  on  the  deep,  religious  spirit  of 
Novalis :  Nature  no  longer  dead  hostile  Matter ;  but  the  veil  and  mys- 
terious Garment  of  the  Unseen  :  The  Beauty  of  Goodness,  the  only  real, 
final  possession  (21). — Extracts  from  the  Lehrlinge  atu  Saii,  etc.;  Mani- 
fold significance  of  all  natural  phenomena  to  the  true  observer ;  Beauty 
and  omnipotence  of  childlike  intuition ;  How  the  chastened  understanding 
may  be  brought  into  harmony  with  the  deepest  intuitions  and  the  meet 
rigid  hcts :  Nature,  as  viewed  by  the  superstitious  fiuiatic^  the  utilitarian 
inquirer,  the  sceptical  idealist,  and  the  regenerate  Soul  of  man :  The 
mechanics  and  djmamics  of  Thought ;  Eclectic  Philosophers :  Philoeophie 
Fragments  (30). — Novalis  as  a  Poet :  Extracts  from  Eymng  to  tke  Night 
and  Htinrich  von  Ofterdingen,  His  writings  an  unfiithomed  mine,  where 
the  keenest  intellect  may  find  occupation  enough :  His  power  of  intense 
abstraction  :  His  chief  fiuilt  a  certain  undue  passiveness.  Likeness  to 
Dante  and  PascaL  Intelligent,  well-informed  minds  should  endeavour 
to  understand  even  Mysticism.  Mechanical  Superciliousness  vernu  living 
Belief  in  God ;  the  victory  not  doubtful  (43). 
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Oar  grand  biudneN,  not  to  tM  wiuX  llw  dimlf  In  the  diitanea  ;  but  to 
do  what  lies  clau'ly  at  bMid :  Prophetie  folly.  Hid  ipliitul  oont^lon. 
The  Present  «Iw»ji  ta  important  time.  Tlie  Age  of  Uaohinerr,  in  oraiy 
outward  and  iniwd  mom  :  Cmoi  in  point,— from  hktohing  Cliioksni  to 
developing  the  Toung  Idea ;  from  '  Interrogating  Nature '  np  to  dalivor- 
ing  one's  soul  from  Purgatory  (p.  M). — Mo  Philosophy  of  Hind  to  be 
found  out  of  Germany.  Mathematics  all  gone  to  meohaniam.  Locke's 
Essay,  a  singular  emblem  of  the  sjurit  of  the  times ;  Scotch  and  French 
mental-mechanism,  llie  Machine  of  Sooety :  Social  mechanism  more 
prized  than  individual  worth.  All  wise  Inventions  or  discoveries,  all 
great  movements  whatsoever  spring  inevitably  from  the  individnal  soals 
of  men.  Mechanical  and  Dynamical  province*  of  human  activi^  :  Men 
have  lost  their  belief  in  the  Invidhle ;  and  believe,  and  hope,  and  work 
only  in  the  Visible.  Intollectual  dapperlings,  and  their  'cloeet-Iogio' 
rushlights :  Oru  wise  man  stronger  than  all  men  foolish  (63). — Religion 
no  longer  a  thousand -voiced  Psalm,  from  the  heart  of  Man  to  his  invisible 
Father :  but  a  wise,  prudential  feeling,  grounded  on  mere  calculation. 
The  working  Church  of  England  at  this  moment  in  the  Editors  of  News- 
papers. Even  Poetry  has  no  eye  for  the  Invisible  ;  Not  a  matin  or  veaper 
hymn  to  the  Spirit  of  Beauty ;  but  a  fierce  clashing  of  cymbals,  ■■ 
children  pass  through  the  fire  to  Moloch.  Oar  'superior  morality' 
properly  an  'inferior  criminality ' :  Truth  and  Virtue  no  longer  loved, 
as  they  ought  and  must  be  loved  :  Beyoud  money  and  money's  worth, 
our  only  blessedness  is  Popularity  (76).  —  Bright  lights,  as  well  as 
gloomy  shadows.  The  wisdom  and  heroic  worth  of  our  fbre&thers  we 
may  yet  recover,    llie  darkest  hour  is  nearest  the  dswn  (80). 

ON  HISTORY 
History,  man's  eariieat  and  simplest  expression  of  Thought :  As  we  do 
nothing  but  enact  History,  so  likewise  we  tag  little  but  recite  it  Ancient 
and  modem  historians.  Vanity  of  all  would-lie  '  Philosophies  of  His- 
tory': Before  Philosophy  can  teach  by  Experience,  Philosophy  must  first 
know  how  to  do  it;  and  above  all,  have  tlie  Experience  intelligibly 
recorded.  Infinite  complexity  of  the  simplest  facta  constituting  the  Ex- 
perience of  Life.  The  living,  actual  History  of  Humanity  consiata  of 
fiw  other  and  more  fruitful  activitiee  than  those  recorded  in  history- 
books  (p.  83).— Worth  and  worthlesaness  of  historic  testimonies;  the 
Seer,  and  mere  Onlookers.  Inevitable  discrepancy  between  a  mere  linear 
Narrative  of 'successive  events';  and  theactual,  infinitely-related  Abro- 
gate of  Activities,  the  daily  record  of  which  could  alone  constitute  a 
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complete  History.  Better  were  it  that  mere  earthly  historians  should 
lower  their  pretensions  to  Philosophy;  and  aim  only  at  some  faithfdl 
picture  of  the  things  acted  (87). — ^The  historical  Artist  and  the  his- 
torical  Artisan.  Growing  feeling  of  the  infinite  nature  of  History. 
Division  of  labour  :  The  Political  and  the  Ecclesiastical  historian  :  Church 
History^  could  it  speak  wisely,  would  have  momentous  secrets  to  teach. 
Histories  of  a  less  ambitious  character.  Old  healthy  identity  of  Priest 
and  Philosopher.     Historic  Ideals :  Necessity  for  honest  insight  (90). 

JEAN  PAUL  FRIEDRICH  RICHTER  AGAIN 

The  best  celebrity  does  not  always  spread  the  fittest.  Richter's  slow  but 
sure  reception  in  England.  His  life^  like  most  literary  lives^  somewhat 
barren  of  outward  incidents ;  yet  containing  a  deeper  worth  than  any 
such  interest  could  impart  Difficulty  and  value  of  real  Biography. 
Insufficiency  of  Otto's  Life  of  Richter  (p.  96). — Richter's  birth^  parent- 
age and  pedigree :  His  Father^  a  poor^  hard-working  Clergyman^  loved 
and  venerated  by  his  flock.  Not  by  money^  or  money's  worth,  that  Man 
lives  and  has  his  being :  To  a  rich  spirit.  Life  cannot  be  poor.  Young 
Paul's  Idyl-Kingdom  and  little  Pastoral  World  sketched  by  himself ;  O 
God !  I  thank  thee  for  my  Father !  (104). — Early  education :  Latin  vocables ; 
dreary  reading ;  child-glimpses  into  the  infinity  of  Nature  and  his  own 
Soul.  In  his  thirteenth  year  the  family  removed  to  a  better  church- 
living  at  Schwarzenbach.  Ho  now  got  access  to  books,  and  better  teach- 
ing. Early  theological  speculations,  '  inclining  strongly  to  the  heterodox 
side.'  Loses  his  Father  :  Pecuniary  troubles.  Aversion  to  History  and 
Geography.  A  school-disputation:  Paul  triumphant  over  Orthodoxy 
and  dull  Authority :  '  Silence,  Sirrah ! '  (110). — At  Leipzig  University : 
Obtains  little  furtherance  from  established  teachers ;  and  endeavours  to 
work-out  an  intellectual  basis  of  his  own.  Poverty,  not  in  the  shape  of 
Parsimony,  but  in  the  Ceut  sterner  one  of  actual  Want  His  Mother, 
quite  unable  to  help  herself,  could  afford  him  no  assistance.  A  high 
cheerful  Stoicism  grew  up  in  him :  Wise  maxims  for  so  young  a  man. 
His  first  productions :  No  demand  for  them.  Magazine-writing.  He 
lived,  like  the  young  ravens,  how  he  could :  He  had  looked  Desperation 
in  the  face,  and  found  that  for  him  she  was  not  desperate.  Blessings  of 
early  poverty  (114).  — Richter's  gallant  self-dependence :  His  free  and  easy 
style  of  dress :  Horror  of  his  more  courtly  neighbours :  Seven-years' 
Costume  controversy ;  and  final  magnanimous  compliance  with  the  wishes 
of  all  Christian  persons  (122). — His  singular  literary  establishment  at  Hof. 
Of  all  literary  phenomena,  that  of  a  literary  man  daring  to  believe  that 
he  is  poor,  may  be  regarded  as  the  rarest  No  '  Men  of  Letters '  now ; 
only  *  Literary  Gentlemen,'  and  a  degree  of  rickety  debility  unexampled 
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in  the  hiKtory  of  Litarature.  Richter  laiTivM  Us  ezdiukm  from  tlm 
little  'West-end'  of  Hof.  His  midden  and  deeidTO  triamph,  after  a 
valiant  struggla  of  ten  yeara.  Hia  poor  Mother  ia  raleaaad  from  her 
troubles  :  the  Hof  houaehold  broken  np.  Hia  raeeption  bytlio  Higli  and 
titled  of  his  country :  Hia  marriafpe  (127). — Ramoraa  to  Wttmar :  Illaa- 
trious  companionship :  literary  activity.  Reeeivaa  a  penaion  fnm  the 
Prince  Primate  Dalberg:  Settlea  in  Baireath:  Public  honour  and 
domestic  happiness :  Unwearied  diligence  in  hia  vocation.  Loaa  of  hia 
only  son  :  Sicknesa^  and  almoat  total  blindness :  Death  (1S7). — Riehter'a 
intellectual  and  literary  character.  Eztracta:  Miniature  sketches  of 
Herder^  Jacob!,  Goethe,  Luther,  Klopstock,  Schiller;  A  frir-weather 
scene ;  A  bridegroom  and  bride ;  On  Daughter-full  Houaea.  Riehter^a 
vastness  of  Imagination ;  Rapt,  deep,  Old-Hebrew  apirit  of  hia  Dnami : 
His  Dream  of  Atheism.  A  true  Poet,  and  among  the  highaat  of  hia 
time^  though  he  wrote  no  verses  (141). 

LUTHER'S  PSALM 

Tlie  great  Reformer's  love  of  music  and  poetry,  one  of  the  moat 
significant  features  in  his  character.  His  poetic  feeling  not  so  much 
expressed  in  fit  Words  as  in  fit  Actions.  And  yet  it  is  the  same  Luther, 
whether  acting,  speaking  or  writing.  His  Psalm,  Eine/utB  Burg  ui  ufuer 
Qott  (p.  160). 

SCHILLER 


Correspondence  between  Schiller  and  Goethe.  Natural  curiosity 
spectiug  great  men  :  Value  of  the  scantiest  memorials  that  will  help  to 
make  them  intelligible.  It  can  be  no  true  greatness,  that  a  close  inspec- 
tion would  abate  a  worthy  admiration  of.  The  letters  of  Schiller  and 
Goethe :  Their  entire  sincerity  of  style :  Turn  mostly  on  compositions, 
pul)licationti,  philosophies.  An  instructive  record  of  the  mental  progress 
of  their  respective  writers  (p.  165). — Schiller's  mode  of  thought  and 
utterance  more  Europcin  than  national :  His  ready  and  general  accept- 
ance with  foreigners.  High  struggle,  and  prophetic  burden  of  every  true 
Poet.  Schiller's  personal  history.  His  life  emphatically  a  literary  one : 
Hometliing  priestlilco,  almost  monastic  in  his  character.  His  parentage 
and  youth  :  Schooling :  Hardships  and  oppressions  from  the  Duke  of 
Wurtemberg :  Not  in  Law,  or  Medicine ;  nor  in  any  marketable  occupa- 
tion, can  his  soul  find  content  and  a  home.  His  restless  struggling  to  get 
free.  Publication  of  the  Robbers.  Escape  from  the  harsh  tyranny  of  the 
Duke.  Henceforth  a  Literary  Man;  and  need  appear  in  no  other 
character  (170). — His  mild,  honest  character  everywhere  gains  him  friends. 
His  connexion  with  Goethe  the  most  important  event  of  his  literary  life : 
Tlioir  mutual  esteem,  and  zealous  cooperation.      Schiller's  quiet,  un- 


SUMMARY  .       601 

conquered  heroism  through  fifteen  years  of  unremitted  pain.  The  foolish 
Happiness-controversy:  The  whole  argument,  like  every  other,  lies  in  the 
confusion  of  langusge  :  True  Welfare,  and  mere  sensuous  £x^03rment : 
Mind  vernu  Matter  (185) — Schiller's  character  as  a  man.  In  his  life  the 
social  affections  played  no  deeply  absorbing  part :  It  was  towards  the 
Ideal,  not  the  Actual,  that  his  faith  and  hope  were  chiefly  directed :  His 
habits  were  solitary ;  his  chief  business  and  pleasure  lay  in  silent  medi- 
tation. Some  account  of  his  ordinary  mode  of  Hfe.  He  mingles  little 
in  the  controversies  of  his  time ;  and  alludes  to  them  only  from  afar. 
His  high  conception  of  the  mission  of  the  true  Poet.  His  genius  reflec- 
tive rather  than  creative;  philosophical  and  oratorical  rather  than 
essentially  poetic.  For  the  most  part,  the  Common  is  to  him  still  the 
Common.  Closely  connected  with  this  imperfection,  both  as  cause  and 
consequence,  is  his  singular  want  of  Humour.  Yet  there  is  a  tone  in 
some  of  his  later  pieces  breathing  of  the  very  highest  region  of  Art  (193). 
— Schiller's  dramatic  success.  Illustrations  of  his  mental  progress; 
tarbid  ferocities  of  the  Robbers,  contrasted  with  the  placidly  victorious 
strength  of  his  maturer  works.  The  like  progress  visible  in  his  smaHer 
Poems  :  His  Alpenlied,  Schiller's  Philosophic  talent :  Interest  in  Kant's 
System.     His  jEHketic  Letters,     Schiller  and  Goethe  (202). 

THE  NIBELUN6EN  LIED 

About  the  year  1757,  a  certain  antiquarian  tendency  in  literature,  a 
fonder,  more  earnest  looking  back  into  the  Past  began  to  manifest  itself 
in  all  nations.  Ghrowth  and  fruit  of  this  tendency  in  Germany.  Hie 
Nibelunffen,  a  kind  of  rude  German  Epos :  It  belongs  specially  to  us 
English  Teutones,  as  well  as  to  the  German.  Northern  ArchsBology,  a 
chaos  of  immeasurable  shadows  :  The  Heldenbuch,  the  most  important  of 
these  subsidiary  Fictions,  throws  some  little  light  on  the  Nibelunffen : 
Outline  of  the  Story.  Early  adventures  of  the  brave  Siegfried,  whose 
history  lies  at  the  heart  of  the  whole  Northern  Traditions  :  His  Invul- 
nerability, wonderful  Sword  Balmung,  and  Cloak  of  Darkness :  His 
subsequent  history  belongs  to  the  Song  of  the  Nibelungen  (p.  216)— 
Singular  poetic  excellence  of  that  old  Epic  Song :  Simplicity,  and  clear 
decisive  ring  of  its  lang^uage :  Deeds  of  high  temper,  harsh  self-denial, 
daring  and  death  stand  embodied  in  soft,  quick-flowing,  jo]rfully-modu- 
lated  verse  :  Wonderful  skill  in  the  construction  of  the  story ;  and  the 
healthy  subordination  of  the  marvellous  to  the  actual.  Abstract  of  the 
Poem. — How  Siegfried  wooed  and  won  the  beautiful  Chriemhild;  and 
how  marvellously  he  vanquished  the  Amazonian  Brunhild  for  king 
Gunther :  Heyday  of  peace  and  gladdest  sunshine.  Jealousy  of  Queen 
Brunhild  :  How  the  two  queens  rated  one  another  ;  and  how  Chriemhild 
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Historical  literary  significance  of  Jleynard  \ 
Period  in  general  Literature^  to  which  the 
antwen.    General  decay  of  Poetry :  Futile  at 
decay.    The  world  seems  to  have  rhymed  itsel 
not  sportAilly,  Vut  with  harsh  endeavour,  wa 
for  a  time^  a  splendid  exception  in  Dante  ac 
not  a  fidl  from  a  higher  spiritual  estate  to  a  lo 
from  youth  into  manhood  (p.  274).-~Literatu 
more  Didactic,  consisting  of  wise  Apologues,  I 
This  Didactic  Spirit  reached  its  acme  at  the  ert 
gradual  rise :  The  Strieker y  and  others.     Soi 
Trimberg:  A  cheerful,  clear-sighted  gentle-hi 
sly  humour  in  him :  His  Renner,  a  singular  o 
honestj  mildly  decided  character  everywhere  y 
and  his  EdeMein,  a  collection  of  Fables  done 
Latin  originals :  Not  so  much  a  I'ranslator  as 
his  story  in  his  own  way,  and  freely  appends  hi 
earliest   and  simplest  product  of  Didactic   F 
Century  an  age  of  Fable  in  a  wider  sense :  I* 
A  serious  warning  to  Critics  !    Adventures  of 
In  the  religious  Cloisters  also  were  not  wanting 
enthusiasm  after  the  highest  problem  of  mai 
Truth  :  Johann  Tauler  and  Thomas  k  Kempis. 
of  full  progress :  Robber  Barons  and  Merchan 
Inquiry,  of  Invention,  conspicuously  busy  :  Gui 
In  Literature  the  Didactic,  especially  the  JEsi 
dantly  manifest  (308). — Reynard  the  Fox,  the  b 
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purpose :  Its  dramatic  consistency  :  Occasional  coarseness,  and  other 
imperfections.  Philological  interest  of  the  old  Low-German  original :  The 
language  of  our  old  Saxon  Fatherland  still  curiously  like  our  own.  The 
Age  of  Apologue^  like  that  of  Chivalry  and  Love-singing,  now  gone. 
Where  are  now  our  People's-Books  .^  (319). 


TAYLOR'S  HISTORIC  SURVEY  OF  GERMAN  POETRY 

Upwards  of  half  a  century  since  German  Literature  began  to  make  its 
way  in  England.  Hannah  More's  trumpet-blast  against  these  modem 
'Huns  and  Vandals.'  Our  knowledge  now  becoming  better,  if  only 
because  more  generaL  Claims  of  Mr.  Taylor's  Book  to  a  respectful 
examination :  Its  value  and  shortcomings  (p.  333). — What  would  be 
implied  by  a  Complete  History  of  German  Poetry :  The  History  of  a 
nation's  Poetry  the  essence  of  its  History,  political,  economic^  scientific, 
religious.  Such  a  History  of  the  Germans  would  not  be  wanting  in 
peculiar  human  interest :  Their  poetical  Infancy  and  Boyhood ;  Enthu- 
siastic Youth  ;  Free  Manhood ;  Spiritual  Vastation,  and  New  Birth  (341). 
— Mr.  Taylor's  Historic  Survey  a  mere  aggregate  of  fragmentary  Notices, 
held  together  by  the  Bookbinder's  packthread :  Its  incredible  misstate- 
ments of  fncts,  and  general  incorrectness  and  insufficiency.  He  goes 
through  Germany,  scenting  out  Infidelity  with  the  nose  of  an  ancient 
Heresy-hunter;  though  for  opposite  purposes.  Mr.  Taylor's  whole 
Philosophy  sensual ;  he  recognises  nothing  that  cannot  be  weighed  and 
measured,  eaten  and  digested  :  Every  fibre  of  him  Philistine  (347). — The 
best  Essay  in  the  book^  that  on  Klopstock :  Beautiful  allegory  of  The 
Two  Muses.  Foolish  admiration  for  Kotzebue  and  his  like.  His  scep- 
ticism at  least  honest  and  worthy  of  respect.  Literature  fast  becoming 
all  in  all  to  us,  our  Church,  our  Senate^  our  whole  Social  Constitution. 
Its  tendency  to  a  general  European  Commonweal ;  whereby  the  wisest 
in  all  nations  may  communicate  and  cooperate  (362). 


GOETHE'S  PORTRAIT 

Goethe,  a  man  well  worth  looking  at.  His  kingly  Head  a  very  palace 
of  Thought  A  most  royal  work  appointed  to  be  done  there.  This  Rag- 
Fair  of  a  world  all  transfigured,  and  authentically  revealed  to  be  still 
holy,  still  divine  (p.  371). — Two  great  men  sent  among  us :  Bonaparte, 
like  an  all-devouring  earthquake,  hurling  kingdom  over  kingdom; 
Goethe,  the  mild-shining,  inaudible  Light,  making  Chaos  once  more  into 
a  Creation.  The  poorest  Life  no  idle  dream,  but  a  solemn,  earnest 
roaUty  (372). 


rorce,  wliich  in  this  world  all  things  must 
Vision  and  Dcterniination.  Honour  to  hi; 
impassal)le  paves  a  road.'  Goethe's  Works 
languishing,  nigh  dead,  in  the  <iirless  dung 
assurance  of  such  a  man  come  like  tidings 
wearied  Workman  now  rests  from  his  labours 
growing,  and  to  grow  (376). 

GOBTHfTS  WORK 

The  greatett  epoch  in  a  man's  Hfe,  not  al 
always  the  most  noticeable.    A  transition, 
invisible  Eternity  (p.  885).— The  Greatness  of  C 
the  only  creed  which  can  never  grow  obsolete, 
clothes-horse ;  under  the  clothes  is  always  a  bo 
between  God-creation  and  Tailor-creation.    T 
the  most  important  phenomenon  therein.    Wc 
Greatness,  either  real  or  hypothetical.    Of  i 
worship  the  most  faithfully  observed  (387). — Gi 
of    Goethe    contrasted.      Parliamentary    wo( 
desideratam,  to  produce  a  few  members  uforth  e 
celebrations,  little  better  than  solemn  parodiei 
each  man's  works,  the  life  he  led.     Goethe's 
At  no  period  of  the  World's  History  can  a  gift 
will  not  find  enough  to  do :  Goethe's  peculiar  ] 
His  riant,  joyful  childhood  ;  kind  plenty  in  evi 
A  beautiful  Boy ;  the  picture  of  his  early  years 
poetic  Idyls.     His  parents.     The  Victory  at  Bi 
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■Bant  for  s  Lawjer.  To  Strasburg.  The  f{ood  Frederike  :  Ii  Goethe  a 
bad  man,  or  not  a  bad  man?  Junff  Stilling'B  teetimonj'.  His  'good- 
neM '  and  '  badneaa '  not  quite  easil]'  taken  stock  of.  Intercourae  witb 
Herder.  The  German  intellectual  Chaos :  Goethe'i  allotted  task  therein. 
Hla  first  literarf  productions.  Established  at  Weimar  (416).— The 
inward  life  of  Goethe  noblf  recorded  in  the  long  series  of  his  Writings. 
FatuI,  the  passionate  cry  of  the  world's  deapairj  proclaiming,  as  amid  the 
wreck  of  Time,— It  is  ended  !  Wilhtlm  Meitter,  an  emblem  of  warm, 
hearty,  sunny  human  Endeavour ;  with  as  yet  no  recognition  of  Divinity: 
In  the  Wanderjahrt,  melodious  Reverence  becomes  once  more  trium- 
phant; and  deep  all-^iervading  Futh  both  speaks  and  sings.  A  tribute 
of  gratitude  from  'Fifteen  Englishmen.'  Goethe  the  Uniterand  victori- 
ous Reconciler  of  the  moat  distracted  i^  since  the  Introduction  of 
Christiaiiity.  What  Strength  actually  is,  and  how  to  try  for  it.  Goethe's 
noble  power  of  insight :  For  him,  aa  for  Shalcspeare,  the  world  lies  all 
translucent,  encircled  with  Wonder  :  His  fignrativeneas  lies  in  the  very 
centre  of  his  being  :  The  majestic  Calmness  of  both ;  perfect  tolerance 
fur  all  men  and  things.  Excellencies  of  Goethe's  style.  If  Shakspeare 
were  the  greater  nature,  he  was  also  lea  cultivated,  and  more  careless. 
Goethe's  Spiritual  History,  the  ideal  emblem  of  all  true  men's  in  tbeae 
days :  Let  us  mark  well  the  road  he  fashioned  for  himself,  and  in  the 
dim  weltering  Chaos  choice  to  find  a  paved  way.  Goethe's  political 
abstinence.  His  lift  and  hia  Writings  a  possnsaion  to  the  world 
forever  (430). 


APPENDIX 

No.  1 
THE  TALE 
Rumours  and  mis-rumours  concerning  Goethe's  Tale  of  Tales :  A 
genuine  English  Translation  now  handed-in  for  judgment  (p.  447). — 
Phantaamagory  not  Allegory.  A  wonderful  Emblem  of  our  wonderful 
and  woful  Transition  Age.  Clue  to  the  significance  of  the  several 
Figures  in  the  Poem.  Imagination,  in  her  Works  of  Art,  sbonld  play 
like  a  sort  of  music  upon  us :  She  herself  cannot  condition  and  ba^aia  ; 
she  must  wait  what  shall  be  given  her  (440).— Metaphysical  Subtil^  and 
Audacity,  the  first  flickerings,  and  audible  announcement,  of  the  New 
Age  waiting  to  be  bom.  How  they  press  poor  old  Spiritual  Tradition 
into  thnr  aervloe ;  and  the  havoc  they  make  with  hfan :  They  give  him 
Vnadom  which  he  cannot  use ;  but  have  no  power  to  contribute  the  least 
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